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BY     THE     EDITOR.- 

V*\^/*'»  H!  whither,  '  goddels  of  the  tearfal  eye,* 

^  A  4       S^ly  mournful  dolt  thou  ftray; 
fC     j^     y,    Nor  give  the  agonizing  lay, 
'  ^tr^**^  And  diain,  at  once,  our  fpringi  of  forrowdry? 
Alas !  thy  care  is  vain : 
Still,  Hill  fhall  we  complain  j 
Till  from  thy  Uy  we  feel  excsfa  of  grief. 
And  reaJbn,  more  than  mortal,  brings  reUcf ! 

A  The«, 
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Then  whither  haft  thou  firay'd, 

f 

Dear  fympathctick  maid?    ■ 
.     For,  ah !  no  deep  my  weeping  eyes  ihall  clofcj 

No  peaceful  couch  my  weary  limbs  repofe,  ^^  ,  J  ■ 

.    Till  thy  lov'd  form  before  my  fight  appears,  *tJ 

Till  thy  lov'd  voice  augments,  then  dries  my  tears.   . 

Say,  dofl  thou  fit  beneath  the  fwelling  tide. 
Where  hollile  navies  in  proud  fplendor  ride. 
And  hear  th'  embattled  fquadrons  join  : 
While,  fiercely  thundering  thro'  the  line, 

Britannia's  heroes  meet  the  foe. 

And  plunge  them  in  the  depths  below; 
Where,  as  their  mangled  corfes  rove 

In  Neptune's  now-empurpled  feat. 
They  deeper  dye  the  coral  grove 

That  decks  the  angry  God's  retreat? 

There  dofl  thou  fit,  and  with  faft-falling  tears 
Lament  the  haplefs  brave, 
Doom'd  to  a  wat'ry  grave. 
While  mad  ambition  Gallia's  fceptre  bears ; 
And,  by  her  vile  intrigues. 
Wealth,  power,  and  folly,  leagues. 
To  ^d  each  black  defign  her  policy  conceives : 
Then,  tempter-like,  fhe  blames 
The  rage  herfelf  inflames ; 
And,  as  her  intereft  prompts,  the  dup'd  allies  flie  leaves? 

Or,  rather,  Goddefs,  fay, 
Doft  thou  not  mournful  llray, 
Confin'd  beyond  th'  Atlantick  tide ; 
Where  her  curs'd  arts  have  torn. 
Ah !  never  to  return  I 
Millions  of  children  bom  a  parent's  fide ! 

While, 
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W^c,  in  the  confli^  dire 
^I'hat  ftains  tke  guilty  land» 
.^         The  age-enfeebled  fire 

Falls  by  his  offspring's  hand : 
And  e'en  parental  fondnefs^  that  but  late 
Hb  youthful  darling  prefe'd 
.  To  his  enraptur'd  breaft« 
Amidft  the  general  madnefs,  changed  to  hate, 
Seeks^  in  the  cruel  fight. 
Him  once  his  fole  delight ; 
And  juftice  deeming  the  relentlefs  blow» 
In  fpite  of  nature,  lays  his  offspring  low? 

Alas !  in  fcenes  like  thefe. 

Source  of  perpetual  tears; 
Vain  is  the  hope  of  eafe. 
For  many  weeping  years ! 
Friends,  brothers,  lovers,  fathers,  hufbands  flain. 
The  ever-ftreaming  eyes 
Of  their  dear  kindred  ties 
Overwhelming  grief  will  ceafe  alone  to  drain. 
When  Death  (hall  kindly  end  their  being  with  their  pain. 

Sheathe,  (heathe  the  murderous  blade,  diftraded  men. 

Nor  raihly  urge  the  defolating  foe ; 
Drive  Civil  Difcord  to  her  loathfome  den. 

And  ceafe  the  hated  blaft  of  war  to  blow ! 
Are  there  not  ills  enough  that  fpring  from  private  woe  ? 

— -— Blefs'd  in  connubial  love,  the  happieft  pair— 
In  fiiends,  in  fortune  blefs'd! 
Enraptur'd  as  they  prefs'd 
Seven  lovely  infants  in  their  circling  arms. 
And  fondly  dwelt  on  all  their  little  charms ; 
Parental  love  flill  fedulous  to  trace 
The  kindred  features  of  ea^h  cherub  face— - 
Seem'd^-Fdid  they  not  more  than  feem — Heaven's  mofi  peculiax  caxt) 
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.  Yet,  in  a  moment,  16 !  the  flames  afeend, 

Where^  wrapt  in  fleep,  their  detreft  treftfore  lie«  y 
And  while  a  mother's  ihrieks  die  concave  rend, 
Defcending  angels  bear  them  to  the  ikies. 

The  abfent  father  but  too  fixm  retnms  | 
Too  ibon^  from  weeping  friends^  the  dreadful  flory  learns  i 
Deprived  of  fenfe,  all  motionlefs  he  ftands^ 

Ai^d  fondly  deems 
He  only  dreams; 
Then,  as  returning  reafon  fills  his  foul. 
Sudden  heftarts,  as  when  loud  thunders  roll. 
And  lifts  hisfpeaking  eyes,  and  clafps  his  trembling  hand^t 

Vain  is  the  pow'r  of  language,  to  exprefs 
The  mother's  pangs,  the  father's  deep  diftrefs: 
A  nation  weeps  the  unmatched  private  woe. 
And  fwift  from  royal  eyes  the  drpps  of  pity  flow, 

Alas !  no  ftranger  hears 
The  melancholy  tale. 
But  down  his  vifage  pale 
'  Faft  fall  the  chadng  tears— 

E'en  tho'  a  parent's  blifs  he  never  knew$ 
Or,  knowing,  never  bade  one  fmiling  babe  adieu. 

Ceafe,  bufy  memory,  ceafe ! 

Spare  the  heart-rending  groan! 
To  heal  their  wounded  peace, 
Whofe  poignant  griefs  too  long  remain'd  unfnng. 
The  fnournful  harp,  at  friendfhip's  call^  I  ftrung. 
And  not  to  wake  my  own ! 

And  fliall  thefe  eyes,  th^t  view'd  the  fever's  flame 
Shrink  day  by  day  a  firft-born  darling's  frame ; 
That  faw,  convuls'd,  afecgnd  infant  lie; 
ficosff,  ti^e  deadly  fcenes^  and  ftill  cojitinue  dry! 


Th^^ 
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Tho'  coontkfs  fighs  the  tortoi-'d  borom  heave, 
Tho' codn^efs  tears  the  unclos'dorbiu  leave; 
,  Time,  the  great  Toother  of  the  human  breaft» 
Perfuades,  at  length,  '  whatever  is,  is  beft,* 
And  gives  the  bofom  peace,  the  weary  eye-lids  reft. 
'Tis  his  to  heal  the  agonizing  fmart 
That  long  has.rack'd  each  haplefs  parent's  heart ; 
By  means  iinl^nown  a  tranquil  calm  to  give. 
And  bid  the  drooping  mourners  feek  to  live. 

The  embryo  infant  now  the  mother  bears, 

(So  Heaven  decrees) 

Shall  bring  them  eafe. 

And  finoothe  the  path  of  their  declining  years* 

« 

But,  ah!  what  fnfTerers,  in  this  mortal  ftate. 

Can  ever  hope  to  know 

No  jintervat  pf  woe  ? 

And  leaft,  where  moft  they've  felt  th'  aiHidive  hand  of  fate. 

Then  grieve  not  if  th*  Almighty  has  ordain'd. 
Their  deeply  fuffering  hearts  ihall  iUll  be  pain'd  ; 

As  fond  remembrance  heaves  th'  unbidden  figh. 

As  ftarts  the  guihiiig  flood  to  either  eye. 
When  their  new  pledge  fits  prattling  on  their  knees^ 
And  fomc  forgotten  charm  fad  recollection  fcesl 

Yet,  as  the  foft  diftrefs  they  turn  to  hide. 
And  want  of  memory,  want  of  feeling  chide. 

Their  lovely,  fmiiing  boy. 

Shall  bring  them  back  to  joy; 
Aad  kind  Religion,  ever  prompt  to  fave,' 
Claiming  their  gratitude  for  what  they  have. 
Shall  bid  them  fmite  their  pcnfive  breafts,  and  fay, 

'TlfOV^I^paD,  HAST  GIVEN— AND  THOU  HAST  TAKEN  AWAy!* 

AN 
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AN  IMITATION  FROM  THE  SPECTATOR. 

BY    MR.    LLOYD. 

A  Month  hath  roUM  it's  lazy  hoars  away^ 
Since  Delia's  pre&nce  bliefs'd  her  longing  Twain  ; 
How  could  he  Srook  the  fluggiih  Time's  delay. 
What  charm  could  foften  fuch  an  age  of  pain  ? 

One  fond  refle^lion  fliU  his  bofom  chear'd. 

And  footh'd  the  torments  of  a  lover's  care ; 
•Twas,  that  for  Delia's  CeW  the  bower  herear'd^ 

And  fancy  plac'd  the  nymph  already  thet-e. 

'  O  come,  dear  maid !  and,  with  a  gentle  fmile, 

*  Such  as  lights  up  my  lovely  fair-one's  face, 
f  Survey  the  prod uft  of  thy  fliephcrd's  toil, 

^  Nor  rob  the  villa  of  the  vijja's  grace.  . 

'  WhatK'er  improvements  ilrike  thy  curious  fight, 

'  Thy  taile  hath  form'd — let  me  not  call  it  mine, 
f  Since,  when  I  mufe  on  thee,  and  feed  delight, 

*  Ifonjn  no  (bought  that  is  DOt  wholly  thine. 

*  Th'  apartments  deftin'd  for  my  charmer's  ufe, 

*  (For  love  in  trifles  is  confpicuous  fhewn) 

*  Can  fcarce  an  objedt  to  thy  view  produce, 

'But  bears  the  dear  refembl^CjC  of  thine  own. 

f  And  trufl  me^  love,  I  could  almofi:  believe 

'  This  little  fpot  the  manfion  of  my  fair; 
5  Bnt  that,  awak'd  from  fancy's  dreams,  I  grieve 

5  To  find  it's  proper  owner  is  not  there. 

'  Okl 
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Oh !  I  coald  doat  apon  the  rural  fcene, 
'  It's  profpedt  over  hill  and  champaign  wide, 

Bnt  that  it  marks  the  tedioos  way  between » 
'  That  parts  my  Damon  from  his  promised  bride. 

The  gardens  now  put  forth  their  bloiToms  fweet^ 

*  In  Nature's  flowery  mantle  gaily  drefs'd  ; 

The  clofe-trimm'd  hedge,  and  circling  border  neat 
'  AIL  afk  my  Delia  for  their  deareft  gueft. 

The  lily  pale,  the  purple  blufhing  rofe, 
'  In  this  fair  fp«t  their  mingled  beauties  join ; 

The  woodbine  here  it's  curling  tendrils  throws, 
'  In  wreaths  fantafHck,  round  the  mantling  vine. 

The  branching  arbour  here,  for  lovers  made, 
'  For  dalliance  meet,  or  fong,  or  amorous  tale^ 

Shall  oft  prote6^  us  with  it's  cooling  ihade, 
'  Whenfultry  Phcebus  burns  the  lowly  vale* 

*Tis  all  another  paradife  around  ; 

*  And,  truft  me,  fo  it  would  appear  to  me. 
Like  the  firft  man  were  I  not  lonely  founds 

*  And  bnt  half  bleft,  my  Delia,  wanting  thee. 

For  two,  but  two,  I've  form'd  a  lovely  walk, 

*  And  I  have  talVd  it  by  my  fair- one's  name; 
Here,  blefs'd  with  thee,  t'  enjoy  thy  pleafing  talk» 

'  While  fools  and  madmen  bow  the  knee  to  fame. 

The  raftick  path  already  have  I  try'd, 

*  Oft  at  the  finking  of  the  fetting  day ; 

And  while,  my  love,  I  thought  thee  by  my  fide, 

*  With  careful  ftepg  have  worn  it's  cdje  away. 
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*  With  thee  I've  held  difcourfe,  h«w  pafling  fweetl, 

*  While  fancy  brought  thee  to  my  raptnr'd  dreaiA  | 

*  With  thee  have  prattled  in  my  lone  retreat^ 

'  And  talked  down  funs  on  love's  delicious  themie* 

'  Oft,  as  r  wander  through  the  ruflick  crowd, 

*  Mufmg  with  downcail  look^  and  folded  arnis  ; 

*  They  ftare  with  wonder  when  I  rave  aloud, 

*  And  dwell  with  rapture  on  thy  artlefs  charms. 

*  They  call  me  madi  and  oft  with  finger  rude, 

*  Point  at  me  leering,  as  I  heedlefs  pafs ; 

*  Yet  Colin  knows  the  caufe,  for  love  is  (hrewd, 

*  And  the  young  Ihepherd  courts  the  farmer's  lafs. 

^  Among  the  fruits  that  grace  this  little  feat, 

*  And  all  around  their  cluftering  foliage  fpread, 

*  Here  may'ft  thou  cull  the  peach,  or  nedarine  fweet, 

*  And  pluck  the  ftrawberry  from  it's  native  bed. 

••  And  all  along  the  river's  verdant  fide, 

*  I've  planted  elms,  which  rife  in  even  row, 
'  And  fling  their  lofty  branches  far  and  wide, 

*  Which  float  refleded,  in  the  lake  below, 

■•  Since  I've  been  abfent  from  my  lovely  fairi 
'  Imagination  forms  a  thoufand  fchemes; 

*  For  O!  my  Delia,  thou  art  all  my  care, 

*  And  all  with  me  is  love  and  golden  dreams. 

*  O  flattering  promife  of  fecure  delight! 

*  When  will  the  lazy-pacing  hours  be  o'erj 

*  That  I  may  fly  with  rapture  to  thy  fight, 

*^nd  we  (hall  meet  again,  to  part  no  moreM 


ODE 
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ODE    ON    HEARING    MUSICK. 


BY    JOHN    SCOTT,    ESQ,, 

YO  N  organ !  hark ! — ^how  foft,  how  fweet. 
The  warbling  ndtet  m. concert  meet ! 
The  found  my  fancy  leads 
To  climes  where  Phoebus'  brightefl  beams 
Gild  jafmine  groves,  and  chryftal  ilreams^ 

And  lily-mantled  meads;  *     '^ 

V 

Where  myrtle  bdwers  their  bloom  unfold. 
Where  citrons  bend  with  fruit  of  gold. 
Where  grapes  deprefs  the  vines; 
Where,  on  the  bank  with  rofes  gay. 
Love,  Innocence,  ^d  Fleafure'play^  ! 

And  Beauty's  form  reclines. 

•  •        •  * 

Now  difierent  tones  and  meafures  flow. 
And,  gravely  deep,  and^  fadly  flow. 

Involve  the  mind  in  gloom ; 
I  feem  to  join  the  mournful  train. 
Attendant  round  the  ^ouch  of  Pain> 

Or  leaning  o'er  the  tomb :  / 

To  where  the  orphan'd  in&mt  fleeps. 
To  where  the  love-lorn  damfel  weeps, 

I  pitying  feem  to  llray; 
Methinks  I  watch  his  cradle  near; 
Methinks  her  drooping  thoughts  I  chear. 

And  wipe  her  tearsaway. 

B  Now 
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Now  loud  the  tuneful  thunders  roll. 
And  rouze  and  elevate  the  foul 

O'er  earth  and  all  it's  care ; 
I  feem  to  hear  from  heavenly  plains 
Angelick  choirs  refponiive  drains^ 

And  in  their  raptures  fhare. 


THE    WALL-FLOWER. 

BY    DR.     LANGHORNE. 

m 

*  WJ  H  Y  loves  my  flower^  the  fwceteft  flower 

W    •  That  fwells  the  golden  breaft  of  May, 

*  Thrown  rudely  o'er  this  ruin'd  tower, 

•  To  wafte  her  folitary  day  ? 

*  Why,  when  the  mead,  the  fpicy  vale, 

•  The  grove  and  genial  garden  call, 
'  Will  fhe  her  fragrant  foul  exhale, 

'  Unheeded,  on  the  lonely  wall  j 

'  For  never,  fure,  wai^eanty  born 

«  To  live  in  death's  deferted  ihade  I 
'  Come,  lovely  flower,  my  banks  adorn; 

•  My  banks,  for  life  and  beauty  made/ 

Thus  Pity  wak'd  the  tender  thought; 

And,  by  her  fweet  perfnaiion  led. 
To  feize  the  hermit-flower  I  fought. 

And  bear  her  from  her  flony  bed. 

I  fought — bat  fudden  on  mine  ear 

A  voice  in  hollow  murmurs  broke. 
And  fmote  my  heart  with  holy  fj^ar ; 

The  Geniuis  of  the  Ruin  fpoke. 


Froir 
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*  From  thee  be  far  th'  ungentle  deed«  . 
«  The  honours  of  the  dead  to  fpoil; 

'  Or  take  the  fole  remaining  meed« 

*  The  flower  that  crowns  their  former  toil ! 

*  Nor  deem  that  flower  the  garden's  fot^ 
'  Or  fond  to  grace  this  barren  (hade ; 

*  *Tis  Nature  tells  her  to  beftow 

*  Her  honours  on  the  lonely  dead. 

*  For  this,  obedient  zephyrs  bear 

*  Her  light  feeds  round  yon  turret's  mold ; 

*  And,  undifpers'd  by-tcmpefts,  there 

*  They  rife  in  vegetable  gold. 

'  Nor  fhall  thy  wonder  wake  to  fee 

*  Such  defart  fcenes  diilindtion  crave ; 
<  Oft  have  they  been,  and  oft  fhall  be 

«  Truth's,  Honour's,  Valour's,  Beauty*s  grave. 

'  Where  longs  to  fall  that  rifted  fpire, 

^  As  weary  of  th'  infulting  air; 
'  The  poet's  thought,  the  warrior's  fire, 

'  The  lover's  fighs,  are  fleeping  theret 

^  When  that,  tpo,  flakes  the  trembling  ground^ 

*  Borne  down  by  fome  tempeftnous  ^y^, 
^  And  many  a  flumberin^  cottage  ;ound 

'  Startles— -how  flill  their  hearts  will  lie  \ 

*  Of  them  who,  wrapt  in  earth  fb  cold, 

*  No  more  the  fmiling  day  fhall  view, 
«  Should  many  a  tender  tale  be  told, 

^  For  many  a  tender  thought  is  due^ 

$  3  'Hail 
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Haft  thou  not  feen  fome  lover  paie> 
'  When  evening  brought  the  penflve  hoar^ 
Step  flowly  o'er  the  fhadowy  vale, 
'And  ftop  to  pluck  the  frequent  flower? 

Thofe  flowers  he  furely  meant  to  flrew 
'  On  lofl  aflFedUon's  lowly  cell ; 
Tho'  there,  as  fond  remembrance  grew> 
'  Forgotten,  from  his  hand  they  fell. 

Has  not  for  thee  the  fragrant  thorn 
'  Been  taught  her  firfl  rofe  to  reflgn? 
With  vain  but  pious  fondnefs  borne 

*  To  deck  thy  Nancy's  honour'd  flirine ! 

'Tis  Nature  pleading  in  the  breafl, 

*  Fair  memory  of  her  works  to  find ; 
And  when  to  Fate  flie  yields  the  reft, 

*  She  claims  the  monumental  mind. 

Why,  elfe,  the  o'crgrown  paths  of  time 

*  Would  thus  the'  letter'd  fage  explore. 
With  pain  thefe  crumbling  ruins  climb, 
'  And  on  the  doubtful  fculpture  pore? 

Whyfeeks  he  with  unwe4ried  toil 

*  Thro'  death's  dim  walks  to  urge  his  way; 
Reclaim  his  long-aflerted  fpoil, 
'  And  kad  Oblivion  into  day? 

•Tis  Nature  prompts,  by  toil  or  fear 

'  Unmov'd,  to  range  thro'  death's  domain : 

The  tender  parent  loves  to  hear 

*  Her  children's  ftory  told  again. 


Treat 
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*  Treat  not  with  fcorn  his  thoughtful  honrs> 

'  If  haply  near  thefe  haunts  he  ftray : 
'  Nor  take  the  fair  enlivening  flowers 

'  That  bloom  to  chear  his  lonely  way  l* 


CYMON    AND    IPHIGENIA- 

BY    MR.    DRYDEN. 

IN  that  fweet  ifle,  where  Venus  keeps  her  court. 
And  ev'ry  grace  and  all  the  loves  refort ; 
Where  either  fex  is  form'd  of  fofter  earth. 
And  takes  the  bent  of  pleafure  from  their  birth. 
There  liv*d  a  Cyprian  lord,  above  the  reft, 
"Wife,  wealthy,  with  a  numerous  iflue  blefs'd. 

But  as  no  gift  of  Fortune  is  flhcere'. 
Was  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  heir : 
His  eldeft  born>  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
ExcelPd  the  reft  in  ftiape,  and  outward  ftiew ; 
Fair,  tall,  his  limbs  with  due  proportion  join'd. 
But  of  a  heavy,  dull,  degenerate  mind.  , 

His  foul  bely'd  the  features  of  his  face ; 
Beauty  was  there,  but  beauty  in  difgrace. 
A  clownifti  mien,  a  voice  with  ruftick  found. 
And  ftupid  eyes  that  ever  lov'd  the  ground. 
He  look'd  like  Nature's  trroT,  as  the  mind 
And  body  were  not  of  a  piece  deiign'd. 
But  made  for  two,  and  by  miftake  in  one  were  join*d. 

The  ruling  rod,  the  father's  forming  care. 
Were  exercis'd  in  vain,  on  wit's  defpair ; 
The  more  inform'd,  the  lefs  he  underftood. 
And  deeper  funk  by  flound'ring  in  the  mud. 
Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  publick  fhame. 
The  people  from  Galefus  chang'd  his  name. 
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And  Cymon  call'd,  which  fignifies  a  brute; 
So  well  his  name  did  with  his  nature  fuit. 

His  father^  when  he  found  his  labour  loft. 
And  care  employ'd,  that  anfwer'd  not  the  co(l, 
Chofe  an  ungrateful  objed  to  remove. 
And  loath'd  to  fee  what  Nature  bade  him  love : 
So  to  his  country  farm  the  fool  confin'd ; 
Rude  work,  well  fuited  with  a  ruiHck  mind. 
Thus  to  the  wilds  the  fturdy  Cymon  went, 
A  fquire  among  the  fwains,  and  pleas*d  with  banifhmtnt. 
His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  fupreme  delight,  a  country  fair. 

It  happen'd  on  a  fummer's  holiday,  ^- 

That  to  the  green-wood  fhade  he  took  his  way ;  L 

For  Cymon  fhunn'd  the  church,  and  us'd  not  much  to  pray,     j 
His  quarter-ftafF,  which  he  could  ne'er  forfake. 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  back : 
He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  fought. 
And  whiiUed  as  he  went,  for  want  of  thought. 

By  chance  condu£l;ed,  or  by  thirft  conftrain'd^ 
The  deep  re^effcs  of  the  grove  he  ^aii\'d  j 
Where,  in  a  plain,  defended  by  the  woodj, 
Crept  thro'  the  matted  grafs  a  chryftal  floods 
By  which  an  alabafter  fountain  flood; 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  foqnt  was  laid 
(Attended  by  her  Haves)  a  ileeping  maid» 
Like  Dian  and  l^er  nymphs,  when  tir'd  with  fport. 
To  reft  by  cool  Eurotas  tl^ey  refort: 
The  dame  herfelf  the  goddcfs  well  exprcfs'd. 
Not  more  diftinguiih'd  by  her  purple  veft^^ 
Than  by  the  features  of  her  charming  face. 
And  e'en  in  ilumber  a  fuperior  grace. 
Her  lovely  limbs  compos'd  with  decent  care. 
Her  body  ftiaded  with  a  flight  cymar; 
l^er  bofom  to  the  view  was  only  bare. 

Whew 
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Wliere  two  beginning  paps  were  fcarcely  fpy'd. 
For  yet  their  places  were  but  (ignify'd : 

The  fanning  wind  upon  her  bofom  blows , 
To  meet  the  fanning  wind  the  bofom  rofe ; 
The  fanning  wind  and  purling  ftreams  continue  her  repofe. 

The  fool  of  nature  ftood  with  ftupid  eyes. 
And  gaping  mouth,  that  teftify'd  furprize^ 
Fix'd  on  her  face,  nor  could  remove  his  iight» 
New  as  he  was  to  love,  and  novice  in  delight. 
Long  mute  he  ftood,  and  leaning  on  his  flaff^ 
His  wonder  wittiefs'd  with  an  ideot  laugh ; 
Then  would  have  fpoke,  but  by  his  glimm'rlng  ienfe> 
Firft  found  his  want  of  words,  and  fear'd  offence. 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  ihould  be  known. 
By  his  down  accent,  and  his  country  tone. 

Through  the  rude  chaos  thus  the  running  lights 

Shot  the  firft  ray  that  pierc'd  the  native  nighty 

When  day  and  darknefs  in  the  mafs  were  mix'd^ 

Till  gathered  in  a  globe  the  beams  were  fix'd. 

Laft  (hone  the  fun,  who  radiant  in  his  fpherc. 

Illuming  heav'n  and  earth,  and  roU'd  around  the  year. 

So  reaibn  in  this  brutal  foul  began : 

Love  made  him  firft  fufjped  he  was  a  man  i 

Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  barbarian  found; 

By  Love  his  want  of  words  and  wit  he  found; 

That  fenfe  of  want  prepared  the  future  way 

To  knowledge,  and  difdos^d  the  promife  of  a  day. 
What  not  his  father's  care,  nor  tutor's  art, 

Cou'd  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpoliihed  heart. 

The  beft  inftrudor,  Love^  at  once  xnfpir'd; 

As  barren  grounds  to  fruitfulnefs  are  fir'd : 

Love  taught  him  fhame;  and  fharae,  with  love  at  ftrife. 

Soon  taught  the  fweet  civilities  of  life. 

His  grofs  material  (bul  at  once  could  find 

Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  kind ; 

Exdtiag 
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Exciting  a  deflre  till  then  unknown. 

Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone. 

This  made  the  iirfl  impreflion  in  his  mind. 

Above,  (but  j aft  above)  the  brutal  kind. 

Forbeafts  can  like,  but  not  diftinguilh  too. 

Nor  their  own  liking  by  refleftion  know ; 

Nor  why  they  like  or  this,  or  t'other  face. 

Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  grace : 

But  love  in  grofs,  and  ftupidly  admire ; 

As  flies,  allur'd  by  light,  approach  the  Rrc* 

Thus  our  m.in-beaft  advancing  by  degrees, 

Firft  likes  the  whole,  then  feparates  what  he  fees; 

On  fcv'ral  parts,  a  fev'ral  praife  beftows. 

The  ruby  lips,  the  well-pr6portion'd  nofe. 

The  fnowy  Ikin,  and  raven-glofly  hair, 

The  dimpled  cheek,  the  forehead  rifing  fair. 

And  e'en  in  fleep  itfelf  a  fmiling  air. 

From  thence,  his  eyes  defcending  view'd  the  reft. 

Her  plump  round  arms,  white  hands,  and  heaving  br6aft* 

Long  pn  the  laft  he  dwelt,  though  ev'ry  part 

A  pointed  arrow  fped  to  pierce  his  heart. 

Thus  in  a  trice  a  judge  of  beauty  grown, 

(A  judge  erefted  from  a  country  clown) 

He  long'd  tG  fee  her  eyes,  in  fl umber  hid. 

And  wifti'd  his  own  could  pierce  within  the  lid  : 

He  would  have  wak'd  her,  but  reftrain'd  his  thought; 

And  love,  new-born,  the  firft  good -manners  taught. 

An  awful  fear  his  ardent  wifh  withftood ; 

Nor  durft  difturb  the  goddcfs  of  the  wood: 

For  fuch  fhc  feem'd  by  her  celeftial  face. 

Excelling  all  the  reft  of  human  race ; 

And  things  divine,  by  common  fenfe  he  knew, 

Muft  be  devoutly  feen  at  diftant  view. 

So  checking  his  defire  with  trembling  heart. 

Gazing  he  flood;  nor  would,  nor  could  depart: 

Fix'd 


C.'Jaori^/ai.  7'ifff  iff.    Hrv  a' 


BEAUTIES    OP    POETkY*  tf 

yixM  as  a  pilgrim  wilderM  in  his  way,  ^ 

Who  dares  not  ftir  by  night  for  fear  to  ftray,  > 

Bttt  ftands  with  awful  eyes  to  watch  the  dawn  of  day.  ^ 

At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  hir, 
(So  was  the  beauty  call'd  who  cans'd  his  care) 
tJnclos'd  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveal'd, 
'**While  thofe  of  all  her  flaves  in  fleep  were  feal'd. 

The  Havering  eudden,  propped  upon  his  ftaflF, 
Stood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  laugh. 
To  welcome  hei*  awake,  nor  durft  begin 
To  fpeak,  but  wifely  kept  the  fool  within. 
Then  ihe ;  '  What  makes  you,  Cymon,  here  alone !' 
(For  Cymon's  name  was  round  the  country  ktiown^ 
Becaufe  defcended  of  a  noble  race. 
And  for  a  foul  ill-forted  with  his  face.) 

Bat  ftill  the  fot  flood  filent  with  furpri^e, 
M^th  fix'd  regard  on  her  new  open'd  eyes. 
And  in  his  breafi:  receiv'd  th'  invenom'd  dart, 
A  tickling  pain'  that  pleas'd  amid  the  fmart. 
But,  confciotts  of  her  form,  with  quick  diftruH, 
She  faw  his  fparkling  eyes,  and  fear'd  his  brutal  luft« 
This  to  prevent,  fhe  wak'd  her  fleepy  crew. 
And  riflng  hafty,  took  a  fhort  adieu. 

Then  Cymon  firft  his  ruftick  voice  eflay'd. 
With  proffered  fervicc  to  the  parting  maid. 
To  fee  her  ikfe;.  his  hand  ihe  long  deny'd. 
Bat  took  at  length,,  aiham'd  of  fuch  a  guide. 
So  Gymon  led  her  home»  and  leaving  there. 
No  more  would  to  his  country  clowns  repair; 
Bat  fought  his  father's  honfe  with  better  mind> 
Refufing  in  the  hrm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  father  wondei^d  at  the  fon's  return. 
And  knew  not  nether  to  rejoice  or  mourn  t 
But  doubtfully  receiv'd,  expeding  flill 
To  Icam  the  fecret  oLofes  bf  his  altered  will^ 

C  Kor 


.ri" 


fS  BEAUTIES    OF    POEtRY. 

Nor  was  he  long  delay'd :  the  &rk  reqaell 

He  made,  was  like  his  brothers  to  be  drefs'd^ 

Andy  as  his  birth  required,  above  the  refb. 
With  eafe  his  fuit  was  granted  by  his  fire, 

Diftinguidiing  his  heir  by  rich  attire: 

His  body  thus  adorn'd,  he  next  defign'd 

'^Afith  liberal  arts  to  cultivate  his  mind ; 

He  fought  a  tutor  of  his  owu  accord. 

And  ftudy'd  leffon^  he  before  abhorr'd* 

Thus  the  man-child  advanc'd,  and  leam'd  fo  faft; 

That  in  fhort  time  his  equals  he  furpafs'd. 

His  brutal  manaert  from  his  bread  exil'd. 

His  mien  hs  fafhion'd,  and  his  tbngue  he  fil'd; 

In  every  exercife  of  all  admir'd. 

He  feem'd,  nor  only  feem'd,  bot  was  infpir'd: 

tnfpir'd  by  love,  wboie  buiinefs  is  to  pleaie ; 

He  rode,  he  fenc'd,  he  mov'd  with  graceful  eafe. 

More  fam'd  for  ienfe,  §ot  courtly  carnage  more. 

Than  for  his  brut-al  fblly  known  before. 

What  then  of  alte/d  Cymon  (hall  we  fay» 

But  that  the  fire,  which  choak'd  in  a(kcs  lay, 

A  load  too  heavy  ibr  his  foul  to  move. 

Was  upward  blown  below,  andbrufh'd  away  by  lovel 

Love  made  an  adBve  progrefs  through  his  mind. 

The  doiky  parts  he  clear'd,  the  grofs  refia^. 

The  drowfy  wak'di  and  as  he  wauimprefs'd 

The  Maker's  image  on  the  human  breaft. 

Thus  was  the  man  amended  by  defire. 

And  tho*  indeed  he  Isv'd  ^th  «do  much  fire. 

His  father  all  his  faults  with  Mafon  fcami'd. 

And  lik'd  an  error  of  the  better  handi 

Excus^  th'  excefs  of  paflion  in  his  mind^ 

By  flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much  ztfiai'-d: 

So  Cymon,  fince  his  fire  indulged  his  will. 

Impetuous  lov'di  and  would  be  Cymoaikill; 

Galefus 
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Galefas  he  diibwn'd^  and  chofe  to  bear 

The  name  of  fool  confirm'd,  and  biihop'd  by  the  fair. 

To  Cipfeus,  by  his  friends,  his  fuic  he  mov'ds 
Cipfeus,  the  father  of  the  fair  he  lov'd:  - 

Bat  he  was  pre-engag'd  by  former  ties. 
While  Cymon  was  andeavoaring  to  be  wife; 
And  Iphigene,  oblig'd  by  former  vows. 
Had  giv'n  her  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  fpoufe ; 
Her  fire  and  ihe  to  Rhodian  Pafimondj,  ^ 

Though  both  repeating,  were  by  promiie  bound. 
Nor  could  retract;  and  thus,  as  fate  decreed,  * 

Though  better  lov'd,  he  fpoke  too  late  to  fpeed* 

The  doom  was  pail,  the  ihip  already  fent 
Did  all  his  tardy  diligence  prevent. 
Sigh'd  to  heri*elf,  the  fair  unhappy  maid. 
While  ftormy  Cymon  thus,  in  fecret,  faid: 
'  The  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  £nd 
*  The  miracle  ihe  wrought  upon  my  mind; 
'  Her  charms  have  made  me  man,  her  ravifli'd  love 
^  In  rank  fhall  place  me  with  the  blefs*d  above ; 
'  For  mine  by  love^ .  by  force  Gnt  ihall  be  mine, 
'  Or  death,  if  force  ihould  fail,  IhaU  finiih  my  defiga/ 

Refolv'd  he  iaid ;  and  rigg'd  with  fpeedy  care* 
A  yeflel  ftrong,  -and  well  equipped  foi*  war : 
The  fecret  Hup  with  chofea  friends  he  ftoc'd; 
And,  bent  to  die  or  conquest  went  on  board* 
Ambufh'd  he  lay  behind  the  Cyprian  fhore» 
Waiting  the  fail  that  all  his  wiikes  bore  ; 
Nor  long  expected,  for  the  following  tide 
Sent  out  the  hoftile  (hip  and  beauteous  bride. 

To  Rhodes  .the  rival  bark  direftly  fteer'd. 
When  Cymon  fudden  at  her  back  appeared. 
And  itopp'd  her  flight ;   then  ftanding  on  his  prow« 
In  haughty  terms  he  thus  defy'd  the  {6^ : 

*  Or  ftrike  your  iailt  at  famvkms,  or  prepare^ 

*  To  prove  the  lai:  extremities  of  war.* 

C  z  Thus 
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Thus  wamM,  the  Rhodians  for  the  fight  provide; 

Already  were  the  veffels  fide  by  fide, 

Thefe  obftinate  to  fave,  and  thofe  to  fcize  the  bride. 

But  Cymon  foon  his  crooked  grapples  cait. 

Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  foes  embrac'd ; 

And»  armM  with  fword  and  (hicld,  amid  the  prefs  he  pafs'd. 

Fierce  was  the  fight,  but  haftening  to  his  prey^ 

By  fecce  the  furious  lover  freed  his  way; 

HimfSf  alone  difpers'd  jthe  Rhodian  crew. 

The  weak  difdain'd,  the  valiant  overthrew; 

jClleap  conqucft  for  his  following  friends  remai^M, 

He  reap'd  the  field,  and  they  but  only  glean'd. 

His  yiftory  confefs'd,  the  foes  retreat. 
And  cafl  their  weapons  at  the  vidtor -s  feet. 
Whom  thus  he  chear'd :  '  Q  Rhodiai^  youth!  I  fought 
f  For  love  alone,  nor  other  booty  fought; 

*  Your  live?  are  fafe^  your  yeffcl  I  Tcfign, 

^  Yours  be  your  own«  reftoring  what  is  mine* 

*  In  Iphigene  I  claim  my  rightful  due, 

*  Robb*d  by  my  rival,  and'detaiif'd  by  yop; 
'  Your  Pafimond  ^  jawiefs  bargain  |irovi(, 

*  The  par4^  could  not  fell  the  daughter's  love ; 
f  Or  if  he  could^  my  love  difdains  the  laws, 

f  And,  like  a  king,  by  ponqueft  gains  his  caufe* 
<  Where  arms  take  plaee;  all  ojKkr  pleas  are  vain, 

*  Love  taught  me  force,,  and  fopce  fliall  love  maintain| 

*  You  what  by  ftrength  ypu  could  i^ot  keep  releafe, 

*  ,And  at  an  eafy  ranfbm  boy  your  peace,' 

Fear,  on  the  conquef'd  fide,  foon  fign'd  th'  accord. 
And  Iphigene  tp  Cymon  was  irefior'd ;  ' 
While  to  his  arms  the  bluihing  bride  he  took. 
To  feeming  fadnefs  (h^  composed  her  look; 
As  if  by  forcf  fubjeded  to  his  will. 
Though  pleas'd,  difiembling,  and  a  woman  ftilU 
J^nd,  for  ihe  wept,  he  wip'd  her  falling  tears. 
And  pray 'd  her  to  difmiis  her  empty  fears ; 
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'  For  yoars  I  am»'  he  {aid,  '  an3  have  deierv'd 
'  Your  love  much  better,  whom  fo  long  I  fervid, 
'  Than  he  to  whom  your  formal  father  ty'd 
'  Your  vows«  and  fold  a  flave,  not  fent  a  bride.* 
Thus  while  he  fpokc,  he  feiz'd  the  willing  prey. 
As  Paris  bore  the  Spartan  fpoufe  away. 
Faintly  (he  fcream'd,  and  e^en  her  eyes  confefs'd, 
She  rather  would  be  thought,  than  was  diftiefs'd. 
/r    Who  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  mind? 
Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  humati  kind. 
Proud  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future  blind  !  -^ 

Secure  of  Fate,  while  Cymon  ploughs  the  fea. 
And  fteers  tow'rd  Candy  with  his  conquered  prey. 
Scarce  the  third  glafs  of  meafurM  hours  was  run. 
When  like  a  fiery  meteor  funk  the  fun ; 
The  promife  of  a  Aorta :  the  fhifting  gales 
Forfake  by  fits,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails; 
Hoarfe  murmurs. of  the  main  from  far  were  heard > 
And  night  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepay 'd. 
But  all  at  onice;  zt  once  the  winds  arife. 
The  thunders  roll*,  the'  forked  lightning  fiies^ 
in  vain  the  mafler  ifiiies  out  con^mand«,         4^ 
In  vain  tke  trembling  failors  ply  their  hands: 
The  tempeft  uhforefeen  prevents  their  care. 
And  from  the  firft  they  labour  in  defpair. 
The  giddy ihip,  betweetfthe  winds  and  tides, 
^orc'd  back,  and  forwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
StunnM  with  the  diiPrent  blows ;  then  (hoots  amain. 
Till  counterbu^d,  fhe  ftops,  and  fleeps  again. 
Not  more  aghaft  the  proud  archangel  fell, 
Plung'd  from  the  height  of  heav'n  to  deeped  hell. 
Than  flood  the  lover  of  his  love  pofTefs'd, 
Now  curs'd  the  more,  the  more  he  had  been  blefs^d , 
More  anxious  for  her  danger  than  his  own, 
Pcia.th  he  4e$es,  but  lyoulii  be  loft  alone^ 
'    "'  '     ' '  Sild 
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Sad  Iphigene,  to  womaniih  complaints 
Adds  pious  pray'rs^  and  wearies  all  the  failits; 
£'en>  if  fhe  could>  her  love  (he  wonld  repeat. 
But  fince  fhe  cannot,  dreads  the  pnniihment: 
Her  forfeit  faith,  and  Pafimond  betriyM, 
Are  ever  prefent,  and  her  crime  upbraid* 
She  blames  herfelf,  nor  blames  her  knrer  lefs. 
Augments  her  anger,  as  her  fears  increafe ; 
From  her  own  back  the  burden  would  remove. 
And  lays  the  load  on  his  angovern'd  love, 
Wfich,  interpofing,  durft,  in  Heav*n*s  defpite. 
Invade,  and  violate  another's  right: 
The  pow'riB  incens'd,  awhile  defcrr'd  his  pain. 
And  made  him  mafter  of  his  vows  in  vain ; 
But  foon  they  punifh'd  his  prefumptuoos  pride^ 
That  for  his  daring  enterprise  fhe  dyM, 
Who  rather  not  refifted,  than  comply'd . 

Then,  impotent  of  mind,  with  alter'd  (enfe. 
She  hugg*d  th^  offender,  and  forgave  th'  ofi«nce; 
Sex  to  the  lad.     Meantime,  with  fails  dedia'd. 
The  wand'ring  vefiel  drove  before  the  wind. 
TofsM  and  i^fs'd,  aloft,  and  then  alow,. 
Nor  port  they  ieek,  nor  certain  courie  they  know; 
But  ev'ry  moment  wait  the  coming  blow* 
Thus  blindly  driv'n,  by  breaking  day  they  view'd 
The  land  before  them,  and  their  fears  renewed ; 
The  land  was  welcome,  but  the  tempeft  bore 
The  threaten'd  (hip  again  ft  a  rocky  fliore* 

A  winding  bay  was  near;  to  this  they  bent. 
And  juft  efcap'd,  their  force  already  Q>ent: 
{Secure  from  ilorms,  and  panting  from  the  iea^ 
The  land  unknown  at  leifure  they  furvey ; 
And  faw  (but  foon  their  fickly  fight  withdrew) 
The  riling  tow'rs  of  Rhodes,  at  diftant  view; 
And  curs'd  the  hofBle  fhore  of  Pafimond, 
Sav'd  from  the  feas,  and  ihipwreck'd  on  the  ground* 
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The  frighted  Tailors  try'd  their  ftrength  in  vain 
To  turn  the  flera,  and  tempt  the  ftormy  main; 

But  the  flifF  wind  withftoiid  the  laboring  oar» 

And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  fhorei 

The  crooked  keel  nowibites  the  Rhodian  ftrand^ 

And  the  (hip  moor'd  conftrains  the  crew  to  land: 

Yet  dill  they  might  be  iafe,  becaufe  unknown; 

Bat,  as  ill  fortune  feldom  comes  alone,  * 

JThe  veffel  they  difmifsM  was  driv'n  before,  " 

^^Iready  fhelterM  on  their  native  {horc 
^  Known  each,  they  know ;  but  each  with  change  of  chea% 
%  The  vanqnifh'd  fide  exults,  the  vidors  fear ; 

Not  them  but  theirs,  made  pris'ners  ere  they  fight. 

Defpairing  conqueft,  and  deprived  of  flight* 
The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms. 

And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  fwarms ; 

Mouths  without  hands,  m'aintain'd  at  vaft  expenee. 

In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence : 

Stout  once  a  mqjith  they  march,  a  bluft'ring  band^ 

And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand* 

This  was  the  morn  when  ifTuiog  on  the  guard. 

Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file,  they  flood  prepar*d| 

Of  feeming  arms  to  make  a  fhort  efiTay, 

Then  haften  to  be  drunk,  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 
The  cowards  would  have^iled,  but  that  they  knew 

Themfelves  fo  many,  andr<|heir  foes  fo  few: 

^Qt  crouding  on,  the  lail  the  hr^  impel; 

Till,  overborne  with  weight,  the  Cyprians  fell. 

Cymon  enflav'd,,  who  firft  the  war  begun* 

And  Iphigene  once  more  is  loA  and  won* 
Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captive  caft, 

Dcpriv'd  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  faft  ; 

His  life  was  only  fpar'd  at  their  requeft, 

^hom,  taken,  he  Jo  nobly  had  released: 

But 
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But  Iphigenia  was  the  ladies  csUrc^ 

Each  in  their  turn  addrcfs'd  to  trca<  the  fair, 

While.Paiimond  and  his  the  nuptitl  feaft  prepare. 

Her  fecret  foul  to  Cymon  was  inclin*d. 
But  fhe  xnuft  fuffer  what  her  fates  affign'd;    > . 
So  pa/live  is  the  church  of  womankind. 
What  worfc  to  Cymon  could  his  fortune  deal, 
Roll'd  to  the  loweft  fpoke  of  all  her  wheel  i 
It  refie§  to  difmifs  the  downward  weight. 
Or  raife  him  upward  to  his  former  height:  .  ^f 

Th^  latter  pleasM;  and  love  (concerned  the  mod)  4| 

Prcpar'd  th'  amends,  for  what  by  love  he  loft. 

The  fire  of  Pafimond  had  left  a  fon, 
Tho*  younger,  yet  for  courage  early  known  ; 
Ormifda  callM,  to  whom  by  promife  ty'd, 
A  Rhodian  beauty  was  the  deftin'd  bride, 
Ca^ndra  was  her  name,  above  the  reft 
Renown'dfor  birth,  with  fortune  amply  blefs'd* 
Lyiimachus,  who  rul'd  the  Rhodian  ftate. 
Was  then,  by  choice,  their  annual  magiftrate  ; 
He  lov'd  CaiTandra  too  with  equal  fire. 
But  Fortune  kad  not  favoured  his  defire : 
CrofsM  by  her  friends,  by  her  not  difapprer'd^ 
Nor  yet  ^jreferr'd,  or  like  Ormiicla  lov'd. 
So  ftood  th'  affair;  fome  little  hope  rem^n'd. 
That  fhould  his  rival  chance  to  lof^,  he  gain'd- 

Meantime,  young  Pafimond  his  marriage  prcfs'd, 
Ordain'd  the  nuptial  day,  prepared  the  feaft; 
And  frugally  refolv'd  (the  charge  to  fhun. 
Which  would  be  double  fliould  he  wed  alone) 
To  join  his  brother's  bridal  with  his  own, 

Lyfimachus,  opprefs'd  with  mortal  grief, 
Recejv'd  the  news,  and  ftudy'd  quick  relief. 
The  fatal  day  approach'd;  if  force  were  us'd. 
The  magiftrate  his  publick  truft  abus'd ; 
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To  juftice  liable,  as  law  reqnir'd; 

For  when  his  office  ceas'd,  his  powV  eXpir'd: 

While  pow'r  remain'd,  the  ipeans  were  in  his  hand^ 

By  force  to  feize,  and  then  for(ake  the  land. 

Betwixt  extreoM  he  kndW  not  how  to  move, 

A  flave  to  fame,  but  more  a  ilave  to  love; 

Retraining  others,  yet  himfelf  not  free. 

Made  impotent  by  pow'r,  debased  by  dignity.  ^ 

Jyh  fides  he  weigh'd ;  but,  after  much  debate^ 

lie  man  prevail'd  above  the  magiftrate. 

Love  never  fails  to  mailer  what  he  finds* 
ifBot  works  a  different  way  in  different  minds* 
The  fool  enlightens*  and  the  wife  he  blinds. 
This  youth,  propofing  to  poflefs  and  'fcape. 
Began  in  murder,  to  conclude  in  rape  : 
Unprais'd  my  me,  tho'  Heav'n  fometimes  may  blefi 
An  impious  a^  with  nndeferv'd  fuccefs ; 
The  great,  it  Teems,  are  privileg'd,  alone* 
To  puni(h  all  injnftice  but  their  own. 
Bot  here  I  fbp,  not  daring  to  proceed* 
Yet  bluih  to  flatter  an  unrighte<||i6  deed,  . 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed.  ^ 

Refolv'd  on  force?^hit  wit  die  praetor  bent* 
To  find  the  means  that  might Tecure  th'  event; 
Not  long  he  labour^,  for  his  lucky  thought* 
In  captive  Cymon  found  the^friend  he  (ought : 
Th'  example  pleas'd ;  the  caufe  and  crime  the  fame* 
An  injured  lover,  and  a  ravifh'd  dame. 
How  much  he  durft,  he  knew  by  what  he  dar'd* 
Tke  lefs  he  had  to  lofe,  the  lefs  he  car'd 
To  manage  loathfome  life,  when  love  Was  the  reward* 

This  ponder'd  well*  and  fix'd  on  his  intent* 
In  depth  of  night  he  for  the  prisoner  fent; 
In  fecret  fent*  the  publick  view  to  fhun* 
Then  with  a  fober  fmile  be  thus  began* 
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The  powVs  above,  who  bounteoufly  beflow 

Their  gifts  and  graces  on  mankind  below. 

Yet  prove  our  merit  firft,  nor  blindly  give 

To  fuch  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive ; 

For  valour  and  for  virtue  they  provide 

Their  due  reward,  but  firft  they  muft  be  try*d: 

Thefe  fruitful  (t^diS  within  your  mind  they  fow'd, 

'Twas  yours  to  improve  the  talent  they  beftow'd; 

They  gave  you  to  be  born  of  noble  kind,  * , 

They  gave  you  love  to  lighten  up  your  mind»  ■'*' 

And  purge  the  grofler  parts;  they  gave  you  care 

To  pleafe,  and  courage  to  deferve  the  fair. 

*  Thus  far  they  try'd  you,  and  by  proof  they  found 

The  grain  intrufted  in  a  grateful  ground : 

But  ftill  the  great  experiment  remaia'dj» 

They  fvff<?r*d  ypii  Xf>  lofc  the  priae  yon  g^n'd; 

That  you  might  leafn  the  gift  was  theirs  alone» 

And  when  reftorM,  to  them  the  bleffing  own. 

Reftor'd  it  foon  will  be;  the  means  prepared. 

The  difficulty  fmooth'd,  the  danger  £bar*4  • 

Be  but  yourfelf;  the  care  to  me  refign. 

Then  Iphigene  is  yovrs,  Cafiandra  mine. 

Your  rival  Paiimond  purfues  your  life» 

Impatient  to  revenge  his  rayiilh'd  ytih. 

But  yet  not  h;s ;  to-Qiprrow  is  behind. 

And  love  oqr  fortunes  in  on«  baud  has  join'd: 

Two  bi:Qth^3  arp  our  foes,  Ormifda  mine 

As  much  declar'd  as.Paiimond  i%  thi^C* 

To-morrow  flai«ft  tiieir  cojpimon  vows  be  ty'd;' 

With  love  to  friendji  ^nd  fortune  for  our  ^aide^ 

Let  hoth  refglve  to  die,  x>r  each  redeem  a  bride. 

'  Right  have  I  none,  nor  h^il  t;h.Qu  much  to  plead  i 

*Tis  force,  when  .dpAe»  muft  j  uftify  the  dfied : 

Our  talk  performed,  we  next  prepare  for  flight* 

And  let  the  lofers  t^  ia  v^ia  of  r]||ht ; 
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\  We  with  the  fair  will  fail  before  the  wind, 

*  If  they  arc  griev'd,  I  leave  the  laws  behind. 

'  Speak  thy  refolves:  if  now  thy  courage  droop> 
'  Defpair  in  pri/bn,  and  abandon  hope; 

*  But  if  thou  dar'ft  in  anns  thy  love  regain, 

*  (For  liberty  without  thy  love  were  vain) 
'  Then  fecond  my  defign  to  feize  the  prey, 

*  Or  lead  to  fecond  rape,  for  well  thou  know'ft  the  way/ 
Said  Cymon,  overjoy 'd,  *  Do  thou  propofe 

'  The  means  to  fight,  and  only  fhew  the  foes; 

*  For  from  the  firft,  when  love  had  firM  my  mind, 

*  Refolv'd  I  left  the  care  of  life  behind.' 
To  this  the  bold  Lyiimachus  reply *d, 

'  Let  Heav'n  be  neuter,  and  the  fword  decide; 
'  The  fpoufals  are  prepared,  already  play 
'  The  minHrels,  and  provoke  the  tardy  day : 

*  By  this  the  brides  are  wakM,  their  grooms  arc  drefs*d, 

*  All  Rhodes  is  fummon'd  to  the  nuptial  feaft; 
'  All  but  myfelf,  the  fole  unbidden  guefl  1 
'  Unbidden  tho'  I  am,  I  will  be  there ; 

*  And,  join'dby  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  fair. 

'  Now  hear  the  reft:  when  day  religns  the  light, 
^  And  chearful  torches  gild  the  jolly  night, 

*  Be  ready  at  my  call ;  my  chofen  few, 

*  With  arms  adminifterM  Ihall  aid  thy  crew. 

*  Then  entering  unexpected  will  we  feize 

*  Our  deftin'd  prey,  from  men  difTolv'd  in  cafe ; 

*  By  wine  difabled,  unprepar'd  for  fight ; 

'  And  haft'ning  to  the  feas,  fuborn  our  flight: 
'  The  feas  are  ours,  for  I  command  the  fort; 

*  A  fhip  well  mann'd  expeds  us  in  the  port; 

'  If  they,  or  if  their  friends,  the  prize  conteft, 
'  Death  ihalf  attend  the  man  who  dares  refift.' 

It  pleas'd — the  pris*ner  to  his  hold  retif'd,  -j 

His  troop,  with  emulation  firM,  > 

AS  ijtd  to  fight,  their  wonted  work  requir'd.  J 
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THe  fan  aroie,  the  ftreets  were  throng'd  aroand. 
The  palace  open'd,  and  the  pofb  were  crown'd : 
The  double  bridegroom  at  the  door  attends 
Th'  expected  fpoufe»  and  entertains  the  friends. 
They  meet,  they  lead  to  church;  the  priefts  invoke 
The  pow'rs,  and  feed  the  flames  with  fragrant  fmoke  9 
This  done,  they  feaft ;  and,  at  the  clofe  of  night  ^ 

By  kindled  torches  vary  their  delight ;  V 

Thefe  lead  the  lively  dance,  and  thofe  thebrimmingbowls  invite,  j 

Now,  at  th'  appointed  place  and  hour  affign'd. 
With  fouls  refolv'd,  the  raviihers  were  join'd. 
Three  bands  are  formM :  the  firft  is  fent  before. 
To  favour  the  retreat,  and  guard  the  (bore; 
The  fecond  at  the  palace^gate  is  plac'd ; 
And  up  the  lofty  flairs  afcend  the  lafl. 
A  peaceful  troop  they  feem,  with  fhining  vefb. 
But  ^oats  of  mail  beneath  fecure  their  breafts. 

Danntlefs  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head. 
And  find  the  feafl  renew'd,  the  table  fpread: 
Sweet  voices,  mix'd  with  inflrumental  founds, 
Afcend  the  vaulted  roof,  the  vaulted  roof  rebounds* 
When,  like  the  harpies,  rufhing  thro'  the  hallj 
The  fudden  trbop  appears,  the  tables  fall. 
Their  fmoaking  load  is  on  the  pavement  thrown, 
^ach  ravifher  prepares  to  feize  his  own ; 
The  brides,  invaded  with  a  rude  embrace, 
3hriek  out  for  aid,  confufion  fills  the  place ; 
Quick  to  redeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
Advance,  the  palace  gleams  with  fliining  fwordt. 

But  late  is  all  defence,  and  fuccour  vain; 
The  rape  is  made,  the  ravifhers  remain. 
Two  fturdy  flaves  were  only  fent  before 
To  bear  the  purcha&'d  prize  in  fafety  to  the  fhoitr 
The  troop  retires,  the  lovers  clofe  the  rear, 
Vf\iH  forWf^  ^ces  not  conieffing  fw: 

Bacfcwv4 
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Backward  they  move,  but  fcorn  their  pace  to  mend;   ^ 
Then  feek  the  ftairs,  and  with  flow  hade  defcend. 

Fierce  Pafimond^  their  paflage  to  prevent, 
Thrufl  full  on  Cymon's  back  in  his  defcent^ 
The  blade  retnrn'd  unbath'd.  and  to  the  handle  bent* 
Stout  Cymon  foon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
Hu  riiFal*s  head  with  one  defcending  blow: 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ormifda  ftood. 
He  tnm'd  the  point;  the  fword,  inur'd  to  blood 
Bor'd  his  unguarded  breaft,  which  pour'd  a  purple  flood* 
With  vowM  revenge  the  gathering  crowd  purfues. 
The  ravifliers  turn  head,  the  fight  renews: 
The  hall  is  heap'd  with  corps,  the  fprinkled  gore 
Befmears  the  walls,  and  floats  the  marble  floor. 
Difpers'd  at  length  the  drunken  fquadron  flies. 
The  vidors  to  the  vefliel  bear  the  prize. 
And  hear  behind  loud  groans,  and  lamentable  cries. 

The  crew  with  merry  fhouts  their  anchors  weigh, 
Then  ply  their  oars,  and  brufli  the  buxom  Tea, 
While  troops  of  gathered  Rhodians  croud  the  quay. 
What  ihould  the  people  do,  when  left  alone  \ 
The  governor  and  government  are  gone. 
The  pnblick  wealth  to  foreign  parts  convey'd; 
Some  troops  diibanded,  and  the  refl  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  fov'reign  of  the  fea  no  more; 
Their  fhips  unrigg'd,  and  fpent  their  naval  flore. 
They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  purfue. 
But  grind  their  teeth,  and  cafl  a  helplefs  view: 
In  vain  with  darts  a  diftant  war  they  try. 
Short,  and  more  fliort,  the  miifile  weapons  fly. 
Meanwhile  the  ravifliers  their  crimes  enjoy. 
And  flying  fails,  and  fweeping  oars  employ; 
The  cliflFs  of  Rhodes  in  little  fpace  aje  loft^ 
Jove's  ifle  they  feek,  nor  Jove  denies  his  coafl:^ 

In  iafety  landed  on  the  Candian  fliore, 
Wilh  ^n'foas  wines  their  fpirits  they  reftore; 
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There  Cymon  with  his  Rhodian  friend  refides. 
Both  courts  and  wed  at  once  the  willing  bridet. 
A  war  enfues,  the  Cretans  own  their  caufe. 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hofpitable  laws : 
Both  parties  lofe  by  turns;  and  neither  mm. 
Till  peace  propounded  by  a  trace  be^ns; 
'  The  kindred  of  the  flain  forgive  the  deed. 
But  a  (hort  exile  muft,  for  iliew,  precede; 
The  term  expir'd,  from  Candia  they  remove. 
And  happy,  each,  at  home,  enjoys  his  love. 


L    A    V    I    N    I    A, 

V 

A       PASTORAL. 

BY    MR.    ECCLES. 

WHY  fteals  fron^  my  bofom  the  figh  ? 
Why  ftx'd  is  my  gaze  bn  the  ground? 
Come,  give  me  my  pipe,  and  I'll  try 
To  bani(h  my  cares  with  the  found. 

Erewhile  were  it's  notes  of  accord 
With  the  fmilc  of  the  flow'r-footed  mufe;> 

Ah !  why,  by  it's  mafter  implor'd, 
Shou'd  it  now  the  gay  carol  refufe  ? 

'Twas  taught  by  Lavinia's  fweet  fmile 
In  the  mirth-loving  chorus  to  join; 

Ah,  me !  how  unweeting  the  while ! 
Lavinia-— can  never  be  mine ! 

Another,  more  happy,  the  maid 

By  fortune  is  deftin'd  to  blefs ; 
Tho'  the  hope  has  forfook  that  betrayM, 

Yet  why  fhou'd  I  love  her  the  lefs? 
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Her  beauties  are  bright  as  the  mom. 

With  rapture  I  counted  them  o'er  ; 
Such  virtues  thpfe  beauties  adorn, 

I  knew  her^  and^rais'd  them  no  more. 

I  termed  her  no  goddefs  of  love,    .  ^ 

I  call'd  not  her  beauty  divine : 
Thefe  far  other  paflions  may  prove. 

But  they  could  not  be  figures  of  mine. 

It  ne'er  was  apparell'd  with  art. 

On  words  it  could  never  rely; 
It  reign'd  in  the  throb  of  my  heart. 

It  gleam'd  in  the  glance  of  my  eye. 

Oh,  fool !  in  the  circle  to  ihine 

That  faihion's  gay  daughters  approvei 
You  muft  fpeak  as  the  faihions  incline ; 

Alas !  are  there  fafliions  in  love  ? 

•  •  • 

Yet  fure  they  are  fimple  who  prize 

The  tongue  that  is  fmooth  to  deceive; 
Yet  fure  ihe  had  fenfe  to  defpife 

The  tinfel  that  folly  may  weave. 

When  I  talk'd^  I  have  fee n  her  recline 

With  an  afpc^  b  penfively  fweet; 
Tho'  I  fpoke  what  the  ihepherds  opioej» 

A  top  were  afiiam'd  to  repeat. 

She  is  foft  as  the  dew-drops  that  fall 

From  the  lip  of  the  fweet-fcc nted  pea# 
Perhaps,  when  (he  fmil'd  upon  all, 

I  have  thought  that  ihe  fmil'd  upon  me. 
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Bat  why  of  her  charms  fhould  I  tell? 

Ahy  me !  whom  her  charms  have  ondone  I 
Yet  I  love  the  refle£Hon  too  well. 

The  painful  refledion  to  fhon. 

jl[e  (buU  of  more  delicate  kind. 

Who  feail  not  on  pleafure  alone; 
Who  wear  the  foft  fenfe  of  the  mind. 

To  the  fons  of  the  world  ^1  unknown. 

Ye  know»  tho*  I  cannot  exprefi. 

Why  I  foolifhly  doat  on  my  pm; 
Nor  will  ye  believe  it  the  lefs 

That  I  have  not  the  ikill  to  complain. 

I  lean  on  my  hand  with  a  figh. 

My  frienA^  the  foft  fadncfs  condemn  ; 

Yett  methinkf,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  why^ 
I  ihould  hate  to  be  merry  like  them. 

\^en  I  walk'd  in  the  pride  of  the  dawn, 
Methonght  all  the  region  look'd  brightlft 

Has  fweetnefs  forfaken  the  lawn  ? 

For,  methinks;  I  grow  fad  at  the  iigttt. 

When  I  ftood  by  the  ftream,  I  have  thougljit 
Tftere  was  mirth  in  the  gurgling  foft  found  ; 

But  now  'tis  a  (brrowful  note,  a 

And  the  banks  are  all  gloomy  around  t 

I  have  langh'd  at  the  jeft  of  a  friend ; 

Now  they  lavgh,and  I  know  not  the  caufe: 
Tho'  I  feem  with  my  looks  to  attend^ 

How  filly !  I  aik  what  it  was  t 


■  i' 
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.  TKcy  fing  the  fwcet  fong  of  the  May, 
They  fing  it  with  mirth  and  with  glee; 
Sure  I  once  thought  the  fonnet  was  gay,  ^    ^     ■ 
But  now  'tis  all  fadnefs  to  me* 

■  ■     ■       ■    .• 

Oh !  give  me  the  dubions  light  "^ 

That  gleam9  thro'  the  quivering  (hade ; 
g     Oh !  give  me  the  horrors  of  night,  ffi 

By.  gloom  and  by  filence  array'd  I 

Let  me  lyalk  where  the  ibft*rifing  wave 

Has  pidiir'd  the  moon  on. it's  breaft : 
Let  me  walk  where  the  new«'Cover'd  gravd 

Allows  the  pale  lover  to  reft  I 


-  •   «  « 


When  (hall  I  in  it's  peaceabli^  womb 
Be  laid  with  my  forrows  aifisep !        - ' . .  W 

Should  Lavinia  but  chance  on  my  tomb, 
I  could  die  if  I  thought  fhe  would  weep* 


f  ■' 


Perhaps,  if  t^  fouls  6f  the  jnft 

ReviifAheVknaniions  of  care^ 
It  may  be  my  favourite  truft 

To  watch  o'er  the  fate  of  the  fair* 

Perhaps  the  i||^  thought  of  her  breaft 

With  rapture  more  favour^  to  warm  I  .    *     *?' 

Pethap^  if  withforrow  opprefs'd. 

Her  forrow  with  patience  to  arm. 

Then !  then !  in  the  tendereft  part 

May  I  whifper,  '  Poor  Colin  was  tme!^ 
And  mark  if  a  heave  of  her  heart 

The  thottght  of  her  CoUn  purfttc* 
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THE    TEST    OP    LOVE; 


^TO    A    FRIEND    WHO    FANCIED    HIMSELF    IN    LOVE* 

H 

iy  MR,   AMiit'Tis'r. 

OFT  haft  thou  toM  tae,  Dick,  in  Aknihrmtrt,   ^ 
That  the  afurper.  Love,  has  fciz'd  thy  heart : 
But  thott  art  young;  Mid»  likfe  oar  fthgtttfils  rktey 
In  their  full  vigour^  Aiay'ft  miftftke  chy  c^^ ; 
For,  truft  me.  Love  (that  9fttfiAte  of  the  mfoil) 
Is  very  much  miftaken  by  inanksnd; 
For  which,  too  often,  is  mifunderftood, 
,^The  fudden  rage  and  flndii|6  of  tire  brood  i  '    ' 

Thus  epl^ common  mke  his  flame 'Kpjjwvds^.' 
And  when*  he'6  lewd  amdranqMrnt,  ijiinki 


/    «a  V 


But  I,  who  in  that  ftudy  am  groirn  old, 
.    Will  to  my  friend  fuch  ceAaUi  ittaHcs  \anXctL  •         -     ^ 
By  which  a  real  pailion  he  ma)r^it>ve,    .  ^  ■■  ^^   • 
And  without  which  he  cannot  tmly-hrrr^ 

...  »-»'•».     ■  -     '  '  ^ 

How  does  this  tyrant  lord  it  in  thy  mind  ? 
Wh&t  fymptoms  of  his  em|>Kfe  doft'thoa  fl^?  ^      ' 
BoflHou  within  parceive  the  ffroWlrfg  f«<6ttlld? 
Does  thy  foul  ficken,  whde  tky  tnydy^  ilbfktid  ?     #    '  <'  ''^ 
Does  in  thy  thought  feme  1»kfQ«fiiitfg  besCttfty^ilri^^  *  •    - 
Whofe  ftrong  idea  mingles  joy  with  pain  ? 
When  ihc  appears  before  iktSti  /dots-  flic  fpse^  •  /  *  * 
O'er  thy  pale,  fiimg  cheeks,  a  M8e&  red?    ./  I  ;  1 
Prefs  her  foft  lips,  or  touch  .her  Jilyhand^ 
Does  thy  heart  fluttej;^.does  tAq^Ltoedlckpaildf  .  '  * 

If  but  her  name  is  mentioned,  does  it  fire 
Thy  pulfes  with  a  quick  and  fierce  defire  ? 
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Does  ev'ry  glanot,  like  Jove^s  vinda^ve  Bmme,  '  ■  ■    *" 
Shoot  thro'  tliy  veins,  and  kindle  all  thy  fraaie  t,        •  T 
From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  prove* 
For  he  who  wants  thefe  fymptems  does  not  bve. 

Is  to  one  woman  all  your  heart  inclined?  ^ 

And  can  £he  only  charm  your  oonftant.mind^ 
For  her  do  all  yonr  morning  wiihes  rife  ?  y 

Does  (he  at  night  o£  flumber  rob  your  eyes  ?  , 

Maiing  on  her^  does  fiie  alone  excite 
Yonr  thoughts  by  day,  and  all  your  dreams  by  night?' 
Or  does  your  heart,  for  every  nymph  you  meet. 
Own  a  new  pafllon,  and  as  ftrongly  beat? 
Do  in  your  eyes  all  women  feem  the  fame ; 
And  each  new  face  expel  the  former  flame? 

From  hence  a  real  paflipn  ym  may  prove,  .  «.     4^ 

If  you  love  niore  than  one,  ^u  do  notlom 

w 

Does  Love,  and  only  ^v^,  invade  yonr  heart  ? 

Or  is  it  flricken  with* a  JRen  dart? 

Does  the  keen  arrow  from  her  beauty  fly,, 

Or  does  her  filrtiAe  glitter  in  your  eye  ? 

For,  in  this  age,  how  feldom  is  it  found 

That  Love  alone  infli£ts  the  fecret  wound  ? 

Silver  and  gold  are  Cupid's  furefl  arms. 

One  thoufand  pcAds  out-weighs  ten  thoafan4  channSf^ 

But  art  thou  fure^at,  in  thy  tender  heatt, 
f    Thefe  wor4||r  baubles  bear  no  fordid  part? 

And  can'fl  thou  fay,  fincerely  can'ft  thou  fay. 

Should  adverfe  fortune  on  thy  charmer  prey^ 

That  fUli  unchapg'd  thy  paffion  would  remain? 

That  flill  thou  would'il  abide  a  faithful  fwain? 

If,  in  the  curs'd  South-Sea,  her  all  were  loil, 
Iptill  would  her  eyes  their  former  conqoeils  boaft? 

And  would  fh^>  doftthouf  think,  in  ev'ry  ftate^ 

The  fame  e^y^tip^^  in  tl^:fi>ul  create  ? 
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From  hqioe  «  real  paffion  jou  may  prove^ 
For  if  you  figh  for  wealth,  you  do  not  love. 

Again,  my  friend,  incline  thy  patient  car, 
.(For  thou  hail  many  queitions  ilill  to  hear) 
This  chofen  damfel,  this  triumphant  (he.  * 
Canft  thou  no  blemiih  in  her  peribn  fee  ? 
Her  temper,  fhape,  her  features,  and  her  air, 
(Tho*  never  yet  was  born  a  faultlefs  fair) 
Do  they  all  pleafe  ?  In  body  or  in  mind,    . 
Canft  thou  no  blot  nor  imperfedion  find  ? 
Does  o'er  her  fkin  no  mole  nor  pimple  rife? 
Or  do  e>n  thefe  feem  beauties  in  thy  eyes? 
From  hence  a  real  pailioQ  you  may  prove. 
For  if  you  fpy  one  fauU>  you  do  not  loxidu 

t)o  you  wjthin  a  fu4de4lmpAre  feel. 
To  drefs,  look  florid,  and  appear  genteel? 
Po  you  a^eft  to.  ftrike  the  gazing  maid 
With  glittering  gem^,  with  ve]v^|^anj  brocade? 
Your  fnowy  wrifls  do  Meckliu  pendants  grgce. 
And  do  the  fmartefl  wigs  adorn  thy  face  ? 
Do  you  corredl  your  gait,  adjoft  your  air, 
And  bid  your  taylor  take  uncommon  care  ? 
Before  your  glafs  each  morning  do  you  iland. 
And  tie  your  neckcloth  with  a  critick's  h^d  ? 
From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  pH^e, 
For  dreiling  ever  was  a  mark  of  love* 


P     o  books  and  worldly  cares  no  longer  pleafe? 

Can  no  diveriions  give  your  heart-pains  eafe? 

Have  wealth  and  honours  loft  their  wonted  charms  ? 

And  does  ambition  yield  to  Cupid's  arms? 

Js  yoar  whole  frame  diflblv'd,  by  love  ingrofe'ti. 

To.  ftudy,  intereft,  and  preferment  loft? 

From  hence  a  real  pafiion  you  may  prove,^ 
Fqr  if  au^t  elfe  |>reyails,  you  do  npt  lovew 
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Do  all  yonr  thonghts,  yoar  whhes^  and  defiret » 
Comply  with  her^  andbarh  with  matnal  fires? 
If  fhe  loves  baU^^  afifemblies^  operas,  plays^ 
Do  they  in  you  the  fame  amufement  raife  ? 
If  fhe  at  Ombre  loves  to  wafte  the  nigKt, 
Do  yon  in  Ombre  take  the  fame  delight?  -  ' 

If  to  the  ring  her  graceful  horfes  prance. 
Does  your  new  chariot  to  the  ring  advancel 
If  in  the  Mall  fhe  chufes  to  appear^ 
Or  if  at  court,  do  you  attend  her  there? 
What  fhe  commends,  does  your  officious  tongue 
Approve,  and  cenfure  what  fhe  judges  wrong? 
Are  all  her  loves  and  her  averfions  thine? 
In  all  her  joys  and  forrows  dofk  thou  join  ? 
Art  thou,  my  friend ^Junited  to  her  frame. 
Thy  heart,  thy  paffions,  and  thy  foul  the  faiK? 

From  hence  a  real^ffi^  you  may  prove,  ,^ 

Forwithout  fympathy  you  cannot  love* 

;  ■  ■*  ■ 

Didfl  thou  e'er  ^^tf  (once  more  fincerely  fay) 

With  firiend^and^ne  to  drive  thy  cares  away? 

And  have  e'en  thefe  endeavours  prov'd  in  vain  ? 

Will  neither  friends  nor  wine  remove  thy  pain  ? 

Doft  thou  fit  penfive,  full  of  thought,  repine. 

And,  in  thy  turn,  forget  the  circling  wine? 

From  hftice  a  real  paffion  you  may  prove,     , 
For  iffline  drowns  your  flame,  you  do  not  lov^« 

Art  thou  a  tame,  refign'd,  fubmiflive  fwain  ? 
Canft  thou  bear  fcorn,  rifptHfift,  and  difdain  ? 
Can  no  ill-treatment  nor  unkind  returns. 
Quench  the  fbong  flamp  which  in  thy  marrow  bums  } 
But  do  they  rather  aggravate  thy  fmart. 
And  give  a  quicker  edge  to  every  dart  ? 
Does  not  each  fcornful  look,  or  angry  jefl. 
Drive  (he  keen  paifion  deeper  in  thy  breaft? 
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I  To  icree^  thy  miilrefi  firont  the  flighteft  hiums^ 

S  WooIdftthounotpttrehafefcAthaaiidwouldnocdeatk  havedMUvis? 

From  hence  a  real  paflion  you  may  proye^ 
For  never  yet  was  coward  known  to  love* 

By  thefc^preferiptions  ju^ge  yonr  inward  part^ 
Put  all  thefe^leffiions.dofQly  to  your  heart; 
And  if  by  them  your  flame  yoa  can  approve^ 
Then  will  I  own  that  joa.fincerely  love. 


*-  < 


HYMN    ON    GRATITUDE-/*    • 

^     BY  MR.   ADD  ISO  K. 


H  E  N  all  thy  mmies,  O  my  God^ 
My  rifing  foul  furveys; 
Tranfported  with  the  view>  I'm  loft> 
In  wonder,  love«  and  praife* 


IL 


O  how  fhall  f^p A  with  equal  warmth 

The^atiude  declare 
That  glows  wUhiyny  ravilh'd  hear^  ? 

But  thott  canil  read  k  there.  ^ 

'^  ,^  Tliy  pnwidence  my  life  fuRainM, 
^      ^And  all  my  wants  reditfs'd; 

When  in  the  ^ent  womb  I  lay/  "^  4|^ 
iAd  hnng  upon  the  breaft. 


t  - 
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To  nil  my  weak  complaiats  and  ciissi 

Thy  mercy  Ictit  ati  car, 
£te  yet  my  feeble  dioaghtt  had  leim'd 

To  form  themfelyds  ia  pray'r. 

V. 

UnnumbeVd  comforts  to  my  foal 

Thy  tender  care  bcftow'd. 
Before  my  inhnt  heart  coneeiT*d 
'    From  whom  thofe  eomfons  fiow'd* 

When  in  the  flipp^ry  paths  of  youth 

With  heedlefs  fteps  I  ran. 
Thine  arm,  nnfeen,  conveyed  me  fidfiu 

And  led  me  np  to  man  j§  W 

VIL 

Thro'  hidden  dangers,  tolls,  and  deadlsj 

It  gently  clear'd  my  waf; 
And  thro*  the  pleafiiig  fnafes  of  Vi^» 

More  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

VIII. 


VA- 


When  worn  with  ficktiefs,  oft  hM  thoo 
With  health  renew'd  inyiu:e; 

And  when  in  fins  and  forrOws  fank^      ^ 
Reviv'd  my  foul  with  gf||ce. 

"  DC.    ^ 


V 
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Thy  b(miiteoa«|ia«i«^^  W(wl4fy  ^ 
Has  inadtf  my  cuf  ni»  <»'c|r; 

And,  in  a  kM  MA#Ma  fitead* 
Hatdoabledalll^iMP. 

¥  X.  T« 
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X. 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ; 
Nor  is  the  leaft  a  chearful  heart. 

That  taftes  thofe  gifts  with  joy.. 

XL 

Thro*  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodnefs  Til  purfue; 
And  after  death>  ii^  diflant  worlds. 

The  glorious  t theme  renew. 

XII. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and. night 

Divide  thy  works  no  more> 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord^ 

Thy  mercy  fhall  adore. 

Xllf. 

Thro'  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  fong  PU  raife; 
For,  O!  eternity's  too  (hort 

To  utter  all  thy  praife. 


A    NIGHT    PIECE    ON    DEATH- 

.      BV    DR.    PARNELL.* 

BY  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light, - 
No  more  I  wafte  the  wakeful  night> 
Intent  with  eiAUeTs  view  to  pore  ^ 

The  fchoolmen  and  the  fages  o'er) 
Their  books^  from  wifdom  widel;|f  ttny. 
Or  point  at  beft  the  longeft  wajv-     -    ■■■'-.-:- 


Ill 
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ril  feek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wifdom's  furcly  taught  below. 

How  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  fky! 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie; 
While  thro*  their  ranks,  in  filver  pride. 
The  nether  crefcent  feems  to  glide. 
The  flumb'rtng  breeze  forgets  to  breathe. 
The  lake  is  fmooth  and  clear  beneath. 
Where  once  again  the  fpangled  fhow 
Defcends  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
The  grounds  which  on  the  right  afpire^. 
In  dimnefs  from  the  view  retire : 
The  left  prcfents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whofe  wall  the  filent  water  laves. 
That  (teeple  guides  tliy  doubtful  fight 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night; 
There  pafs,  with  melancholy  (late. 
By  all  the  folemn  heaps  of  fate. 
And  think,  as  foftly-fad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead, 
'  Time  was,  like-  thee,  they  life  poflefs'd, 
'  And  time  fhall  be,  that  thou  ihalt  reft.' 

Thofe  graves  with  bending  oiier  bound. 
That  namelefs  heave  the  crumbled  ground^ 
duick  to  the  glancing  thought  dlfclofe 
Where  toil  and  poverty  repofe. 

The  fiat  fmooth  flones  that  bear  a  name. 
The  chifTel's  flender  help  to  fame, 
(Which,  ere  our  fet  of  friends  decay. 
Their  frequent  fleps  may  wear  away) 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  own. 
Men  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 

The  marble  tombs  that  rife  on  high^ 
Whofe  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie, 
Whofe  pillars  fwell  with  iculptur'd  flones, 
Arms^  angels^  epitaphs,  and  bones, 

Fi  Thefe 
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Thefe  (til  the  poor  remiiAs  of  ftktfc) 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  praife  the  gttxt  t 
Who  while  on  earth  in  fsUte  they  live, 
,  Are  fenfelefs  of  the  fame  they  ^ve. 

Ha!  while  I  gaze,  pale  Cynthia  ^e^; 
The  barfting  earth  Unveils  the  /hades ! 
All  flow,  and  wan»  and  wrapt  With  fluxmds. 
They  rife  in  vifionary  cfowds ; 
And  all  with  fober  accent  cry, 
^  Think,  mortal,  what  it  is  to  die/ 

Now  from  yoft  black  and  fan*ral  ytsW, 
That  bathes  the  ch4rnei4ioofe  with  dew, 
.:  Methinks  I  hear  a  voice  begin ; 
(.Ye  ravens  ceafe  your  Croakikig  din. 
Ye  toiUng  docks  no  tiipe  rtfband 
Q'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground) 
1%  folds  a  peal  of  hallow  groans. 
Thus  fpeaking  from  among  th6  bones. 
*  When  men  jay  {tytht  and  dartt  tupffy^ 
How  great  a  king  of  fears  ;^m  I ! 
They  view  ine  likfe  the  laft  of  things ; 
They  make,  and  theA  they  drekd  ihy  fting4« 
Fools !  if  y6u  lefs  provok'd  yodr  fears. 
No  more  n^y  fpedre  form  appears. 
Death's  but  a  p^th'that  maft  be  lf6d. 
If  man  wonld  ever  pais  to  God : 
A  port  of  ealmi,  a  ftate  of  eaie. 
From  the  rough  r^^  of  fweliing  feal. 
«  Wl^y,  then,  thy  flowing  faBle  ftotes , 
^  Deep  pendent  cyj^refs,  moaming  p6lei, 
f  Lpofe  fcarfi  to  fall  athwart  thy  weeds, 
f  Long  palls,  drawn  hearles,  coveted  fteed^^ 
^  And  plumes  of  bhick,  that  as  they  tread, 
f  Nod  o'er  the  'fcntchtons  of  the  je^d  i 

f  llforcan  i!he  parted  l>ody  (now, 
f  Jfjy  WWU  tlfc  fo^  t)f0fe  Ibrij^i  of  ^^^ 
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As  men  who  long  aft  prifen  dwdl. 
With  lamps  that  glimmer  to«nd  dbe  cdlf 
When'er  their  fuflPiing  years  are  rofl» 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glittering  iiiaf 
Such  joy,  Cho*  far  traaicetiding  ienft» 
Have  pioas  fouls  at  parting  hence. 
On  earth,  and  tn  the  hody  pl^c'd^ 
A  few  and  evil  years  (hey  wafte; 
Bat  when  their  chains  are^caft  aiide^ 
See  the  glad  fcene  unfolding  wide^ 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tow'r  away« 
And  mingle  with  the  blaste  of  day.* 


JOVI    ELEUTHERIOi 

OR, 

AN    OFFERING    TO     LtBBRTV. 

BY    DR.    RIDLEY. 

Quifnam  i^i^t  libtr  f  Sa(>kni,  fibiquc  imperiofiis  | 
^    Qhcoi  ACque  pauotries,  neque  mors*-  naque  vtncuU  terrent  I 
Refffanfare  cupidinibus,  contstnAere  hunoits 
.  Fortis  s  ek  in  C^pfo  Cutut  teifi  itque  rotya^HS* 

^OB.  Serm.  Lib.  II.  Sat.  7. 

HAIL>  Liberty  1  whofe  prefence  glads  th' aboda 
Of  Heav'n  itielf»  great  attribute  of  Qod  I 
By  thee  faftaitt*d«  th'  unboanded  fpirit  runs. 
Moulds  orbs  on  tth^^  and  lights  op  fans  on  fans ; 
By  thee  fnftainMi  in  love  unwearied  lives* 
And  nncontronlM  create^>  fnpports,  forgives : 
No  pow'r,  or  tilne>  or  fpace,  his  will  withftood ; 
AUnighty!  eadlefs!  infinite  in  good! 

'  If  feu  wl^  not  commanicate  the  bUft, 
*  And  let  man  know  wlmt  thi»  great  bleffing  is  ?* 

Say,  what  proportion,  treatnrt,  wMUft  Ihoockdm? 

4»  thr  pfeatir"!' JRn  t«tiiit  d»  iMe  t 

Unltff 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY* 

Unlefs  his  other  attributes  were  jein'd; 
To  poife  the  wil}>.  and  regulate  the  mind'; 
Goodnefs  to  aim>  and  wifdom  to  dired. 
What  mighty  mifchiefs  muft  we  thence  expe^ ! 
The  Maker  knows  his  work,  nor  judg'd  it  fit 
To  trufl  the  raih  refolves  of  human  wit ; 
Which,  prone  to  hurt,  too  blind  to  help,  is  Hill 
Alike  pernicious,  mean  it  good  or  ill. 

A  whim,  t'  imprqyement  making  fond  pretence. 
Would  burft  a  fyftem  in  experiments ; 
Sparrows  and  cats,  indeed,  no  more  fhould  fear^ 
But  Saturn  tremble  in  his  diflant  (phere : 
Give  thee  but  footing  in  another  world. 
Say,  Archimedes',  where  fhould  we  be  hurPd  ? 

A  fprightly  wjt,  with  liquor  in  his  head. 
Would  bum  a  globe,  to  light  him  drunk  to  bed : 
Th*  Ephefian  temple  had  efcap'd  the  flame. 
And  Heaven's  high  dome  h^d  built  the  madman's  fame. 

The  fullen  might  (when  malice  boil'd  within) 
Strike  out  the  ftars,  to  intimate  his  fpleen  : 
Not  poppy-heads  had  fpoke  a  Tarquin  crofs'd; 
Nature's  chief  fpring  had  broke,  and  all  been  loft. 

Nor  lefs  deilrudiive  would  this  licence  prove, 
'  Tho'  thy  breaft  flam'd  with  univerfal  love. 
In  vain  were  thy  benevolence  of  foul ; 
Soon  would  thy  folly  difconcert  the  whole. 
No  rains,  or  fnows,  fhould  difcompofc  the  air; 
But  flow'rs  and  fun-fhine  drain  the  weary  year: 
No  clouds  fhould  fully  the  clear  face  of  day ; 
No  tempeils  rife  to  blow  a  plague  away. 
Mercy  fhould  reign  untir'd,  unflain'd  with  blood ; 
Spare  the  frail  guilty,  to  eat  up  the  good. 
In  their  defence,  life,  facred  JufKce,  rife ! 
Awake  the  thunder  (leeping  in  the  ikies, 
Sinkfa  corrupted  city  in  a  minute  ; 
*-Woe  to  the  righteous  ten  who  may  be  in  it  (  \ 

Pick 
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Pick  out  the  bad,  and  fwcep  them  all  away  ! 
—So  leave  their  babes,  to  cats  and  dogs  a  prty. 

Such  pow'r  without  God's  wifdom  and  his  will. 
Were  only  an  omnipotence  of  ill. 
Suited  to  man  can  we  fuch  pow'r  efleem ! 
Fiends  would  be  harmlefs,  if  compar'd  with  him.         • 

Say,  then,  fhall  all  his  attributes  be  given? 
His  eflence  follows,  and  his  throne  of  heav*n ; " 
His  very  unity.     Proud  wrelch !  fliall  he 
Un-god  himfelf,  to  make  a  god  of  thcte  ?"  • 

How  wide,  fuch  luftof  liberty  confounds  !  *• 

Would  Icfs  content  thee,  prudent  mark  the  bounds  f     v  t 

*  Thofe  which  the  Almighty  Monarch  firft  deiign'd,    : 
'  When  his  great  image  feaPd'the  human  mind; 

*  When  to  the  beafts  the  fruitful  earth  was  giv'n, 
'  To  filh  the  ocean,  and  to  birds  their  heaven* 
<  And  all  to  man ;  whom  full  creation,  ftor'd, 
'  Received  as  it's  proprietor  and  lord; 
'  Ere  earth,  whofe  fpacious  tradl  unmeafur'd  fpreads, 
'  Was  flic'd  by  acres  and  by  roods  to  (hreds ; 

*  When  trees  and  ftreams  were  made  a  general  good, 

*  And  not  as  limits  meanly  to  exclude ; 
'  When  all  to  all  belonged,  ere  powV  was"  told! 

*  By  number'd  troops,  or  wealth  by  counted  gold; 

*  Ere  kings  or  prieds  their  tyranny  began, 

*  Or  man  was  vaiTal'd  to  his  fellow-man.' 
O  halcyon  ilate !  when  man  began  to  live ! 

A  bleffing  worthy  of  a  God  to  give !       ' 

Who,  on  th'  unfpotted  mind  his  Maker  drew 

The  heav'nly  charadiiers  corred  and  tnae. '  ■ 

All  ufeful  knowledge  from  that  fource  fttpply'd^ 

No  blindnefs  fprungfrom  ignorance  or  pride; 

All  proper  blefiing!^  from  that  handfoeftow^d, 

Nomifchiefs  or  for  want  or  fulnefs-fidw'd:  .    '  '•   -.  * 

The  quick'ning  paffions  gave  a  pleaftng  zelb,' }  .1 

While  thankful  man  fubmitted  to  be  bleis^.        <  ^  .'  l 

■■.  Simplicity^ 
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Slinplicit75  was  wifdom  i  tetii|>9raocr»  brahb ; 
Obedience^  pow'r;  and  foil  contentmenif  weaUh# 
So  happy  cmce  was  m^n !  till  the  v^ln  f  If 
Shook  off  his  guide,  and  fet  np  for  himfelft 
Smit  with  the  charms  of  independency, 
He  foorns  protrQioii,  raging  to  be  free. 
Now,  felf-expos*d>  he  feels  his  naked  ftate; 
Shrinks  with  the  blaft,  or  melts  bef<M-«  the  heat^ 
And  blindly  wanders,  as  his  fancy  lead** 
To  ftarve  on  waftes,  er  feadb  on  pois*no«s  w^tds^ 
Now  to  the  ravage  beafts  an  obvioqs  prey  i 
Or  crafty  meti,  more  favage  ftiU  thaA  they  $ 
No  kfi  imprvdent,  to  his  bteaik  to  talw 
The  friend  unfaithful,  or  th*  envenom'd  faakf } 
Equally  fatal,  whether  on  the  Nile, 
Or  in  the  city,  wttps  the  crocodile* 

Nor  yet  lefs.  blindly  deviates  learned  (ride  i 
Ih  Mtnz  bum'd,  or  drown'd  amid  thf  tide: 
Boafts  of  foperior  ieaft ;  then  raves  tq  fee 
(When  contradided)  fools  lefs  wife  tbw  he, 
Mates  with  his  great  Creator ;  vainly  bold 
To  make  new  fyftems,  or  to  mend  the  pld* 
Shapes  out  a  Deity;  doubts,  then  denies: 
And,  drunk  with  fcience,  curfes  God,  and  dif  9« 

Not  heav'nly  wifdom  only  is  witKdd, 
But  th^  free  bounty  of  the  felf-rfown  field* 
No  more,  as  erft,  ftom  Nature's  ready  ficafi^ 
Riietf  the  iatisfy'd,  but  temp'rate  gueft; 
Caft  wild  abroad,  no  hiH^y  aman  preftnne^* 
By  choice  he  furfeits,  by  conftraint  he  fianrcs  ; 
Toils  life  away  opcm  ch«  ftabbom  p}atn, 
T^  extort  from  tktnoe  the  flow,  relvdant  gftm  ; 
The  flow,  reludaRt  gnin,  prooir'd  to-day, 
Hblefs  induftrious  neighbour  fleals  away:  . 
Hence  fifts  and  clnba  the  viilage^peaca  confiNifid^  . 
Till  firord  and  canBon  fpiead  the  min  round  i 
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For  time  and  art  but  ^ring  fVom  bad  to  worfe. 
Unequal  lots  fucceed  unequal  force; 
Each  lot  a  feveral  curfe.     Hence  rich,  and  poor : 
This  pines,  and  dies>  negle6^ed»  at  the  door ; 
While  gouts  and  fevers  wait  the  loaded  mefs» 
And  take  full  vengeance  for  the  poor's  dillrefs* 

No  more  the  paflions  are  the  fprings  of  lifei 
But  feeds  of  vice,  and  elements  of  ftrife  : 
Love,  focial  love,  t*  extend  to  all  defign'd. 
Back  to  it's  fountain  flows,  to  felf  confin'd* 
Source  of  misfortunes ;  the  fond  huiband'i  wrong  | 
The  maid  diflionour'd,  and  deferted  young ! 
The  mifchief  fpreads ;  when  vengeance  for  the  loft 
Unpeoples  realms,  and  calls  the  ruin  juH. 
Hence,  Troy,  thy  fate!  the  blood  of  thoufands  ^t^ 
And  orphans  mourning  for  unconidous  guiit« 
Thus  love  deftroys,  for  kinder  purpofe  giv'n  ; 
And  man  corrupts  the  bleflings  meant  by  Heav'a$ 
Self-injur'd,  let  us  cenfure  Him  no  more ; 
Ambition  makes  us  flaves,  and  av'rice  poor* 

What  arts  tiie  wild  difordei*  fhall  controul^ 
And  render  peace  with  virtue  to  the  foul  I 
Out-reafon  intereft,  balance  prejudice. 
Give  paffion  ears,  and  blinded  error  eyes  I 
Arm  the  weak  hand  with  conqoeft,  and  prote& 
From  guile,  the  heart  too  honeft  to  fufpefl^ 
For  this,,  mankind,  by  fad  experience  taught. 
Again  their  fafety  in  dependence  fought : 
Prefs'd    to  the  Ibtndard,  fued  before  die  throne  ; 
And  dnrdiely  on  wiidomnot  their  own. 
Hence  Saturn  rul'din  peace  th'  Aufoaian  plains. 
While  Salian  foags  to  virtne  won  thefwains. 

But  pois'nous  ftreams  muft  flow  from  poiibn*d  fiiriaffs ; 
The  prieils  were  mortal,  and'  mete  men  the  Idngik 
What  aid  fronfi  monarchi,  mighty  to  enflave  I 
What  gpod  ftom  teachm,  comning  to  deceive? 

^  «  AUegianct 
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Alleglaiic^  gives  defenfive  arms  away; 
And  Faith  ufarps  imperial  Reafon's  fway. 

Let  civil  Rome,  from  faithful  records,  tell 
What  royal  bleffings  from  her  Nero  fell. 
When  thofe,  preferred  all  grievance  to  redrefs. 
Bought  of  their  prince  a  licence  to  opprefs; 
When  uncorrupted  merit  found  no  place. 
But  left  the  trade  of  honour  to  the  bafe.* 
See  Induilry,  by  draining  impoil  curs'd. 
Starve  in  the  harveft,  in  the  vintage  thirfl! 
In  vain  fbr  help  th'  infulted  matron  cries, 
'Twas  death  in  hn (bands  to  have  ears  ithd  eye$« 
Fatal  were  beauty,  virtue,  wealth,  or  fame ; 
No  man  in  aught  a  property  could  claim ; 
No,  not  his  fex:  ftrange  arts  the  moniler  try'd ; 
And  Sporus,  fpight  of  nature,  was  his  bride. 
Unhurt  by  foes,  proud  Rome  for  ages  (lands. 
Secure  from  all,  but  her  prote6lor*s  hands. 
Recal  your  pow'rs,  ye  Romans,  back  again  ; 
Unmake  the  monarch,  and  ne'er  fear  the  man. 
Naked  and  fcom'd,  fee  where  the  abjeft  flies ! 
And  once  un-caefar'd,  foon  the  fiddler  dies.  ' 

Next,  holy  Rome,  thy  happinefs  declare. 
While  Peace  and  Truth  watch  round  the  ikcred  chair* 
Peace  1  whidh  from  racks  and  periecution  flows ; 
Myfterious  truths !  which  ev'ry  fenfe  opppfe. 
That  God  made  man,  was  all  th'  unleam'd  could  reach; 
That  man  makes  God,  th'  enlighten'd  fathers  teach. 
Men,  blind  and  partial,  need  a  light  divine; 
Which  popes  new  trim,  and  teach  it  how  to  fhlne. 
Rude  Nature  dreads  accufing  Guilt,  unknown 
The  balmy  do£b-ine,  that  dead  faints  atone : 
The  careful  pontiff,  merciful  to  (avc; 
Hoards  up  a  fund  of  merit' from  the  grave; 
And  righteous  hands  the  equal  balance  hold. 
Nor  weigh  it  tytrt  inrt  to  juli  fums  of  gold. 
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Sole  jadge^  he  deals  his  pardon*  or  his  curfe; 
Not  Heav'n  itfelf  the  fentence  can  reverfe. 
Grac'd  with  his  fceptre,  awful  with  his  rod« 
This  man  of  fin  ufurps  the  feat  of  God ; 
Difarm'd  and  unador'd  th'  Almighty  lies. 
And  quits  to  faints  his  incenfe  and  his  ikies : 
No  more  the  obje^  of  our  fears,  or  hope  ; 
The  creature,  and  the  vaifal  of  the  Pope. 

*  From  fanes  and  cities  fcar'd,  fly  fwift  away!' 
—To  the  rude  Lybian  in  his  wilds  a  prey. 

*  The  blood- ftain'd  fword  from  the  fell  tyrant  wreft!* 
— Thoufands  unfheathM  (hall  threat  thy  naked  breafl*. 

*  The  dogmatics  imperious  aid  difdain  !* 
—So  fink  in  brutifh  ignorance  again. 

*  Is  there  no  medium  ?  mufl  we  vi6tims  fall 

*  To  one  man's  lull,  or  to  the  rage  of  all  ? 
'  Is  reafon  doom'd  a  certain  (lave  to  be, 

'  To  our  blind  paflions,  or  a  prieft's  decree?' 
Hail,  happy  Albion!  whofe  diftinguifli'd  plains 

This  temp'rate  mean,  fo  dearly  eam'd^  maintains ! 

Senates,  (the  will  of  individuals  check'd) 

The  ftrength  and  prudence  of  the  realm  collect : 

Each  yields  to  all ;  that  each  may  thence  receive 

The  full  affiftance;  which  the  whole  can  give. 

For  this,  thy  patriots  lawlefs  pow'r  withftood. 

And  bought  their  children's  charter  with  their  blood ; 

While  rev'rend  years,  and  various  lettered  age, 

DifpaflionM,  open  themyftenous  page: 

Not  one  alone  the  various  judgment  fways. 

But  prejudice  the  general  voice  obeys  ! 

For  this,  thy  martyrs  wak'd  the  bloody  ftrife, 

Aflerting  truth  with  brave  contempt  of  life. 
Oh,  Oxford !  let  delivered  Britain  know. 

From  thy  fam'd  feats  her  feveral  bleflings  flow. 

Th' accoutred  barons,  and.aififting  knights. 

In  thee  prepared  for  council,  or  for  fights^  .         . 

G  z  Planned 
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Plana'd  and  obtMii'd  her  dmil  liberty : 
Truth  found  her  iearleis  witnefles  ia  thee  ; 
When,  try'd  as  goU,  faints,  from  thy  tott^riog  ffipts^ 
Rofe  up  to  heav'n,  Elijah-like,  in  fires  ! 
Peace  to  thy  walls !.  and  honoar  to  thy  name ! 
May  age  to  age  record  thy  gathering  fame! 
While  thy  ftill-favour*d  feats  pour  forth  their  youth* 
Brave  advocates  of  liberty  and  truth ! 
In  fair  fucceffion  rife  to  blefs  the  realm ! 
Fathers  in  church,  and  ftatefmen  at  the  helm ! 
'  But  fadliotts  fynods  thro'  refentment  err; 
'  And  venal  fenates  private  good  prefer : 

*  How  wild  the  faith  which  wrangling  fophs  difpofe  \ 

*  The  laws  how  harfh  of  peniioa'd  Aye>  and  No's  I* 
Wilt  thou  by  no  authority  be  aw'd, 

Self-excommunic^ted,  felf-outlaw'd  ? 
Expunge  the  creed,  (he  decalogue  xi|cfi  ? 
If  they  oblige  not,  nor  will  they  prote^L 

*  You  fear  no  God ;'— <onvinc*d  by  what  yon  b!f» 
Knaves  praife  yoiir  wit,  and  fwear  your  lands  away« 
«  Corrupt  not  wives,'— erafe  it  if  you  will; 

The  injur'd  huiband  blou  out,  '  Do  npt  kill.' 
From  God  his  fabbaths  ileal,  for  iport,  not  iieed^ 
Why  hangs  the  wretch,  who  fteals  thy  purfe  for  bread  I 

Or  ihall  each  ichiimaticH  yo^  f^ith  new  mouldj 
Or  fena^s  ftand  by  patriot  fnobs  contronl'd  I 
—Drive back,  ye  floods!  roll,  Xaathu^,  to  your  fpring! 
Go,  crown  the  people,  and  fubjed  the  king  i 
Break  rule  to  pieces,  analyze  it's  pow'r. 
And  every  atom  to  it's  lord  reftore ; 
As  mix'd  with  kaaves*  or  foc^,  the  weak«  or  brave, 
A  dupe,  a  plague,  a  tyrant,  or  a  flave. 

'  What  ihall  I  do  I  how  hit  the  happy  mean,  ^ 

*  'Twixt  bli^d  inbrntCcoB,  and  onmly  fpken  V 

Confult  your  watch  $  y0ugmde3Kmr  a6kionsby't3 
And  great  it's  ufe,  tho*  not  Amt  cyer  right*  r : 

What 
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What  tho'  fome  tkiiik  implicit  ^th  be  doe,  *        c 

And  dine  at  twelve,  if  their  cown-clotk  Strikt  two  s 

Or  oUiers  bravety  fquirr  their  watch  away, 

Difdain  a  gtttde»  and  gtiefs  the  time  of  day ; 

They  guefs  fo  lucky^  or  their  parts  ib  greats 

They  come>  on  ail  afiairs,  bat  juft  too  late: 

Yon  neither  chufe.     Nor  trav'ling  thro'  the  ftreet^ 

Correal  it's  hand  by  cv'ry  one  yon  meet ; 

Yet  fcruple  not,  if  yon  (hoiild  find  at  one 

It  points  to  fix,  to  fet  it  by  the  S«a« 

Aim  at  the  blifs  that^s  fnited  to  thy  ftate^ 
Nor  vainly  hope  for  happineis  compleat ; 
Some  bounds  imperfeft  natares  mnft  inclttde. 
And  vice  and  weaknefs  feel  defeds  of  good. 
Nor  is  it  blind  neceffity  alone ; 
Contriving  Wifdom,  in  the  whole,  we  own  : 
And  in  that  Wifdom  fadsfy'd  may  truft. 
In  it's  reftraints  as  merciful  as  juft. 
By  thefe  thy  (elfiih  pafliohs  it  c6rre£tfi| 
By  thefe  from  wrong  thy  weaknefs  it  proteifb  $ 
In  fbvereign  power  thy  fafety 's  Heaven's  defign ; 
Some  faults  permitted,  as  the  fcourge  of  thine, 
Abford  the  wifh  of  ail  men,  if  exprefs'd; 
Bach  grieves,  that  he's  not  lord  of*  all  the  reft 
Why  then  fhould  we  complain,  or  thaiiklefs  live, 
Becanfe  not  blefs'd  with  more  than  God  can  give ! 
Wonld  yon  be  (afe  from  others  ?  'tis  but  due 
That  others  allb  ihodld  be  fafe  from  you.  ' 

Jt  b  not  virtue  wakes  the  clam'roiis  throng; 
Each  cfadms  th'  exdufive  privilege,  to  wrong* 
When  ceafelefs  fadtioo  muft  ombr^il  the  mad ; 
Alike  impatient,  under  A,  or  Zad, 

How  patriot  Cromw^  %hts  for  liberty! 
He  fliifts  the  yokcb  then  calls  the  nation  6ee: 
lie  cannot  bear  asMMMUchon  the  tbi^o«e»: 
]}at  vindicates  hi«  i^ght-f«-lo  mlo  alpftc«   . 

MaclM%xk 
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Macheath  roars  oot  for  freedom  in  his  cell; 
And  Tindal  wifely  would  exdngaiih  Kell : 
Macheath's  approved  by  all  whom  Tybom  awes. 
And  trembling  guilt  gives  Tindal's  page  applaufe. 
€)  fage  device,  xq  fet  the  confdence  free 
From  dread  !  he  winks  ;  then  fays,  that  Heav'n  can't  fee. 
Both  blindly  plan  the  paradife  of  fools ; 
Peace  without  laws,  and  virtue  without  rules. 

Foil  of  the  Roman,  let  the  fchool-boy  quote. 
And  rant  all  Lucian's  rhapfodies  by  rote.  : . 

Gods !  ihall  he  tremble  at  a  mortal*s  nod ! 
I^s  generous  foul  difdains  the  tyrant's  rod. 
Forc'd  to  fubmit,  at  lafl  he  taftes  the  fruit ; 
Finds  wealth  and  honours  bloflbm  from  it's  root* 
Wonld  thy  young  foul  be  like  the  Roman,  free  ; 
From  Romans  paint  thy  form  of  Liberty : 
The  goddefs  offers  gifts  from  either  hand ; 
Th' aufpicious  bonnet,  vtrith  the  Praetor's  wand; 
The  privilege  of  that  would'ft  thou  not  mifs. 
Bend,  and  fubmit  beneath  the  ftroke  of  this. 

See  Furioib  on  his  keeper  frown, 
Depnv'd  the  precious  privilege  to  drown : 
Greatly  he  claims  a  right  to  his  undoing ; 
The  chains  that  hold  him,  hold  him  from  his  ruin* 
Kindly  proceed ;  ftrid  difcipline  difpenfe; 
Till  water-gruel  lowers  him  down  to  fenfe. 

•  Why  this /to  me !  am  I  the  froward  boy  ? 

*  Or  knave  to  wrong,  or  madman  to  dellroy?* 
Will  thy  denial  prove  that  thou  art  none  1 

^Tis  Newgate's  iogick:  thou  art  all  in  one. 
Blind  to  their  good,  to  be  inilru£led  loth, 

•  Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth.' 
|f  no  fuperior  force,  the  will  controul. 
Self-love's  a  villain,  and  corrupts  the  foul : 
Wild  and  deftrudive  proje&  fire  our  brains ; 
We  all  are  madmen,  and  demand  our  chains* 

Know 
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Know  your  own  fphere,  content  to  be  a  man  1 
Well  pleas'dy  to  be  as  happy  as  yon  can : 
Lofe  not  all  good,  by  fhanning  ills  in  vain  | 
'Tis  wifer  to  enjoy  than  to  complain* 
Some  evils  muft  attend  imperfedt  ftates ; 
fiat  difcontent  new  worlds  of  ills  creates, 

ilttih  thy  complaints,  nor  quarrel  with  thy  God  } 
tf  juft  the  ilroke,  approve  and  kifs  the  rod* 
By  man  if  injur'd»  turn  thy  eyes  within } 
Thott'lt  find  recorded  feme  uupunifh'd  fin  : 
Then  Heav*n  acquit;  and,  with  regard  to  raan» 
Coolly  th'  amount  of  good  and  evil  fcan  ; 
tf  greater  evils  wait  the  wifh'd  redrefs. 
Grieve  not  that  thou  art  (rte  to  chufe  the  lefs. 

Unknown  to  courts,  ambition's  thirit  fubdu'd. 
My  leflbn  is,  to  be  obfcurely  good; 
In  life's  ftill  ihade,  which  no  man's  envy  draws^ 
To  reap  the  fruit  of  government  and  laws. 
In  fortune's  round,  as  on  the  globe,  I  know 
No  top,  no  bottom,  no  where  high  or  low ; 
Where-ever  ftation'd,  heav'n  in  profpeft  ftill,  » 

That  points  to  me  the  zenith  of  her  wheel. 

'  What!  double  tax'd,  unpenfion'd,  unprcfcrrM;^ 
'  In  fuch  bad  times  be  eafy!  moft  abfurd !' 

Yet  Heav'n  vouchfafes  the  daily  bread  intreated ; 
And  thefe  bad  times  have  left  me  free  to  eat  it« 
My  taxes,  gladly  paid,  their  nature  fhift: 
If  juft,  cheap  purchafe;  if  uiijuft,  a  gift ; 
Nor  knows  ambition  any  rank  fo  greats 
My  fervants  kings  and  miiiifters  of  ftate ! 
They  watch  my  couch,  my  humble  roof  defend  $ 
Their  toil  the  means,  my  happinefs  the  end. 

My  freedom  to  compleat,  convinc'd  I  tee 
Thy  fervice,  Heav'n,  is  perfe^  Liberty- 
The  will,  confbrm'd  to  thy  celeftial  voice, 
&10W8  no  reftraint !  for  duty  is  her  choice  : 
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What  ills  tho«  fesdeft  thaakfuUy  approve^ 
As  kind  corre£Uonff«  pledges  of  thy  love; 
In  every  change^  whatever  ftage  I  run^ 
My  daily  wxfh  facceeds-^*  Thy  will  be  done/ 


THE    BENEDICITE    PARAPHRASED. 

BY  THE  REY.  MR.  MERRICK. 

I. 

YE  works  of  God»  on  him  aIone» 
In  earth  his  footftool,  heaven  his  throne^ 
Be  all  your  praife  beftow'd ; 
Whofe  hand  the  beauteous  fabrick  rnade^ 
Whofe  eye  the  finiih'd  work  furvey^d. 
And  faw  that  all  was  good. 

ir. 

Ye  angelsy  that  with  loud  acclaim 
Admiring  view'd  the  new-^born  frame^ 

And  haii'd  th'  eternal  King ; 
Again  proclaim  your  Maker's  praife^ 
Again  your  thankful  voices  raife^ 

And  touch  the  tuneful  firing. 

m. 

Praife  him,  ye  blefiM  sBtherial  jdaina*. 
Where,  in  full  mayefftyv  he  deigns 

To  fix  his  attftd  thsttte: 
Ye  waters,  that  above  him  roll. 
From  orb  to  %rh,  from=  pele  to  pole^^ 

Oh !  make  his  praifel  knvwn ! 

•  •  • 
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IV. 

Ye  thrones^  dotnidiohs,  virtues,  pow*fS| 
Join  ye  your  joyful  fongs  with  ours. 

With  us  your  voices  raife ; 
From  age  to  age  extend  the  lay. 
To  hcav*n'9  eternal  Monarch  pay 

Hymns  of  eternal  praife. 

V. 

CeleiHal  orb !  whoft  pow'rfal  ray 
Opes  the  glad  eyelids  of  the  day, 
,  Whofe  influence  all  things  own; 
Praife  him  whofe  courts  effulgent  fklttt^ 
With  light  as  far  excelling  thine 
As  thine  the  paler  moon* 

VI. 

Ye  glitt'ring  planets  of  thd  fky, 
Whofe  lamps  the  abfent  fan  Gapflyt 

With  him  the  ibng.purfue; 
And  let  himfelf  fubmiflive  owsj  ... 

He  borrows  from  a  brighter  iiiA^ 

The  light  he  lends  to  you. 

VII. 

Ve  iUow'rSi  and  dews«  whde  moiftiire  Ihedj 
Calls  into  life  the  op'ning  feed^ 

To  him  your  prdfes  ^deld^ 
Whofe  influence  wakes  the  genial  birdi^ 
Drops  fatnefs  on  the  pregnant  earthy 

And  crowns  the  laughing  field* 

H  Vm.  Ye 
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VIII. 

Ye  winds  that  oft  tempelluous  fweep 
The  ruffled  farface  of  the  deep. 

With  us  confefs  your  God ; 
See,  thro'  the  heav'ns,  the  King  of  kingSj 
Up-borne  on  your  expanded  wings, 

Coifie  flying  all  abroad. 

IX. 

Ye  floods  of  fite,  where'er  ye  flow. 
With  juil  fubmiflion  humbly  bow 

To  his  fuperior  pow'r. 
Who  flops  the  tempefl  on  it's  way. 
Of  bids  the  flaming  deluge  fbay. 

And  gives  it  flrength  to  roar. 

X. 

Ye  fummer's  heat,  and  winter's  cold. 
By  turns  in  long  fucceflion  roli'd. 

The  drooping  world  to  chear; 
Praife  him  who  gave  the  fun  and  moon. 
To  lead  the  various  feafons  on. 

And  guide  the  circling  year< 

XI. 

Ye  frofls,  that  bind  the  wat'ry  plain, 
Ve  filent  fhow'rs  of  fleecy  raiui 

Purfue  the  heav'nly  theme  ; 
Praife  him  who  fheds  the  driving  fnow. 
Forbids  the  hardened  waves  to  flow> 

And  flops  the  rapid  ftream. 


XU.  Yt 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  59 

XII. 

Ye  days  and  nights^  that  fwiftly  borne. 
From  morn  to  eve,  from  eve  to  morn. 

Alternate  glide  away ; 
Praife  him,  whofe  never-varying  light, 
Abfent,  adds  horror  to  the^  night. 

But  prefent,  gives  the  day. 

xni. 

Light,  from  whofe  rays  all  beauty  fprings; 
Darknefs,  whofe  wide-expanded  wings 

Involve  the  dufky  globe ; 
Praife  him,  who,  when  the  heav'ns  he  ipread, 
Darknefs  his  thick  pavilion  made. 

And  light  his  regal  robe. 

XIV. 

Praife  him,^  ye  lightnings,  as  ye  fly, 
Wing'd  with  his  vengeance  thro'  the  (ky. 

And  red  with  wrath  divine ; 
Praife  him,  ye  clouds,  that  wand'ring  ilray. 
Or  fix'd  by  him,  in  dofe  array. 

Surround  his  aweful  fhrine. 

XV. 

Exalt,  Dearth!  thy  heav'nly  King, 

Who  bids  the  plants,  that  form  the  ipring. 

With  annual  verdure  bloom ; 
Whofe  frequent  drops  of  kindly  rain, 
Prolifick  fwell  the  rip'ning  gra^. 

And  blefs  thy  fertile  womb^ 

H  2  XVI.  Yc 
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xvr. 

Ye  mountains^  that  ambitious  rife. 
And  heave  your  fummits  to  the  ikies^ 

Revere  his  aweful  nod; 
Think  how  you  once  affrighted  fled. 
When  Jordan  fought  his  fountain-head» 

And  own'd  th'-  approaching  God. 

XVII. 

Ye  trees^  that  fill  the  rural  fcene; 

Ye  flowers,  that  o'er  th'  enamell'd  green 

In  native  beauty  reign; 
O !  praife  the  Ruler  of  the  fkies, 
Whofe  hand  the  genial  fap  fupplies^ 

And  clothes  the  fmiling  plain. 

XVIII. 

■    * 

Ye  fecrct  fprings,  ye  gentle  rills. 
That  murm'ring  rik  among  the  hiUs» 

Or  fill  thp  humble  vak; 
Praife  him,  at  whofe  Almighty  nod 
The  rugged  rock  diflblving  flow'd. 

And  form'd  a  fpringing  well. 

XIX, 

Praife  him,  ye  floods,  and  feas  profound^ 
Whofe  waves  the  fpEacioa&  earth  fiuround* 

And  roll  from  fliore  to  fibore;  . 
Aw'd  by  his  voice,  ye  ieas^  fftbfide. 
Ye  floods,  within  yourckasiQiel&igBde^ 

And  tremble  and  adore, 

'^  f    ^  r  . 


I  •• 
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XX. 

Ye  whales,  that  ilir  the  boiling  deep. 
Or  ih  it's  dark  rece/Tes  deep. 

Remote  from  human  eye ; 
Praife  him,  by  whom  ye  all  ^e  fed» 
Praife  him,  without  whole  heavenly  aid  • 

Ye  languilh,  faint,  and  diew 

Ye  birds,  exab  yoor Maker 's  narae^ 
Begin,  and  with  th'  important  theme 

Your  artlefs  lays  improve;  , 

Wake  with  your  ibn|^  the  rifing  day, 
I^et  mufick  found  on  ev'ry  .fpray„ 

And  fill  the  vocal  grove,  .      . 

XXIL 

\         '  .   ■    ■     ■  • 

Praife  him,  ye  beads,  that  nightly  roam 

Amid  the  folitary  gloon^, 

Th'  cxpeded  prey  to  fbizc ; 
Ye  ilaves  of  the  laborious  plough. 
Your  ftubborn  necks  fubmiilive  bow. 

And  bend  your  weary'dktie^s. 

XXffl. 

•     ■  r 

Ye  ions  of  men,  his  praife  difplay,  , 
Who  ilampt  his  image  oq  yoiir  clay. 

And  gave  it  pow'r  to  move  i 
Ye  that  in  Judah's  confines  dwells 
Prom  age  to  age  fucceffive  tell 

The  wonders  of  his  love. 


XXIV.  Let 
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XXIV. 

Let  Levi's  tribe  the  lay  prolongs 
Till  angels  liften  to  the  fong. 

And  bend  attentive  down ; 
liet  wonder  feize  the  heav'nly  train> 
PleasM,  while  they  hear  a  mortal  Urain^ 

So  fweet,  fo  like  their  own. 

XXV. 

And  you,  your  thankful  voices  join« 
That  oft  at  Salem's  facred  ihrine 

Before  his  altars  kneel; 
Where  thron'd  in  majefty  he  dwells. 
And  from  the  myitick  cloud  reveals 

The  dilates  of  his  will. 

XXVL 

Ye  fpirits  of  the  juft  and  good. 
That,  eager  for  the  blefs'd  abode. 

To  heav'nly  maniions  foar; 
O  !  let  your  fongs  his  praife  difplay^ 
Till  heav'n  itfelf  fhall  melt  away. 

And  time  fhall  be  no  more. 

XXVIL 

Praife  him,  ye  meek  and  humble  train. 
Ye  faints,  whom  his  decrees  ordain 

The  boundlefs  blifs  to  fhare ; 
O  praife  him,  till  ye  take  your  way 
To  regions  of  eternal  day. 

And  reign  for  ever  there. 


XXVm.  Let 
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XXVIII. 

Let  usy  who  now  impaflive  ftand^ 
Aw'd  by  the  tyrant's  iktm  command^ 

Amid  the  fiery  blaze ; 
While  thus  w6  triumph  in  the  flame^ 
Rife,  and  our  Maker's  love  proclaim^ 

In  hymns  of  endlefs  praife* 

THE     GOLDFINCHES. 

TO    Mr,    SkENStONB. 
BY    MR.    JAGO. 

TO  you 9  whofe groves  prote£t  the  feather'd  quires^ 
Who  lend  their  artlefs  notes  a  willing  ear> 
To  you 5  whom  pity  moves,  and  tafle  infpires. 
The  Dorick  ftrain  belongs-^O  Shenftone,  hear! 

^Twas  gentle  fpring,  when  all  the  tuneful  race. 
By  nature  taught,  in  nuptial  leagues  combine; 

A  goldfinch  joy'd  to  meet  the  warm  embrace. 
And  hearts  and  fortunes  with  her  mate  to  join* 

Thro'  nature's  fpacious  walks  at  large  they  rang'd. 
No  fettled  haunts,  no  fix'd  abode  their  aim ; 

As  chance  Or  fancy  led,  their  path  they  chang'd, 
Themfelves  in  evefy  vary'd  fcene  the  fame* 

Till  on  a  day,  to  weighty  cares  reiign'd. 
With  Qiutual  choice,  alternate,  they  agreed. 

On  rambling  thoughts  no  more  to  turn  their  mind. 
Bat  fettle  foberly,  and  raife  a  breed. 


All 
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All  in  a  garden,  on  a  currant  buih> 

With  wond'rous  art  they  built  their  waving  feat: 
In  the  next  orchard  liv'd  a.  friendly  thmih. 

Nor  didant  far»  a  w(>odl«xk'a  Mt  retreats 

Here  blefsM  with  eafe>  and  in  each  other  bkis'd^ 
With  early  fongs  thjey  wak'd  the  fprightly  groves; 

Till  time  matur'd  their  blifs,  and  crown'd  their  ndk 
With  infant  pledges  of  their  faithful  loves. 

And,  now  what  transport  glow'd  in  either's  eye!  I 
What  equal  fondnefs  dealt  th*  allotted  food ! 

What  joy  each  other's  likenefs  to  defcry. 
And  future  fonnets  in  the  chirping  brood ! 

But^  ah !  what  earthly  happinefs  czn  fall! 
How  does  the  faireft  purpofe  often  fail ! 
A  truant  fchool-boy's  wantonnefs  couid  blaft 
,    Their  rifing  hopes,  and  leave  them  bo  A  to  wail* 

The  mod  ungentle  of  his  tribe  was  he. 
No  gen'rous  precept  ever  touch'd  his  heart; 

With  concords  falft,  and  hideous  profody. 

He  fcrawl'd  his  taik,  and  blunder'd  6'er  his  part« 

On  barb'rous  plunder  bent,  with  favage  eye 

He  mark'd  where  wrapp'd  in  down  the  younglings  lay  | 

Then  rulhing  feiz'd  the  wretched  family. 
And  bore  them  in  his  impious  hands  away. 

But  how  fhall  I  relate  in.  numbers  rude 

The  pangs  for  poor  Chryfomitris  •  decreed! 

When  froni  a  neighboring  fpray  aghail  fhe  viewed 
The  favage  ruffian's  inaufpicious  deed! 

*  Chryrumitris,  it  feemS|  is  the  name  for  a  goldfinch* 
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So  wrapped  in  grief  fome  heart-ftrnck  matron  ftands^ 
While  horrid  flames  furround  her  children's  room| 

On  Heav'n  ihe  calls,  and  wrings  her  trembling  hindf# 
Conftrain'd  to  fee^  but  not  prevent  theif  dooip* 

V 

*  O  grief  of  griefs!'  with  ibnel^ng  voice  fhe^crj^dt 
'  What  fight  is  this  that  I  have  liv'd  to  fee ! 

'  O  that  I  had  a  maiden-goldfinch  died, 

*  From  Love's  falfe  joys»  and  bitter  forrows  free! 

'  Was  it  for  this,  alas!  with  weary  bill, 

<  Was  it  for  this  I  pois'd  th'  unwieldy  ilraw? 
^  For  this  I  pick'd  the  mofs  from  yonder  hill, 

*  Nor  fhunn'd  the  pond'rous  chat  along  to  draw? 

^  Was  it  for  this  I  cull'd  the  wool  with  care> 
'And  drove  with  all  my  ikill  our  work  to  qrown  ? 

'  For  this,  with  pain  I  bent  the  dnbborn  hair, 
'  And  lin'd  ottr  cradle  with  the  thifile's  down  ? 

'  Was  it  for  this  my  freedom  I  refign'd» 

*  And  ceas'd  to  rove  from  beauteous  plain  to  plain? 

*  For  this  I  fate  at  home  whole  days  confin'd, 

*  A^d  bore  the  fcorching  heat  and  pealing  rain  ? 

*  Was  it  for  this,  my  watchful  eyes  grow  dim  ? 

*  The  crimfon  rofes  on  my  cheek  turn  pale  ? 

*  Pale  is  my  golden  plumage,  once  fo  trim^ 

*  And  all  my  wonted  fpirits  'gin  to  fail. 

*  O  pland'rer  vile !  O  more  than  wea?el  fell !, 

'  More  treach'rous  than  tlip  cat  \yith  prudiHi  face ; 

*  More  fierce  than  kites  with  whom  the  furies  dwell, 
'  More  pilPring  than  the  quckow's  prowling  race ! 

I  «  For 
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*  For  thee  may  plum  or  goolb'ry  never  grow, 

*  No  juicy  currant  cool  thy  clammy  throat ; 

'  But  bloody  birch-twigs  work  thee  (hameful  woe, 

*  Nor  ever  goldfinch  chear  thee  with  hfer  note  I  * 

Thus  fang  \he  mournful  bird  her  piteous  tale. 
The  piteous  tale  her  mournful  mate  retum'd  : 

Then  fide  by  fide  they  fought  the  diftant  vale. 
And  there  in  filent  fadnefs  inly  mourn'd. 


•9 


FPISTLE    TO    MISS    LUCY    ATKYNS, 

BY    LORD    BOLINGBROKE. 

DEAR>  thoughtlefs  Clara,  to  my  verfe  attend; 
Believe,  for  once^  thy  loyer  and  thy  friend. 
Heaven  to  each  fex  has  various  gifts  affignM, 
And  fhewn  an  equal  care  of  human-kind ; 
Strength  does  to  man's  imperial  race  belong. 
To  yours  that  beauty  which  fubdues  the  flrong; 
But  as  our  ftrength  when  mifapply'd  is  loft. 
And  what  ihould  fave,  urges  our  ruin  moft ; 
Juftfo,  when  beauty  proftituted  lies. 
Of  bawds  the  prey,  of  rakes  th'  abandon*d  prize. 
Women  no  more  their  empire  can  maintain. 
Nor  hope,  vile  flaves  of  luft,  by  love  to  reign; 
Superior  charms  but  make  their  cafe  the  worfe. 
And  what  fhould  be  their  bleffing,  proves  their  curfe. 
Oh,  nymph!  that  might,  reclin'd  on  Cupid's  breaft,. 
Like  Pfyche,  foothe  the  god  of  love  to  reft ; 
Or,  if  ambition  mov'd  thee,  Jove  enthral, 
Brandifh  his  thunder,  and  dire6l  it's  fall ; 
Survey  thyfelf,  contemplate  cv^ry  grace 
Of  that  fweet  form,  of  that  angelick  face; 

Th^ 
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Then«  Clara^  fay,  were  thofe  delicions  charms 

Meant  for  lewd  brothels,  and. rude  ruffians  arms  ? 

No,  Clara,  no  !  that  perfon,  and  that  mind. 

Were  form'd  by  Nature,  and  by  Heav'n  deiign'^^ 

For  nobler  ends :  to  thefe  return,  tho'  late ; 

Return  to  thefe,  and  fo  avert  thy  fate. 

Think,  Clara,  think,  (nor  will  that  thought  be  vain) 

Thy  flave,  thy  Harry,  doomed  to  drag  his  chain 

Of  love,  ill-treated  and  abus'd,  that  he 

From  more  inglorious  chains  might  refcu.e  thee» 

Thy  drooping  health  reflor'd ;  by  his  fond  care. 

Once  more  thy  beauty  it's  full  lullre  wear: 

Mov'd  by  his  love,  by  his  example  taught. 

Soon  (hall  thy  foul,  once  more  with  virtue  fraught^ 

With  kind  and  gen'rous  truth  thy  bofom  warm. 

And  thy  fair  mind,  like  thy  fair  perfon,  charm. 

To  virtue,  thus,  and  to  thyfelf  reftor'd. 

By  alladmir'd,  by  one  alone  ador'd. 

Be  to  thy  Harry  ever  kind  and  tru6. 

And  live  for  him  who  more  than  dies  for  yon. 


THE    SPLENDID    SHILLING, 

BY,    MR.    J.     PHILLIPS.    ^ 


«c 


-  Sing,  heavenly  Mufe ! 


*'  Things  unattemptcd  yet,  in  profe  or  rhyme  j'*  * 

A  Shilling,  Breeches,  and  Chimeras  dire. 

HAPPY  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  ilrife,       I 
In  filken  or  in  leathern  purfe  retains 
A  fplendid  (hilling.    He  ncr  hears  with  pain 
New  oyfters  cry'd,  nor  fighs  for  chearful  ale: 

But.  with  his  friends,  when  nightly  mifts  arife,  ■      " 

To  Juniper's  Magpye,  or  Town  Kail  repairs ;-  •  •  •• 

Where,  mindful  of  the  nymph,  whofe  wanton  eye*  "•     ^ 

Transfix'd  his  foul>  and  .kindled  amorous  fUmcs,  ,:.  -• 

1 2  C.\Aa^» 
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ChIoe»  or  Phillis,  he  each  circling  glafs 
Wifheth  tier  health,  and  joy«  and  equal  love. 
Meanwhile  he  fmoaks  and  laughs  at  merry  tale> 
Or  pun  ambiguous,  or  conundrum  quaint. 
But  I,  whom  griping  penury  furrounds. 
And  hanger,  fure  attendant  upon  want, 
Witk  fcanty  offals,  and  finall  acid  tiff, 
(Wretched  repaft!)  my  meagre  corfe  fuftain : 
Then  folitary  walk,  or  doze  at  home 
In  garret  vile,  and  with  a  warmhrg  pnff^ 
Regale  chill'd  fingen;  or,  from  tube  as  black 
As  winter  chimney  or  well-polHh'd  jet. 
Exhale  Mundungus,  ill-perfaming  fcent; 
Not  bladcer  tube,  nor  of  a  fhorter  fize, 
Smoaks  Cambro-Briton  (vers'd  in  pedigree. 
Sprung  from  Cadwallader  and  Arthur,  kingt 
Full  famous  in  romantick  tale)  when  he 
O'er  many  a  craggy  hill,  and  barren  cliffy 
Vpon  a  cargo  of  &m'd  Cefbian  cheefe. 
High  over-ihadowing  rides,  with  a  deiign 
To  vend  his  wares,  or  at  th'  Arvonian  mart. 
Or  Maridunum,  or  the  ancient  town 
Ydip^d  Brechinia;  or  where  Vaga's  (beam 
Encircles  Ariconium,  fruitful  (oil. 
Whence  flow  neftareous  wines,  that  well  may  vie 
With  Maflic,  Setin,  or  renown'd  Falern. 

7*hus,  whale  my  joylefe  minutes  tedious  Row, 
With  looks  demure,  and  filent  pace,  a  Dun« 
Horrible  monfter !  hated  by  gods-  and  inen> 
To  my  aerial  dtadel  afcends :  - 
With  vocal  heel  thrice  thund'ring  at  my  gates^ 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls ;  I  know 
The  voice  ill-boding,  and  the  folemn  found. 
What  Ihould  I  do  ?  or  whither  turn  ?  Amaz'd^ 
Confounded^  to  the  dark  recefs  I  fly 
Of 'Wood»h(dei  llraight  my  briftUng  hairs  ereft 


Thn^ 
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Tkro*  fuddcn  fear  ;  a  diilly  Aveat  bedews 

My  fhadd'ring  limbs,  and  (wonderfal  to  tell !) 

My  tongue  forgets  her  faculty  of  fpeech ; 

So  horrible  he  feems !  His  faded  brow 

EntrenchM  with  many  a  frown,  and  conick  beard. 

And  fpreading  band,  admir'd  by  modern  faints, 

DifaiProus  a6b  forebode ;  in  his  right-hand 

Long  fcrolls  of  paper  folemnly  he  waves. 

With  charadters  and  figures  dire  infcrib'il. 

Grievous  to  mortal  eyes ;  (ye  gbds,'  avert 

Such  plagues  from  righteous  men ! )  Behind  him  iUlki 

Another  monfler,  not  unlike  himieH*, 

Sullen  of  afpeft,  by  the  vulgar  cali'd 

A  Catchpole,  whofe  polluted  hands  the  godsp 

With  force  incredible,  and  magick  charms, 

Firft  have  endu'd ;  if  he  his  ample  palm 

Should  haply  on  ill-fated  flioulder  lay 

Of  debtor,  ftraight  his  body,  to  the  touch 

Obfequious,  (as  whilom  knights  were  wont) 

To  fome  inchanted  caftle  is  conveyed. 

Where  gates  impregnable,  and  coercive  ch^s. 

In  durance  ftri£t  detain  him,  till,  in  form 

"Of  money,  Pallas  fets  the  captive  irtt. 

B'eware,  ye  debtors !  when  ye  walk  beware. 
Be  circumfped ;  oft  with  infidious  ken 
This  caitiff*  eyes  your  fteps  aloof,  and  oft 
Lies  perdue  in  a  nook  or  gloomy  cave. 
Prompt  to  inchant  fqme  inadvertent  wretch 
With  his  unha11ow*d  touch.     So  (poets  fing) 
Grimalkin,  to  domeilick  vermin  fworn 
An  everlafling  foe,  with  watchful  eye 
Lies  nightly  brooding  o'er  a  chinky  gap. 
Protending  her  fell  claws,  to  thoughtlefs  mice 
Sure  ruin.    So  her  difembowelPd  web 
Arachne  i^  a  hall  or  kitchen  fpreads, 
Obvious  to  vagrant  flies  ;  (h^  fecret  ftand^ 
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Within  her  woven  cell ;  the  hamming  prey^ 
Regardlefs  of  their  fate>  rufh  on  the  toils 
inextricable^  nor  will  aught  avail 
Their  arts,  or  arms,  or  fhapeis  of  lovely  hue ; 
The  wafp  iniidious,  and  the  buzzing  drone. 
And  butterfly  proud  of  expanded  wings 
DiitinA  with  gold,  entangled  in  her  fnares, 
Ufelefs  refiftance  make :  with  eager  flrides. 
She  tow'ring  flies  to  her  expe£led  fpoils ; 
Then  with  envenomed  jaws  the  vital  blood 
Drinks  of  relu6lant  foes,  and  to  her  cave 
Their  bulky  carcafes  triumphant  drags. 

So  pafs  my  days.    But,  when  nocturnal  ihades 
This  world  invelope,  and  th'  inclement  air 
Ferfuades  men  to  repel  benumbing  frofts 
With  pleafant  wines,  and  crackling  blaze  of  wood ; 
Me  lonely  fitting,  nor  the  glimmering  light 
Of  make-weight  candle,  nor  the  joyous  talk 
Of  loving  friend,  delights;  diflrefs'd,  forlorn, 
Amidil  the  horrors  of  the  tedious  night. 
Darkling  I  flgh,  and  feed  with  difmal  thoughts 
My  anxious  mind  ;  or  fometimes  mournful  vcrk 
Indite,  and  fing  of  groves  and  myrtle  fliadesj 
Or  defperate  lady  neiar  a  purling  ftream. 
Or  lover  pendent  on  a  willow-tree. 
Meanwhile,  I  labour  with  eternal  drought. 
And  refllefs  wifh  and  rave;  my  parched  throat 
Finds  no  relief,  nor  heavy  eyes  repofe : 
But  if  a  fl umber  haply  does  invade 
My  weary  limbs,  my  fancy's  ftill  awake. 
Thoughtful  of  drink,  and  eager,  in  a  drea;n. 
Tipples  imaginary  pots  of  ale, 
In  vain— awake,  I  find  the  fettled  third 
-    Still  gnawing,  and  the  pleafant  phantom  cnrfe*    . 
Thus  do  I  live,  from  pleafure  quite  debarr'd. 
Nor  taile  the  fruits  that  the  fun's  genial  rays 

Mature, 
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Mature,  johii-apple,  nor  the  downy  peach. 

Nor  walnnt  in  roqgh-furrow'd  coat  fecure, 

IsTor  medlar  fruit  delicious  in  decay. 

Affli^ons  great !  yet  greater  ftill  remain : 

My  galligafkins,  that  have  long  witbflood 

The  winter's  fury,  and  encroaching  frofts. 

By  time  fubdu'd,  (what  will  not  time  fubdae !) 

An  horrid  chafm  difclofe,  with  orifice 

Wide,  difcontinuous;  at  which  the  winds, 

Eurus  and  Aufter,  and  the  dreadful  force 

Of  Boreas,  that  congeals  the  Cronian  waves* 

Tamultaous  enter  with  dire  chilling  blafts. 

Portending  agues.     Thus  a  well-fraught  (hip. 

Long  fail'd  fecure,  or  thro*  th'  ^gean  deep. 

Or  the  Ionian,  till  cruifing  near 

The  Lilybean  fhore,  with  hideous  crulh 

On  Scylla,  or  Chary bdis,  (dang'rous  rocks) 

She  flrikes  rebounding;  whence  the  fhatter'd  oak* 

So  fierce  a  (hock  unable  to  withftand, 

Admits  the  fea :  in  at  the  gaping  fide 

The  crouding  waves  gufti  with  impetuous  rage, 

Refiftlefs,  overwhelming !  Horrors  feize 

The  mariners;  death  in  their  eyes  appears; 

They  flare,  they  lave,  they  pump,  they  fwear,  they  pray : 

(Vain  efforts! )  (till  the  battering  waves  rufh  iuj 

Jmplacable;  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam, 

^he  (hip  finks  found'ring  in  the  vaft  abyfs,  * 
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ELGIVA      TO      EDWY*. 

BY    MRS.    HAMPDEN    PYE^ 

IP  yet  thy  thoughts  confefs  their  former  flame> 
If  Edwy*s  heart  ilill  owns  Elgiva's  name, 
|n  thefe  fad  lines,  my  grief,  my  paffion  trace, 
Tbo'  tears  the  mournful  numbers  half  eiFace; 
Condemned  in  ^eafelefs  abfence  to  deplore 
A  wretched  exile  on  lerne's  fhore ; 
Since  that  fad  d.ay,  tha^  ever  fatal  hour. 
That  made  us  vidims  to  proud  Odo's  pow'r. 
Who  dar'd  abufe  Religion's  facred  name. 
And  brand  with  fancied  crimes  our  fpotlefs  fame* 

Here  while  I  waile  the  lone  unfocial  day, 
Unconquer'd  Love  exerts  his  tyrant  fway ; 
Here  bufy  Memory  paijits  in  glowing  hue. 
The  happy  fcenes  when  life  and  love  were  new. 
E'en  now  I  fee  thee,  gaze  on  all  thy  charms. 
And  court  the  phantom  toi  my  longing  arms. 
My  king,  my  hero,  rifes  to  my  fight. 
In  yp|ith,  in  beauty,  and  in  glory  bright  \ 

•  Zdwfi  king  of  that  part  of  England  formerly  called  Weflesfj  a  prince* 
-9o{Tefftd  of  the  ipoft  amiable  endowments  both  of  mind  and  body,  but  t  pro* 
feiTed  enemy  to  church  power,  fell  in  love  with  and  married  Elgiva,  a  lady  of 
confummat^  beauty  and  virtue,  nearly  related  to  him.  A  marriage  contradedr 
itnucr  fuch  fortunate  aufpiccs,  feemed  to  promiic  happinefs,  not  only  to  the 
royal  pair  but  to  the  whole  kingdom  ^  when  fuddenly  their  union  was  di^rbcd 
by  the  interpofition  of  Odo,  Archbtfhop  of  Canterbury,  a  proud  and  ambitious 
prelate,  who  declared  their  marriage  illegal,  by  reafon  of  their  being  too  near 
a- kin :  and>  notviithflanding  all  the  efforts  of  the  king  to  prevent  it,  ihe  Vas 
m^ked  on  ti|e  forehead  with  a  red-hot  iron,  branded  with  the  name  of  an  a- 
«lultreft,  and  bani/hed  to  Ireland;  frbm  whence  (he  is  fuppofed  to  have  written 
the  following  letter  to  her  hulband*  She  aftervards  attempted  to  make  her' 
eicape  into  England,  in  order  to  fly  to  the  king„  but  V^as  fcizcd  by  fome  of 
pdo*s  party,  and  b^rharoufiy  i^urdered*     Hvmz* 
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Thofe  radiant  eyes,  that  thro'  their  iilken  feaca 
Would  oft  on  mine  their  humid  beams  difpenfc} 
The  auburn  locks,  that  with  redundant  flow 
Wave  in  fweet  contrail  o'er  a  front  of  fnow  ; 
The  downy  bloom  that  mantles  on  thy  cheek. 
Where  Health  and  Temperance  diftin&ly  fpeak; 
The  lips  whofe  tints  out-^bluih  the  mofs-dad  roie^ 
Whence  the  foft  voice  in  founds  perfuaiive  flows  | 
That  voice  harmonious,  where  the  Graces  meet. 
Strong  as  thy  fenfe,  and  as  thy  temper  fweet* 

Canil  thou  forget  the  vows  of  endlefs  truth, 
Lifp'd  in  our  childhood^  and  confirm'd  in  yottth^ 
No  fenfual,  low,  inelegant  defire. 
It's  drofs  e'er  mingled  with  our  facredfire: 
Nor  care,  nor  flrife,  nor  jealoufy  we  kaew. 
But  wing'd  with  blifs  the  tender  moments  flew* 
O  day  of  rapture !  when  my  willing  hand 
To  thine  was  yielded  at  a  fire's  command ; 
And  witnefs  every  power  that  guides  the  hearty 
No  joy  to  me  could  royalty  impart. 
My  unambitious  mind,  engrofs'd  by  thee. 
With  carelefs  eye  view'd  regal  pageantry : 
In  thee  was  center'd  all  that  blefles  life; 
More  than  thy  queen  >  Elgiva  was«— thy  wife  I 
Ah!  little  thought  we  that  the  nuptial  bands. 
Should  foon  be  rent  by  facrilegious  hands ; 
And  fondly  dream'd/  from  all  but  death  fecttre« 
Oar  loves  as  long  as  beings  fhou Id  endure; 
Bat  Odo  comes  I  diflblves  the  heaven trolPd  vow« 
And  ftamps  difhonour  on  my  matron  brow ; 
Drags  me  expiring  from  thy  warm  embrace. 
An  exil'd  outcaft  from  the  human  race. 
Throbs  there  a  heart  with  hopelefs  love  like  minCg 
Tom  from  a  youth  whofe  ifierit  equals  thine? 
She,  only  flie,  by  kindred  pangs  can  tell. 
The  death4ike  anguifli  of  our  hSL  farawd. 
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Religion !  hareft  daughter  of  the  ikies. 
Guide  and  protedrefs  of  the  good  and  wife ; 
Thy  tenets  only  would  mankind  obey, 
Chear'd  and  illum'd  by  Truth's  unerring  ray^ 
Curs'd  faperftition  (hould  no  longer  reign. 
But  thou  and  Reafon  equal  rule  maintain ; 
From  prieftly  power  unite  to  fnatch  the  rod. 
And  vindicate  the  injur'd  laws  of  God. 
Then  cloiiler'd  Beauty  would  no  longer  mourn. 
From  each  endearing  tie  untimely  torn  ; 
No  longer  modes  of  faith  divide  the  world. 
Nor  Perfecution's  banners  be  unfurFd. 
A  widow'd  bed  I  then  might  ne'er  have  known. 
Nor  wept  my  Edwy's  kindred  blood  to  own. 

But  thee,  my  love,  may  every  bleBing  wait ; 
.  Still  be  renowa'd,  be  happy,  and  be  gfeat ! 
Soon  may  a  fairer  bride  fupply  my  place. 
And  give  increafe  to  thy  imperial  race ! 
— Difbading  thought !  another  ihare  thy  Ipvel 
The  killing  image  from  my  ibul  remove* 
In  v^n  I  ilrive  my  tortor'd  heart  to  fleel, 
I  love  as  woman,  and  as  woman  feel. 
In  vain  thy  wife  that  title  would  refign. 
Since  honour's  laws  muft  ftill  prefeiyc  thee  mine« 
Each  wifh  abftra^ed,  then,  I  ceafe  to  prove. 
And  ^nk  again  the  willing  Aave  of  love ; 
Feel  every  fenfein  ftoods  of  londneft  loft. 
By  doubts  divided,  smd  by  paffioa  tofs'-d. 

Ah !  littU  think  the  herd  that  envy  kings» 
The  train  of  ills  that  pnrpk  grcatne^  brbgs; 
Their  broken  fluipbers,  their  unquiet  days. 
Their  fear  of  faction,  and  their  thiift  of  ftaik : 
Compell'd  eacb  foft  aSe^tion  to  refign, 
A  painful  offering,  at  ambition's  flxrine! 

Sweet  Mediocri^  1  to  thee  alone. 
Virtue  and  happincfii  «c«  Imlx  knowa* 


I. . 
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l^th  thee  the  youth  whofe  choice  ele^ls  a  bride. 
Grows  old  in  pleafures  by  her  faithful  iide. 
The  fummer's  walk^  -the  winter's  chearful  fire. 
The  fure  fruition  of  each  calm  defire. 
Bids  life  glide  on,  one  fcene  of  mild  repofe^ 
Till  death,  without  a  pang,  their  eyelids  clofe. 

Had  we  been  bom  to  know  this  blifsful  (late. 
Thy  lot  as  humble  as  thy  foul  is  great ; 
And  I  diilingui(ii*d  by  thy  love  alone, 
Unenvied  happinefs  had  been  our  own. 
But  now,  ah  I  fad  rcverfe,  to^ tears  a  prey,  ^ 

Hope,  even  Hope !  denies  her  cheating  ray : 
For  ftill  when  deep  would  yield  a  (hort  relief. 
And  worn  out  nature  grant  a  paufe  to  grief. 
Some  dreadful  vifion  ever  haunts  my  foul. 
Storms  feem  to  rife,  and  burfting  thunders  roll. 
The  winds  unchain'd,  o*er  troubled  oceans  fweep. 
And  tenfold  horrors  vex  the  foaYniiig  deep. 
Yet  to^  rejoin  my  love,  my  fteps  I  ^uide. 
And  fearlefs  feek  to  climb  the  veflel's  fide. 
Sadden  I'm  ftiz'd ;  a  ruffian  bahd  appears,  * 
Deaf  to  my  cries,  regardlefs  of  my  tears :      * 
Their  favage  hands  my  trembling  limbs  difgrace. 
And  my  once  flatter'd  features  all  deface ; 
E'en  from  his  ihanfion  drive  my  bofom's  lord. 
And  rend  the  fhrine  where  Edwy  is  adorM  ! 

But  tho'  prophetick  dreams  niy  fate  foretel, 
Tho'  coward  /ears  in  this  weak  heart  rebel. 
Love  fBU  prevails^  atid  bids  me  urge  my  flight. 
To  meet  the  thr^ateh'd  flroke  in  Ed^Vy*s  fight'. " 
111  can  that  princ^  his  people's  rights  prote6t. 
Who  tamely  yields  his  6^fi  with  cold  liegled; 
Then  hafle,  my  king,  tttil  thy  injur'd  wife. 
Or  take  (I  prize  it  not)  my  forfeit  life : 
For  death  c^  fure  ho  terrors  wear  to  me^ 
Who  more  than  life'Have  Ib%  ih  lofing  tK6e» 

Kz  ELEGY. 
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OCCA8IONBD  BY  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY* 
BY    DR.    BEATTIE. 

STILL  (hall  unthinking  man  fubftantial  deem 
The  forms  that  fleet  thro'  life's  deceitful  dream! 
On  clouds,  where  fancy's  beam  amufive  plays. 
Shall  heedlefs  hope  his  tow'ring  fabrick  raife! 
Till  at  death's  touch  th'  ideal  glories  fly. 
And  real  fcenes  ru(h  difmal  on  the  eye ; 
And,  from  Elyflan  flumbers  rudely  torn. 
The  ftartled  foul  awakes,  to  think,  and  mounu 

O  ye^  whofe  hours  in  jocund  train  advance, 
Whofe  fpirits  to  the  fong  of  gladnefs  dance; 
Who  flowery  fcenes  in  endlefs  view  furvey. 
Glittering  in  beams  of  vifionary  day ! 
O !  yet  while  fate  delays  th'  impending  woe. 
Be  rouz'd  to  thought,  anticipate  the  blow; 
Left,  like  the  lightning's  glance,  the  fudden  ill 
Flafh  to  confound,  and  penetrate  to  kill: 
Left,  thus  encompafs'd  with  funereal  gloom. 
Like  me  ye  bend  o'er  fome  untimely  tomb. 
Pour  your  wild  ravings  in  Night's  frighted  ear. 
And  half  pronounce  Heaven's  facred  doom  fevere. 

Wife !  beauteous !  good !  O  every  grace  combin' j^ 
That  charqis  the  eye,  that  captivates  the  mind ! 
Fair  as  the  flowret  opening  on  the  morn, 
Whofe  leaves  bright  drops  of  liquid  pearl  adorn ! 
Sweet,  as  the  downy-pinion'd  gale,  that  roves 
To  gather  fragrance  in  Arabian  groves ! 
Mild,  as  the  ftrains,  that,  at  the  clofe  of  day, 
Wvbling  rempte,  along  t)ie  vale$  decay! 

Yet, 
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Yet,  why  with  thefc  compar'd  ?  What  tints  fo  fine. 

What  fweehiefs^  mildnefs,  can  be  match'd  with  thine? 

Why  roam  abroad?  fince  ftill,  to  fancy V  eyes, 

I  fee,  I  fee  thy  lovely  form  arife ! 

Still  let  me  gaac,  and  every  care  beguile. 

Gaze  on  that  cheek,  where  all  the  graces  fmtie  4 

That  foul-expreffing  eye,  benignly  bright. 

Where  meeknefs  beams  ineffable  delight ; 

That  browj  where  wifdom  fits  enthron'd  ferene^    ' 

Each  feature  forms,  and  dignifies  the  mien  ; 

Still  let  me  liften,  while  her  words  impart 

The  fweet  effnfions  of  the  blamelefs  heart; 

* 

Till  all  my  foul,  each  tumult  charm'd  away. 
Yields,  gently  led,  to  virtue's  eafy  fway. 

By  thee  infpir'd,  O  Virtue,  age  is  young. 
And  mufick  warbles  from  the  faultering  tongue } 
Thy  ray  creative  chears  the  clouded  brow. 
And  decks  the  faded  cheek  with  rofy  glow, 
brightens  the  joylefs  afpe£t,  and  fupplies 
Pure  heavenly  lufire  to  the  languid  eyes : 
Each  look,  each  adion,  while  it  awes,  invites. 
And  age  with  every  yduthful  grace  delights. 
But  when  youth's  living  bloom  refleds  thy  beai^s, 
Refifiltfs  on  the  view  the  glory  fireams, 
Th'  extatick  breafi  triumphant  virtue  warms. 
And  beauty  dazzles  with  angelick  charms. 

Ah,  whither  fled  1 — ^ye  dear  ilJufions,  flay! 
Lo,  pale  and  fileat  lies  the  lovely  clay  I 
How  are. the  rofes  on  that  lip  decay'd. 
Which  health  in  ail  the  pride  of  bloom  array 'd  ! 
Health  on  her  form  each  fprightly  grace  befiow'4 ; 
With  a£tive  life  each  fpeaking  feature  glow'd* 
Fair  was  the  flower,  and  foft  the  verflal  fky ; 
Elate  with  hope  w^  deem'd  no  tempeft  nighi 
When,  lo!  a  whirlwind's  inflantaneous  guft 
l^eft  aU  it's  beauties  withering  in  the  duft« 

AU 
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All  cold  the  hand  that  footh'd  woe's  weary  head ! 
All  quench'd  the  eye  the  pitying  tear  that  ihed ! 
All  mate  the  voice  whofe  plcafing  accents  ftole, 
Infnfing  balm  into  the  rankled  foul? 
O  death,  why  arm  with  cruelty  thy  power* 
And  fpare  the  weed,  yet  lop  the  lovely  flow'r? 
Why  fly  thy  (hafts  in  lawlefs  error  driven  ? 
Is  virtue,  then,  no  more  the  care  of  Heaven  I 

But  peace,  bold  thought !  be  dill,  my  burfting  heart! 
We,  not  Eliza,  felt  the  fatal  dart. 
Scap'd  the  dark  dungeon,  does  the  flave  complain^ 
Nor  blefs  the  hand  that  broke  the  galling  chain  ? 
Say,  pines  not  virtue  for  the  lingering  mom. 
On  this  dark  wild  condemn'd  to  roam  forlorn  ? 
Where  reafon's  meteor-rays,  with  iickly  glow. 
O'er  the  dun  gloom  a  dreadful  glimmering  throw; 
Difcloiing  dubious,  to  th'  affrighted  eye, 
O'erwhelming  mountains  totteHng  from  on  high* 
Black  billowy  feas  in  ilorms  perpetual  tofs'd* 
And  weary  ways  in  wildering  labyrinths  loft* 
O  happy  ftroke,  that  burfts  the  bonds  of  clay* 
Darts  thro'  the  rending  gloom  the  blaze  of  day* 
And  winds  the  foul  with  boundlefs  flight  to  ibar* 
Where  dangers  threat,  and  fears  alarm  no  more ! 

Tranfporting  thought !  here  let  me  wipe  away 
The  falling  tear*  and  wake  a  bolder  lay  : 
But,  ah!  afrefli  the  fwimming  eye  o'erflows; 
Nor  check  the  tear  that  flreams  for  human  woes. 
Lo!  o'er  her  dud,  in  fpeechlefs  anguifh,  bend 
The  hopelefs  parent,  hufl>and*  brother,  friend! 
How  vain  the  hope  of  man !  but  ceafe  thy  fbain^ 
Nor  forrow's  dread  folemnity  prophane ; 
Mix'd  with  yon  drooping  mourners,  o'er  her  bier* 
|n  fllencc^  flied  the  fympathetick  tear* 
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ODE    ON    TRUE    GREATNESS. 

BY    MR.    HUDSON. 

LE  T  who  will  climb  the  towcry  ftecp 
Of  fovercignty,  with  flippcry  ftrides^ 
Where  on  the  bofom  of  the  deep 

Below  the  pitchy  pinnace  rides  : 
A  death's  head  flag  unfurlM  to  view^ 
Waves  ghalUy;  and  a  fable  cr^w 

Gaze  from  the  deck>'  and  feem  to  wait, 
Dafli'd  down  the  pointed  rocks^  (he  rafli  anfortanate* 

Mine  be  the  low  and  level  way« 

Amid  the  quiet  vale  to  ftray, 
Safeinfbme  fylvan  lodge  to  dwells 

And  loU'd  by  the  clear  ftream  that  fpeeds 

By  (hallow  fords  to  milling  reeds«  • 
And  fmali  lakes  fring'd  with  homely  afpodel. 

There  fits  the  calm,  the  rural  fage. 

With  Nature's  volume  fair  in  view ; 
And  meditates  the  flii'ning  page 

Replete  with  wonders  ever  new : 
While  Wifdom  points,  on  either  hand ; 
Where  plants,  and  herbs,  and  flowrets  (land 

In  emerald  groves,  and  (hadowy  glades. 
In  forzy  moors,  or  mufky-fmelling  meads. 

Truth,  in  htr  liquid  glafs  ferene. 

To  him  explains  each  moral  fcene  : 
Oft,  in  the  downward  ikies,  a  train 

Of  tinfelinfeds  he  furveys. 

Or  glow-worm  with  fallacious  blaze, 
Joft  emblem  of  court  greatnefs,  frail  and  vain. 
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Oft  in  his  woodland  walk  he  flops  to  mark 

The  fpirited  and  youthful  lark, 
Warn'd  by  the  dawning  in  the  dappled  eaft. 

Lift  his  melodious  flight  thro'  upper  air ; 
Late  the  low  tenant  of  the  rafhy  neft 

Now  iings  unrivall'd  in  his  radiant  (phere. 
The  pondering  hermit  then  fees  merit  roam. 
Above  the  nur flings  of  the  conrtly  dome. 
On  glory's  fparkling  wheels,  rais'd  from  it's  humble  dome« 

Firfl  of  the  families  of  fame. 

That  Rome's  imperial  city  grace. 
From  rural  huts  and  hamlets  came 

The  Fabian  and  Fabrician  race ; 
With  that  firm  judge  that  could  contemi^ 
And  banifh  the  proud  diadem. 

To  Sabine  fields  (he  owes  the  vine, 
Whofe  tendrils  yet  round  virtue's  column  twine ; 

Which  braves  oppreflion's  wint'ry  breath. 

And  flands  the  icy  touch  of  death. 
The  leailefs  flock  that  fortune  dooms 

To  wither  with  returning  fpring 
(While  the  glad  flocks  of  freedom  fmg) 
Frofufe  of  p romis'd  fweets,  with  double  vigour  blooms* 

Hark  i   hark  !    'tis  Brutus'  name  I  hear, 

Join'd  with  his  fair,  heroick  bride ; 
To  Honour's  hallow'd  fane  they  fleer 

Along  the  favourable  tide  ;  , 
To  her  and  fafety  there  to  place 
I'hc  tablet,  vow'd  to  human  race :  . 

Blow,  every  kind  and  gentle  gale 
Of  gratitude,  and  fan  the  fwelling  fail. 

High  on  a  fleecy  couch  reclin'd. 

Of  white  and  amber  clouds  combined, 
^me's  Genius  lifts  his  augufl  head ; 


Hot 
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Now  flow  defcending  nearer  di*aws> 

Hail'd  with  the  popular  applaufe. 
And  bids  the  folemn  pageantry  proceed* 
Go,  the  triumphal  ornaments  difplaj; 

Ye  facred  Salii  kad  the  way : 
Next  led  the  order  of  Patrician  blood. 

In  awful  march  a  numerous  train  compofe^ 
And  foUow'd  by  the  jubilating  crowd  ; 

As  Cybele  thro'  Phrygian  cities  goes, 
MajelHck,  and  with  golden  turrets  -crown'd  : 
A  hundred  gods  her  gorgeous  car  furround, 
A  thoufand  tongues  acclaim ;  the  clanging  cymbals  {buac(# 


IL      BKLLICOSO. 

BY    MR.     MASON. 

HENCE,  dull  lethargick  Peace, 
Born  in  fome  hoary  Beadfman's  cell  obfcnre; 

Or  in  Circsean  bower, 
"Where  Manhood  dies,  arid  Reafon's  vigils  ceafe; 

Hie  to  congenial  clitnes. 
Where  fome  feraglio's  downy  tyrant  reigns ; 

Or  where  Italian  fwains, 
Midft  wavy  fliades,  and  myrtle-blooming  bowers, 

Lnll  their  ambrofial  hours. 
And  deck  with  languid  trills  their  tinkling  rhymes* 
But  rouze,  thou  god  by  furies  drefs'd. 
In  helm  with  Tertt)r's  plumed  creft> 
In  adamantine  fteel  bedight^ 
Gliftening  formidably  bright. 
With  ftep  unfix'd,  and  afpea  wild  t 
Jealous  Juno's  raging  child. 
Who  thee  conceiv'd  in  Flora's  bowdri 
By  touch  of  rare  Olenian  flower: 
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Oft  the  goddefs  figh'd  in  vain. 
Envying  Jove's  proli£ck  brain« 
And  oft  (he  ftray'd  Olympus  round. 
Till  this  fpecifick  help  fhe  found  ; 
Then  fruitful  grown,  Ihe  quits  the  (kies. 
To  Thracia's  fanguine  plain  fhe  hies ; 
There  teems  thee  forth,  of  nervous  mould. 
Haughty,  furious,  fwift,  and  bold. 
Names  thee  Mars,  and  bids  thee  call 
The  world  from  Pleafure's  flowery  thrall. 
Come,  then.  Genius  of  the  war. 
Roll  me  in  thy  iron  car ; 
And  while  thy  courfers  pierce  the  fky. 
Breathing  fury  as  they  fly. 
Let  Courage  hurry  fwift  before. 
All  ftain'd  around  with  purple  gore. 
And  Vidtory  follow  clofe  behind. 
With  wreath  of  palm  and  laurel  join'd. 
While  high  above,  fair  Fame  afl!umes 
Her  place,  and  waves  her  eagle  plumes. 
Then  let  the  trumpet  fwell  the  note. 
Roaring  rough  thro'  brazen  throat; 
Let  the  drum  fonorous  beat. 
With  thick  vibrations  hoarfely  fwcet; 
Boxen  hautboys  too  be  found. 
Nor  be  mifs'd  the  fife's  flirill  found; 
Nor  yet  the  bagpipe's  fwelling  llrain. 
Solace  fweet  to  Highland  fwain. 
Whether  on  fome  mouhtain's  brow. 
Now  fqueaking  high,  now  droning  low. 
He  plays  deft  lilts  to  Scottifh  lafs. 
Tripping  it  o'er  the  pliant  grafs. 
Or  whether  in  the  battle's  f^ay. 
He  lively  pipes  a  bolder  layj 
The  bolder  lay  (fuch  magick  rdgns 
In  all  it's  moving  Phrygian  ftr^ns) 
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Difperfes  fwift  to  all  the  train, 
Fary  ftem,  and  pale  Difdain;   • 
Strikes  every  fire  from  every  mind. 
Nor  leaves  one  latent  fpark  behind. 
Bear  me  now  to  tented  ground. 
Where  gaudy  ftreamcrs  wave  around. 
Where  Britain's  enfigns  high  difplay'dj 
Lend  the  earth  a  fcarlet  fhade ; 
And,  pikes  and  fpears,  and  lances  gay. 
Glitter  in  the  folar  ray ; 
Here  1*11  join  the  hardy  crowd,  . 
As  they  fport  in  gamefome  mood, 
WrefUing  on  the  circled  ground. 
Wreathing  limbs  with  limbs  around; 
Or  as  they  pitch  the  maiTy  bar. 
Or  teach  the  difk  to  whiz  in  air ; 
And  when  night  returns,  regale 
With  chat  full  blunt,^  and  chirping  ale ; 
While  fome  voice  of  manly  bafc 
Sings  my  darling  Chevy  Chace  ; 
How  the  child  that's  yet  unborn. 
May  rue  Earl  Percy's  hound  and  horn; 
How  Witherington  in  doleful  dnmps> 
Fought  right  valiant  on  his  dumps ; 
And  many  a  knight  and  fquire  full  gay 
At  mom,  at  night  were  clad  in  clay; 
While  firft  and  laft  we  join  and  fing, 
*  God  profper  long  our  noble  king  l* 
And  when  midnight  fpreads  around 
Her  fable  veilments  on  the  ground. 
Hence  I'll,  for  a  ftudious  fe^t. 
To  ibme  ilrong  citadel  retreat; 
By  ditch  and  rampart  high  ypent. 
And  battery  ftrong  and  battlement ! 
There,  in  fome  ilate-room,  richly  dight 
With  maily  coats  and  faplchions  bright, 

J.  z  Emblazoned 
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Emblazon'd  ibields  of  quaint  imprefsf 

And  a  whole  army's  glittering  drcfs. 

While  the  taper  bumeth  blue, 

(As  Brutus  erft  was  wont  to  do) 

Let  me  turn  the  ample  page 

Of  fome  grave  hiftorick  fage. 

Or  in  Homer's  facred  fong 

Mix  the  Grecian  bards  among  $ 

Nellor  wife  with  filver'd  head. 

Ana  Ajax  ftern,  and  Diomed, 

And  many  more,  whofe  wonderous  might 

Could  equal  e'en  the  gods  in  fight ; 

Or  lift  to  Virgil's  epick  lyre. 

Or  lofty  Lucan  wrapp'din  fire ; 

But  rather  far  let  Shakefpeare's  Mufe 

Her  genuine  Britifh  fires  difFufe ; 

And  brifkly  with  her  iliagick  ftrain 

Hurry  me  to  Gallick  plain, 

Juft  when  each  patriot  Talbot  bleeds, 

Or  when  Heaven-profper'^  Harry  leads 

His  troops  with  feyei^rfold  courage  fteel'd^     ^ 

To  Agincourt's  immortal  field. 

But  when  th'  embattled  troops  advance, 

O  Mars,  my  every  thought  entrance  ! 

Guide  me,  thundering  martial  god. 

Guide  thro'  Glory's  arduous  roadl 

While  hailing  bullets  round  me  fly. 

And  human  thunders  fhake  the  Iky, 

While  crowds  of  heroes  heap  the  ground. 

And  dying  groans  are  heard  around. 

With  armour  clanking,  clarions  foundings 

Cannons  bellowing,  fhouts  rebounding; 

Guide  mc,  thunderiftg,  martial  god. 

Guide  thro'  Glory's  arduous  roadl 

But  fhould  on  land  thy  triumphs  ceafe^ 

^till  lead  me  far  frofa  l\ated  feace  ^ 
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Me  bear^  dread  power>  for  warlike  iport, 
'  To  fome  wave-incirqled  fort ; 
Or  (if  it  yield  more  open  iig^t) 
To  fome  hoar  promontory's  height, 
Whofe  high  arch'd  brow  o'erlooks  the  tookt^ 
Where  Tritons  blue  and  Naiads  green^ 
Sportive  from  their  coral  cave. 
Through  the  fluid  chryftal  lave : 
There  eagerly  I  ken  from  far 
AH  the  wafte  of  naval,  war. 
And  catch  a  fympathetick  rage. 
While  the  nun^'rbus  fleets  engage. 
And  every  diflant  fhore  rebounds 
To  the  cannons  rattling  founds. 
And  the  fulphureous  firelhip  rends. 
And  thoufand  fates  around  her  fends. 
And  limbs  difleyer'd  hurPd  on  high. 
Smoke  amid  th'  affrighted  fky. 
Then  let  black  clouds  above  my  head. 
With  gleams  of /carlet  thick  be  fpread. 
With  lightning's  flafh  and  thunder's  growl. 
Suit  the  fpleen  that  fhades  my  foul. 
There,  too,  let  cranes,'  a  numerous  flight. 
With  beaks  and  claw?  rage  bloody  light. 
And  airy  knights  from  every  cloud 
l^rick  forth,  their  armour  rattling  loud  ; 
With  blazing  fwords  and  comets  drear. 
Dragging  a  trail  of' flaming  hair; 
§uch  as  diffused  (heir  banefql  gleam 
O'er  befieg'd  Jerufalem, 
Or  hung  o'er  Rome  ere  Julius  fell,    . 
And  if  old  fages  rightly  fpell. 
Were  ever  deemed  to  forefhow 
Changes  in  our  realms  below. 

And  when  at  length  cold  creeping  Age 
fjtcs^es  ;he  torrent  of  my  rage. 
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Let  me  live  amotigll  a  crew 
Of  invalids^  of  kindred  hue ! 
Of  ibme  main  limb  bereft  by  War, 
Or  blefs'd  with  fome  deep  glorious  fear; 
Scar>  that  endlefs  glory  draws 
From  Liberty  and  Albion's  caufe : 
Then  oft  well  pleas'd  with  them  retire 
To  circle  round  a  fea-coal  fire. 
And  all  our  paft  campaigns  recite. 
Of  Vigo's  fack  and  Blenheim's  fight; 
How  valiant  Rooke  majeHick  trod. 
How  Malbro'  thunder'dj,  half  a  god ! 
And  then,  with  fage  prophetick  eye. 
In  future  battles  to  defcry. 
That  Britain  fhall  not  fail  to  yield 
Equal  generals  for  the  field  ; 
That  France  again  fhall  pour  her  blood. 
And  Danube  roll  a  purpled  flood. 

And  when  my  children  round  me  throng. 
The  fame  grand  theme  fhall  grace  my  tongue  ; 
To  teach  them,  fhould  fair  England  need 
Their  blood,  'tis  theirs  to  wifh  to  bleed  ; 
And,  as  I  fpeak,  to  mark  with  joy 
New  courage  flart  in  every  boy ; 
And  gladfome  read  in  all  their  eyes. 
Each  will  a  future  hero  rife. 
Thefe  delights  if  Mars  afford, 
Mars^  with  thee  I  whet  my  fword* 


IL 
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IL      PACIFIC  O. 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  CONCLUSION    OP  THE  rSACI  OF  AIX-LA* 

CHAPBLLE,   MOCCXLVIII. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

HENCE,  peftilential  Mars, 
Of  fable- veiled  Night  and  Chaos  bred. 

On  matter's  formlefs  bed, 
'Mid  the  harfh  din  of  elemental  jars : 

Hence  with  thy  frantick  crowd, 
Wing'd  Flight,  pale  Terror,  Difcord  cloath'd  in  fire. 

Precipitate  retire; 
While  mad  Bellona  cracks  her  fnaky  thong. 

And  hurries  headlong  on. 
To  Ach'ron's  brink  and  Phlegethon's  flaming  flood. 

Bat  hail,  faif  Peace !  fo  mild  and  meek. 
With  polifh'd  brow  and  rofy  cheek  ; 

That,  on  thy  fleeCe-white  cloud  defcending. 
Hither,  (bft-ey'd  queen,  art  tending 

Gently  o'er  thy  favourite  land. 
To  wave  thy  genial  myrtle  wand  : 

To  ihake  from  off  thy  turtle  wing 
Th'  ambrofial  dews  of  endlefs  ipring ; 

Spring,  like  that,  which  poets  feign 

Gilded  Saturn's  eafy  reign ; 

For  Saturn's  firft-born  daughter  thou ; 

Unlefs,  as  later  bards  avow. 

The  youthful  god  with  fpangled  hair 

Clofely  clafp'd  Harmonia  fair  : 

For,  banifti'd  erft  heaven's  ftar-pav'd  floor, 

(As  iings  my  legendary  lore) 

As 
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As  Phoebus  fat  by  weeping  brook. 
With  fhcpherd's  fcrip  and  fhepherd's  crooks 
Penfive  'midft  a  favage  train 
(For  favage  then  was  all  the  plain) 
Fair-Harmonia  left  her  bower. 
To  join  her  radiant  paramour. 
Hence  didfl  thou  fpring ;  and  at  thy  birth 
Lenient  zephyrs  fann'd  the  earth; 
Rumbling  thunders  growl'd  no  more; 
Prowling  wolves  forgot  to  roar ; 
And  man>  from  fiercer  rage  poffefs'dj 
Smird  DiHenfion  from  his  breafi;. 
She  comes !  fhe  comes !  ye  nymphs,  prepaid 
Gay  flpral  wreaths  to  bind  your  hair  ; 
Ye  fwains,  infpire  the  mellow  flute 
To  dulcet  llrains,  which  aptly  fuit 
The  featly-footed  faraband 
Of  Phillis  trim  and  Marian  bland,  . 
When  nimbly  light  e^ach  iimpering  lafs 
Trips  it  o'er  the  pliant  grafs. 
,   But  fee !  her  focial  fmiling  train , 
Now  invells  th'  enraptur'd  plain  I 
Plenty's  treafure-teeming  horn 
Show'rs  it's  fruits,  it's  flow'rs,  it's  corn) 
Commerce  fpreads  his  ampleft  fail ; 
Strong-nerv'd  Labour  lifts  his  fl^l : 
Sylvanus,  too,  attends ;  ('tis  he 
That  bears  the  root-pluck'd  cyprefs  tree) 
He  fhall  my  youngling  footfteps  lead 
Thro'  tufted  lawn  and  fringed  mead> 
By  fcooped  valley,  heaped  hill. 
Level  river,  dancing  rill. 
Where  the  fhepherds  all  appear 
To  ihear  and  waih  their  fleecy  care,  , 

Which  bleating  fland  the  flreams  aroutld^ 
And  whiten  all  the  clofe-cropt  ground  % 
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Or  when  the  maids  in  bonnets  (been. 

Cock  the  hay  upon  the  green ; 

Or  up  yon  fleep  rough  road  the  fwains 

I) rive  flow  along  their  rolling  wains 

(Where  laughing  Ceres  crowns  the  flack. 

And  makes  the  pond'rous  axle  crack) 

Then  to  the  village  on  the  hill» 

The  bams  capacious  jaws  to  £11, 

Where  the  anfwering  flails  rebound. 

Beating  bold  with  thundering  found* 

Inchanted  with  this  rural  fcene. 

Here  let  me  weave  my  arb'rets  green ; 

Here  arch  the  woodbine,  mantling  neat 

O'er  my  noon- tide  cool  retreat ; 

Or  bind  the  oak  with  ivy-twine ; 

Or  wed  the  elm  and  purpling  vin£. 

But  if  my  vagrant  fancy  pants 

For  charms,  which  Ample  nature  wants. 

Grant,  Power  benign,  admittance  free  ^ 

To  ibme  rang'd  academy: 

There  to  give  to  arts  refin'd 

All  the  impulfe  of  my  mind ; 

And  oft  obfervant  take  my  Hand, 

Where  the  painter's  magick  hand. 

From  flcetches  rude,  with  gradual  art» 

Calls  dawning  life  to  every  part. 

Till  with  nice  tints  all  labour'd  high. 

Each  darting  hero  meets  the  eye. 

Oft  too,  ^  O  let  me  nice  inipedt 

The  draughts  of  jufteft  architeft : 

And  hence  delighted  let  me  pafs. 

Where  others  mould  the  dudile  brafs ; 

Or  teach  the  Parian  ftone  to  wear 

A  letter'd  fage's  muiing  air* 

But,  ah!  thefe  arts  have  fix'd. their  home.  \. 

In  Roman  or  in  Gallick  dome:  ii.x  i    •  \ 

M  Tho* 
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Tho'  ftrange  befeems,  that  arts  (hould  fpread 
Where  frowns  black  Slavery's  baleful  ihade  ; 
And  flranger  far,  that  arts  decay 
Where  Freedom  deals  her  warmeft  ray. 
This,  then,  deny'd,  FU  fwift  retreat. 
Where  Camus  winds  with  murmur  fweet : 
There  teach  me,  piercing  Locke,  t*  explore 
The  bufy  mind's  ideal  flore ; 
There,  heaven-rapt  Newton,  guide  my  way 
*Mid  rolling  worlds,  thro'  floods  of  day, 
,  To  mark  the  vagrant  comet's  road. 
And  thro'  his  wonders  trace  the  God. 
Then,  to  unbend  my  mind,  I'll  roam 
Amidfl  the  cloifters  filent  gloom  ; 
Or,  where  rank'd  oaks  their  fliades  difFiife^ 
Hold  dalliance  with !my  darling  mufe, 
Recalling  oft  fome  heav'n-born  ftrain. 
That  warbledr  in  Aagoftan  reign ; 
Or  tvrn  well  pleat'd  the  Grecian  page^ 
If  fweet  Theocritus  engage. 
Or  blythe  Anacreon,  mirthfnl  wight^ 
Carol  his  cafy  love-lay  light. 
Yet  let  not  all  my  pleafnre  lie 
Confin'd  to  one  Phoebeian  joy ; 
But  ever  give  my  fingers  vdngs. 
Lightly  to  (kim  the  trembling,  ftrings. 
And  from  fome  boil^er  to  tuile  the  lay; 
While  lift'ning  bird^  croud  every  fpray^ 
Or  hovering  filent  o'er  my  head. 
Their  quivering  wings  exulti&g  fpread  ; 
Save  but  the  turtles,  ihey  alone 
With  tender,  plaintive,  £uthful  tooan;. 
Shall  tell  to  all  the  fecret  grove. 
Their  foft  thick- warbled  tale  of  love: 
Siveet  birdii.  your  lUiDglitig  blifs  porfuing, 
£»er  billing,  ever  cooiuf;    . 
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Ye,  confbmt  pair !  I  lore  to  note 
Your  lioarfe  ftrain,  gurgling  in  your  throai; 
And  ye,  anheard  from  fide-long  hills* 
The  Hqoid  lapie  of  whifp'ring  jiUs^ 
I  hift  to  hear:  fuch  founds  diffufe 
Sweet  tranfports  to  the  thoughtful  Mufe. ' 
Thus  Sommer  fees  me  briik  and  light. 
Till  VTinter  fpreads  her  'kerchief  white ; 
Then  to  the  city's  foclal  walls. 
Where  tolling  clock  to  bufinefs  calls. 
There  the  weaver's  fhuttle  fpeeds 
Nimbly  thro'  the  fine-fpun  threads ; 
There  the  vocal  anvil  rings. 
While  the  imith  his  hammer  fwings ; 
And  every  man,  and  every  boy, 
Brifkly  join  in  warm  employ. 
Thro*  fuch  throng'<|  fcenes  full  oR  I'll  range. 
Oft  cfX)ud  into  the  rich  Exchange ; 
Or  to  yon  wharf,  afide  the  moat. 
Where  the  anchor'd  fhips  do  float, 
'  Aad  others,  haflening  into  bay^ 
Swell  their  fails  in  fair  array ; 
Wafting  to  Albion's  fons  the  ftore 
That  each  Peruvian  mine  can  pour; 
Wafting  to  Albion's  fmiling  dames 
The  ruby's  glow,  the  diamn^nd's  flames. 
Till  all  the  Indies  rufh  into  the  Thames* 
Joys  vaft  as  thefe  my  fancy  claims ; 
And  joys  like  thefe  if  Peace  infpire. 
Peace,  with  thee  I  firing  the  lyre. 
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A  N     E  L  E  G  Y. 

WRTTTEN    AMONG    THE    RUINS    OF    AN    ABBEY* 
BY    MR.    JERNING^AM. 

WHERE  fighs  the  zephyr  to  yon  lonely  trcc> 
A  folenm  grove  it's  leafy  mantle  fpread: 
Where  bend  yon  moulderin  g  turrets  o'er  the  fea, 
A  venerable  dome  once  xear'd  it's  head. 

The  folemn  grove,  the  venerable  dome. 
Were  erft  frequented  by  a  numerous  train. 

E'en  chafte  as  they  who  Dian's  mountain  roam. 
But  not  fubjefted  to  her  gent](e  reign. 

Far  other  goddefs  did  this  train  obey. 

Far  other  temples,  other  altars  rais'd; 
Far  other  meaning  breath'd  their  choral  lay. 

Far  other  incenfe  on  their  altars  blaz'd. 

Veil'd  Superftition  wak'd  her  magick  found. 
Bade  Albion's  fons  forfake  the  fplendid  court, 

Forfake  Amufement's  variegated  round. 
And  to  her  fable  ilandard  here  refort. 

Alas !  obfequious  to  her  ftern  .command, 
A  fullen-penfive  brotherhood  they  came; 

Refus'd  to  trace  the  paths  by  Nature  plann'd. 
And  raz'd  from  glory's  page  their  ancient  naiA0sr 

Nor  thefe  alone  were  found  incloiiler'd  here. 
Here  alfo  dwelt  the  fimple-minded  fwain, 
*     Who,  w/app'd  in  floth,  dream'd  out  the  lazy  ycar^ 
While  InduHry  fat  weeping  on  the  plain ! 
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The  many  temples  rifing  fair  to  view. 

Which  towering  Superftition  call'd  her  own. 
With  hand  unerring  radiant  Truth  o'erthrew. 

And  fnatch'd  th'  impoflor  from  her  tinfell'd  tlmnc* 

On  yon  duft-leveird  fpire  the  crafty  majd. 

With  indignation  brooding  in  her  breaft. 
Sits  gloomily ;  her  votaries  all  are  fled. 

Her  lamps  cxtingaifli'd,  and  Jier  rites  fupprefs'd: 

Within  her  hand  a  vacant  firing  (he  holis. 

That  once  connected  many  a  hallowM  bead; 
The  blotted  fcroll  the  other  hand  unfolds, 

ContainM  the  maxims  of  her  flighted  creed. 

Couch'd  at  her  feet,  behold  a  mouldering  flirinc, 

(Of  various  relicks  once  the  dread  abode) 
Where  runs  the  fpider  o'er  his  treacherous  line. 

Where  lurks  the  beetle,  and  the  loathfome  toad. 

On  darknefs'  wing  now  fails  the  midnight  hour; 

When,  for  the  grateful  found  of  choral  prayer. 
The  fhrieking  owl,  from  yon  difparted  tower. 

With  notes  of  horror  wakes  her  trembling  ear. 

Of  human  grandeur  mark  the  fleeting  day. 

How  frail  each  purpofe,  and  each  wifh  how  vain! 

TThe  ilrong-built  domes,  the  cloifler'd  fanes  decay^ 
And  ruin  hovers  round  the  defart  fcene. 

The  path  that  leads  to  yonder  fhatter'd  pile 

Is  now  pcrplex'd  with  many  a  fordid  brier : 
1^0  crowd  is  feen  within  the  facred  aifle. 

The  fabbath  mourns  it's  long-deferted  choir. 

^  '  The 
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The  golden  crozier  bleaded  with  the  duft 
In  horrid  folds  the  ferpent  dafps  around  : 

The  powerful  image,  and  the  fainted  baft, 

Def&m*d,  anhallow'd,  prefs  the  weedy  ground. 

Not  diitant  far,  her  gold  encircled  tower 
Th'  inviolable  dame  majeilick  rear'd. 

On  whofe  dread  altar  breath'd  fome  hidden  power^ 
By  terror  guarded,  and  by  kings  rcver'd : 

To  which  afylum  ev'n  th*  affaffin  came, 

(His  hand  audacious  ftill  erabru'd  with  gore) 

The  boon  of  full  impunity  to  claim. 

While  feeble  Juftice  wept  her  baffled  lore. 

So  Truth  at  once  diifolv'd  the  mental  chain. 
And  banifh'd  Error  from  th*  enlightened  (hore; 

So  clos'd  at  length  the  bufy-a£led  fcene. 

The  curtain  dropp'd,  and  Folly's  maflc  was  o'er. 

The  gladfome  Ceres  rais'd  her  drooping  head, 
(While  yellow  harvefls  gilt  the  fmiling  plain) 

Beheld  a  youthful  band  around  her  fpread. 
With  iickles  arm'd  to  reap  the  bearded  grain. 

The  warrior,  then,  bencadi  the  trailing  veil. 
The  peaceful  caflbck,  or  the  dxowfy  cowl. 

No  longer  quench'd  the  flame  within  his  bread. 
Or  luU'd  the  purpofe  of  his  daring  foul: 

But  rufhM  undaunted  to  the  doubtful  war, 
Purfu'd  where  Glory  led  the  radiant  way; 

Till  Neptune,  rifing  on  his  coral  car, 

l^eiign'd  his  watVy  world  %q  Britain's  fway. 
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The  yirgias  fair  by  veoal  guardians- doom'd» 

By  error  prompted,  or  fubdo'd  by  force. 
No  more  in  cloifters  drear  their  days  confum'd ; 

Like  flow'rets  ftrew'd  aronnd  the  fenfelefs  corfe. 

Triumphant  Hymen  hail'd  the  blifsfal  hour. 
And  faw  a  white-rob'd  focial  train  approach » 

For  whom  the  Pleafures  drefs'd  the  happy  bower. 
And  fcatter'd  rofes  o'er  the  deftin'd  couch. 

Still  other  bleflings  from  thb  change  appeared ; 

No  injured  family  did  then  behold. 
On  loitering  monks  it's  native  wealth  conferred. 

Nor  ipacious  altars  cover 'd  with  it's  gold. 

Fall  many  trod  that  crooked  path  to  Fame, 

Yet  from  her  hand  receiv'd  no  lafting  meed; 
She  from  her  annals  rends  their  fading  name. 

And  gives  to  infamy  the  worthlefs  deed. 

Bat  vengeance  fome  purfu'd  with  dire  difgrace, 

Purfu'd  beyond  the  circle  of  it's  fphere. 
E'en  to  the  cemetery's  dark  recefs. 

Nor  fpar'd  them  fleeping  on  the  peaceful  bier. 


Befide  the  fpreading  of  that  fombrous  yew. 

Where  yawns  with  hideous  chafm  the  vaulted  cave^ 

Prefenting  to  the  fix'd  aftonilh'd  view 
The  proEfination  of  a  rifled  grave: 

The  large  endowing  Rufus  lay  inuns'd. 
With  many  a  icolptur'd  image  on  his  (hrine^ 

That,  fmit  with  focrow,  o'er  his  aih^s  moum'd^ 
The  Sifter-Graces  and  the  tuneful  Nino« 
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Imprinted  on  Tradition'sHloricd  leaf 

Is  found  (to  this  fepulchral  fpot  confin'd) 
A  terror-breatliing  tale  that  wins  belief^ 

And  oft  repeated  by  the  neighboring  hind  I 

From  where  yon  mountain  (hades  the /dreary  plain. 
Attracted  by  the  fcent  of  human  blood, 
.    A  troop  of  wolves  voracious  fcour'd  amain. 
And  at  this  charnel-vault  required  their  food. 

When,  horrid  to  relate !  they  bnrfl:  the  tomb. 

And  fwift  defcending  to  the  deepeft  ihade, 
Up-tore  the  fhrouded  tenant  from  it*s  womb. 

And  o*er  the  mangled  ccrfe  relentlefs  prey'd. 

The  paly  ftars  with  dim  reludlant  light. 

Like  tapers  glimmer'd  on  their  orgies  foul ! 
While  gliding  fpedres  fcream'd  with  wild  affright, 

Re-echo'd  loud  by  their  tremendous  howl  I 

Ah!  what  avail'd  tfic  folemn-moving  hearfe; 

The  fable  mantled  cars,  the  funeral  throng: 
Grav'd  on  his  monument  the  foothing  verfe; 

The  priefts,  the  torches,  and  the  choral  fong  ?  ' 

Misjudging  wretch  f  while  thou  with  hand  profufe 

Thy  treafures  on  this  manfion  didll  entail. 
And  poor  down  riches  on  the  vow'd  reclufe. 

Thine  orphan  babes  partook  a  fcanty  meal:  / 

4 
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Thy  widowM  fair,  her  cheek  bedew'd  with  (ears, 
Approach'd  with  fuppliant  knee  the  cloiiler-gale. 

There  oft  difcjos'd  in  vain  her  poignant  cares. 
Returning  (Ull  to  weep  her.haplefs  fate* 

A  HYMN 
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HYMN     TO     THE     NAIADS^ 

BY    DR.    AKENSIDE. 

ARGUMENT.  ' 

The  Nymphs  who  preiide  over  fprings  and  rivulets  are  addrelTed  at  day-break  in 
honour  of  their  feveral  fundions,  and  of  the  relations  which  they  bear  to  the 
uaturai  and  to  the  moral  world.  Their  origin  is  deduced  from  the  firft  alle- 
gorical deities,  or  powers  of  nature;  according  to  the  do6fcrine  of  the  old  my- 
thological poets,  concerning  the  generation  of  the  gods  and  the  rife  of  things* 
They  are  then  fucceflively  confidered,  as  giving  motion  to  the  air  and  exciting 
furaraer  breezes;  as  nourishing  and  beautifying  the  vegetable  world;  as  con- 
tributing to  the  fulnefs  of  navigable  rivers,  and  confequently  to  the  mainte* 
nance  of  commerce;  and  by  that  means,  to  the  maritime  part  of  military 
power.  Next  is  reprefented  their  favourable  influence  upon  health,  when  af- 
fifted  by  rural  exercife;  which  introduces  their  conne^on  with  the  art  of  phy- 
fick,  and  the  happy  efFe£ls  of  mineral,  medicinal  fprings.  Laftly,  they  are 
celebrated  for  the  friendihip  which  the  Mufes  bear  them,  and  for  the  true  in- 
fpiration  which  temperance  only  can  receive;  in  oppofition  to  the  enthufiafra 
of  the  more  licentious  poets. 

O'ER  yonder  eaftern  hill  the  twilight  throws 
Her  dafky  mantle;  and  the  god  of  day. 
With  bright  Aftraea  feated  by  his  fide, 
.  Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,  nymphs; 
Yc  nymphs,  ye  blue-ey'd  progeny  of  Thames, 
Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  heath 
Trace  with  ypur  fleeting  ileps ;  who  all  night  long 
Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air. 
Your  lonely  murmurs,  tarry;  and  receive 
My  oiFer'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due, 
I  leave  the  gates  of  fleep ;  nor  Ihall  my  lyre 
Too  far  into  the  fplendid  hours  of  morn 
Engage  your  audience;  my  obfervant  hand 
Shall  clofe  the  ftrain  ere  any  fultry  beam 
Approach  you.     To  your  fubterranean  haunts 
Ye  then  may  timely  fteal,  to  pace  with  care 
The  humid  fands ;  to  loofcn  from  the  foil 
The  bubbling  iburccs  J  to  direft  the  rills 

N  '    ^^ 
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To  meet  in  wider  channels^  or  beneath 

Some  grotto's  dripping  arch,  at  height  of  noon. 

To  (lumber,  (helter'd  from  the  burning  heaven. 

Where  ihall  my  fong  begin,  ye  nymphs,  or  end? 
Wide  is  your  praife  and  copious — Firft  of  things, 
Firft  of  the  lonely  powers,  ere  Time  arofe. 
Were  Love  and  Chaos.     Love,  the  fire  of  Fate ; 
Elder  than  Chaos.     Born  of  Fate  was  Time, 
Who  many  fons  and  many  comely  births 
Devoured,  relentlefs  father :  till  the  child 
Of  Rhea  drove  him  from  the  upper  fky. 
And  qaell'd  his  deadly  might.     Then  focial  reign*d 
The  kindred  powers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Ops, 
And  fpotlefs  Vefta;  while  fupremrc  of  fway 
Remain'd  the  cloud-compeller.    From  the  couch 
Of  Tethys  fprang  the  fcdgy-crowned  race. 
Who  from  a  thoufand  urns,  o'er  every  clime. 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent;  and  from  them 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads:  Arethufa  fair. 
And  tuneful  Aganippe ;  that  fweet  name, 
Banduiia ;  that  foft  family  which  dwelt 
With  Syrian  Daphne ;  and  the  honoured  tribes 
Bclov'd  of  Paeon.     Liften  to  my  (train. 
Daughters  of  Tethys;   liften  to  your  praife. 

You,  nymphs,  the  winged  o(Fspring,  which  of  old 
Aurora  to  divine  Aflraeus  bore. 
Owns,  and  your  aid  befeecheth.     When  the  might 
Of  Hyperion,  from  his  noon-tide  throne. 
Unbends  their  languid  pinions,  aid  from  you 
They  afk :  Favonius  and  the  mild  fouth-weft 
Prom  you  relief  implore.     Your  fallying  (Ireams 
Fre(h  vigour  to  their  weary  wings  impart. 
Again  they  fly,  difporting,  from  the  mead 
Half-ripen'd  and  the  tender  blades  of  corn> 
To  fweep  the  noxious  mildew ;  or  difpel 
Contagious  (learns^  which  oft  the  parched  earth 

Breathes 
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Breathes  on  her  fainting  Tons.    From  noon  to  eve. 
Along  the  river  and  the, paved  brook, 
Afcend  the  cEearfal  breezes :  hail'd  of  bards 
Who,  fail  by  learned  Cam,  the  Mantuan  lyre 
Solicit;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 
Who  on  the  heights  of  Tybur,  all  inclin'd 
O'er  r  a  filing  Anio,  with  a  pious  hand 
The  reverend  fcene  delineates,  broken  fanes. 
Or  tombs,  or  pillar'd  aqaedudts,  the  pomp 
Of  ancient  time;  and  haply,  while  he  fcans 
The  ruins,  with  a  filent  tear  revolves 
The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Rome. 

You  too,  O  nymphs,  and  your  unenvious  aid. 
The  rural  powers  confefs ;  and  ilill  prepare 
For  you  their  grateful  treafures.     Pan  commands. 
Oft  as  the  Deli  an  king  with  Sirius  holds 
The  central  heavens,  the  father  of  the  grove 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  ipread  their  deepeft  umbrage.     Well  the  go4 
Remembereth  how  indulgent  ye  fupplied 
Your  genial  dews  to  nurfe  them  in  their  prime*  • 

pales,  the  paflure's  queen,  where  e'er  ye  ftray, 
Purfues  your  fteps,  delighted ;  and  the  path 
With  living  verdure  clothes.     Around  your  haunts 
The  laughing  Chloris,  with  profufeft  hand. 
Throws  wide  her  blooms,  her  odours.     Still  with  you 
Pomona  feeks  to  dwell ;  and  o'er  the  lawns. 
And  o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  with  Thames 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  pours 
Well  pleas'd  the  wealth  of  that  Ammonian  horn. 
Her  dower ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  iflcs 
Nyfaean  or  Atlantick.     Nor  canft  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thou  doft  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  fober  Naiad's  urn, 
0  Bromius,  O  Lenxan)  nor  can'fl  thou 
Pifoy/n  the  powers,  whofe  bounty,  ill  repaidj^ 

N^  With 
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With  nedlar  feeds  thy  tendrils.     Yet  from  me. 
Yet,  blamelefs  nymphs,  from  my  delighted  lyre. 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  well  may  claim; 
Nor  heed  the  fcoffings  of  th'  Edonian  band. 

For  better  praife  awaits  you.     Thames,  your  fire. 
As  down  the  verdant  flope  your  duteous  rills 
Defcend,  the  tribute  ftately  Thames  receives. 
Delighted,  and  your  piety  applauds; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roll  on  fecure. 
For  faithful  are  his  daughters;  and  with  words 
Auipicious,  gratulates  the  bark  which,  now 
His  banks  forfaking,  her  adventurous  wings 
Yields  to  the  breeze,  with  Albion's  happy  gifts 
Extremeft  ifles  to  blefs.     And  oft  at  morn. 
When  Hermes,  from  Olympus  bent  o'er  earth 
To  bear  the  words  of  Jove,  on  yonder  hill 
Stoops  lightly-failing ;  oft  intent  your  fprings 
He  views ;  and  waving  o'er  fome  new-born  ftream 
His  blefs'd  pacifick  wand,  *  And  yet,'  he  cries. 
Yet,'  cries  the  fon  of  Maia,  '  though  reclufe 
And  fllent  be  yoiir  ftores,  from  you,  faix  nymphs. 
Flows  wealth  and  kind  fociety  to  men. 
By  you  my  fundion  and  my  honour'd  name 
Do  I  poflefs ;  while  o'er  .the  Boetick  vale. 
Or  through  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  the  palms. 
By  facred  Ganges  water'd,  I  condud 
The  Englifli  merchant :  with  the  buxom  fleece 
Of  fertile  Ariconium,  while  I  clothe 
Sarmatian  kings,  or  to  the  houfhold  gods 
Of  Syria,  from  the  bleak  Connubian  (here, 
Difpenfe  the  mineral  treafure  which  of  old 
Sidonian  pilots  fought,  when  this  fair  land 
Was  yet  unconfcious  of  thofe  generous  arts 
Which  wife  Phoenicia  from  their  native  clim^ 
Traniplanted  to  a  more  indulgent  heaven.' 
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Sach  arc  the  words  of  Hermes  :  fach  the  praife, 

Q  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  coeleftial  waits 

Your  bounteous  deeds.    From  bounty  ilTueth  power; 

And  thofe  who,  fedulous  in  prudent  works, 

Kelieve  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays 

^ith  generous  wealth  and  his  own  feat  on  earth. 

Fit  judgments  to  pronounce,  and  curb  the  migh( 

Of  wicked  men.     Your  kind  unfailing  urns 

Not  vainly  to  the  hofpitable  arts 

Of  Hermes  yield  their  ftore.     For,  O  ye  nymphs. 

Hath  he  not  won  th'  unconquerable  queen 

Of  arms  to  court  your  friendihip  ?     You  fhe  owns 

The  fair  affociates  who  extend  her  fway 

Wide  o'er  the  mighty  deep ;  and  grateful  things. 

Of  you  flie  uttereth,  oft  as  from  the  fhore 

Of  Thames,  or  Medway's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 

Of  Veda,  fhe  her  thundering  navy  leads 

To  Calpe's  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 

Oantabrian  coaft ;  her  aufpices  divine 

Imparting  to  the  fenate  and  the  prince 

Of  Albion,  to  difmay  barbarick  kings. 

The  Iberian,  or  the  Celt.     The  pride  of  kings 

Was  ever  fcorn'd  by  Pallas :  and  of  old 

Rejoic'd  the  virgin,  from  the  brazen  prow 

Of  Athens  o'er  iEgina's  gloomy  furge. 

To  drive  her  clouds  and  ftorms;  o'crwhelming  all 

The  Perfian's.promis'd  glory,  when  the  realms 

Of  Indus  and  the  foft  Ionian  clime. 

When  Lybia's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 

Of  cold  Imaiis  join'd  their  fervile  bands. 

To  fwecp  the  fons  of  liberty  from  earth. 

In  vain :  Minerva  on  the  brazen  prow 

Of  Athens  ftood,  and  with  the  thunder's  voice 

Denonnc'd  her  terrors  on  their  impious  heads. 

And  (hook  her  burning  JEgis.     Xerxes  faw: 

From  Heraclei^m,  on  the  niountain's  height 

ThronM 
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Throned  in  his  golden  car,  he  knew  the  fign 

Cceleftial;  felt  unrighteous  hope  forfake 

His  faultering  heart,  and  turn'd  his  face  with  fhame. 

Hail,  ye  who  Ihare  the  ftern  Minerva's  power; 
Who  arm  the  hand  of  liberty  for  war ; 
And  give,  in  fecret,  the  Britannick  name 
To  awe  contending  monarchs:  yet  benign, 
•  Yet  mild  of  nature ;   to  the  works  of  peace 
More  prone,  and  lenient  of  the  many  ills 
Which  wait  on  human  life.     Your  gentle  aid 
Hygeia  well  can  witnefs ;  ihe  who  faves. 
From  poifonous  cates,  and  cups  of  pleafing  bane^ 
The  wretch  devoted  to  th*  entangling  fnares 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  ihe  leads 
To  Cynthia's  lonely  haunts.     To  fpread  the  toils. 
To  beat  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  horn 
At  dawn  of  day  to  fummon  the  loud  hounds. 
She  calls  the  lingering  fluggard  from  his  dreams: 
And  where  his  breail  may  drink  the  mount^n-breeae^ 
And  where  the  fervour  of  the  funny  vale 
May  beat  upon  his  brow,  through  devious  paths 
Reckons  his  rapid  courfer.     Nor  when  eafe. 
Cool  eafe  and  welcome  ilufnbers  have  becalm'd 
His  eager  bofom,  does  the  queen  of  health 
Her  pleafing  care  withold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  prefiding ;  and  the  frugal  powers 
With  joy  fedate  leads  in :  and  while  the  brown 
Ennsean  dame  with  Pan  prefents  her  ftores; 
While  changing  Hill,  and  comely  in  the  change^ 
Vertumnus  and  the  Hours  before  him  fpread 
The  garden's  banquet;  you,  to  crown  his  fead. 
To  crown  his  feaft,  O  Naiads,  you  the  fair 
Hygeia  calls :  and  from  your  (helving  feats. 
And  groves  of  poplar,  plenteous  cups  ye  bring,         ^ 
To  flake  his  veins :   till  foon  a  purer  tide 
Flows  dowa  thofe  loaded  channels :  waflieth  off 

The 
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Tike  dregs  of  luxury,  the  lurking  feeds 

Of  crude  difeafe;  and  through  the  abodes  of  life 

Sends  vigour,  fends  repofe.    Hail,  Naiads;  hail! 

Who  give,  to  labour,  health ;  to  (looping  age. 

The  joys  which  youth  had  fquander'd.     Oft  year  ttmt 

Will  I  invoke ;  and  frequent,  in  your  praife, 

Abaih  the  frantick  Thyrfus  with  my  fong. 

For  not  eilrang'd  from  your  benignant  arts 
Is  he,  the  god,  to  whofe  myfterious  fhrine 
My  youth  was  facred,  and  my  votive  cares 
Are  due ;  the  learned  Pseon.     Oft  when  all 
His  cordial  treafures  he  hath  fearch'd  in  vain ; 
When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balm« 
Rich  with  the  genial  influence  of  the  fun, 
(To  rouze  dark  fancy  from  her  plaintive  dreams^ 
To  brace  the  nervelefs  arm,  with  food  to  win 
Sick  appetite,  or  huih  th*  unquiet  breaft 
Which  pines  with  filent  pafiion)  he  iu'vain 
Hath  prov'd ;  to  your  deep  manfions  he  defcends« 
Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades. 
He  entereth ;  where  impurpled  veins  of  ofe 
Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  through  the  rigid  mine 
Your  trickling  rills  infinuate.    There  the  God 
From  your  indulgent  hands  the  dreaming  bowl 
Wafts  to  his  pale-eyM  fuppliants  i  wafts  the  feeds 
Metallick  and  the  elemental  falts 

Wafh'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.    They  drink:  and  feoit 
Flies  pain ;  fli^  inaufpicious  care ;   and  foon 
The  focial  haunt,  or  unfrequented  &ade. 
Hears  lo,  lo  Pasan!  as  of  old, 
'When  Python  fell.    And,  O  propitious  nymphs> 
Oft  as  for  haplefs  mortals  I  implore 
Your  falutary  fprings,  thro*  every  urn 
O  (hed  fele£ted  atoms,  and  with  all 
Your  healing  powers  iitform  the  recent  wave* 

.  My 
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My  lyre  fhall  pay  yoar  bounty.     Nor  difdain 
That  humble  tribute*     Though  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  firings  to  utterance^  yet  for  themes 
Not  unregarded  of  Coeleftial  powers,  / 

I  frame  their  language;  and  the  Mufes  deigii 
To  guide  the  pious  tenour  of  my  lay. 
The  Mufes  (facred  by  their  gifts  divine) 
In  early  days  did  to  my  wondering  ftfnfe 
Their  fecrets  oft  reveal ;  oft  my  rais'd  ear 
In  fl umber  felt  their  mu/ick :  oft  at  noon. 
Or  hour  of  funfet,  by  fome  lonely  flream. 
In  field  or  Ihady  grove,  they  taught  me  words 
Of  power.from  death  and  envy  to  preferve 
The  good  man's  name.     Whence  yet,  with  grateful  mirid^ 
And  offerings  unprofan'd  by  ruder  eye. 
My  vows  I  fend,  my  homage,  to  the  feats 
Of  rocky  Cirrha,  where  with  you  they  dwell; 
Where  you  their  chafte  companions  they  admit 
Through  all  the  hallow'd  fcene ;  where  oft  intent. 
And  leaning  o*er  Caftalia's  mofly  verge. 
They  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns. 
How  tuneful,  yielding  gratefullcll  repofe 
^  To  their  conforted  meafure;   till  again. 
With  emulation  all  the  founding  choir. 
And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  fong. 
Their  voices  through  the  liquid  air  exalt. 
And  fweep  their  lofty  firings :   thofe  awful  firings. 
That  charm  the  mind  of  gods ;  that  fill  the  courts 
Of  wide  Olympus  with  oblivion  fweet 
Of  evils,  with  immortal  reft  from  cares ; 
AfTuage  the  terrors  of  the  throne  of  Jove, 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  unrelenting  fire.     With  flacken'd  wingsi 
While  now  the  folemn  concert  breathes  around. 
Incumbent  o'er  the  fceptre  of  his  lord 

Sleeps  the  ilern  eagle ;  by  the  numbered  notes, 

PoUefs'c 
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Pollefs'd ;  and  fatiate  with  the  melting  tone : 
Sovereign  of  birds.     The  furious  god  of  war. 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  rapid  wheels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o'er  th'  embattled  plain. 
Relents,  and  ibothes  his  own  fierce  heart  to  eafe. 
Unwonted  eafe.     The  fire  of  gods  and  men. 
In  that  great  moment  of  divine  delight. 
Looks  down  on  all  that  live^  and  whatfoe'er 
He  loves  not,  o'er  the  peopled  earth  and  o'er 
Th'interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Cars'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  fevere. 
And  troubled  at  the  found •     Ye,  Naiads,  ye 
^th  ravi(h'd  ears  the  melody  attend 
Worthy  of  facred  filcnce.    But  the  flaves 
^r  Bacchus  with  tempeftuous  clamours  ilrive 
To  drown  the  heavenly  ftrains ;  of  higheft  Jove, 
Irreverent;  and  by  mad  prefumption  fir'd 
Their  own  difcordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hoftile  emulation.     Down  they  rufli 
^rom  Nyfa's  vine-impurpled  cliff,  the  dames 
Of  Thrace,  the  Satyrs,  and  th*  unruly  Fauns, 
With  old  Silenus,  through  the  midnight  gloom 
1'offing  the  torch  impure,  and  high  in  air 
The  brandiih'd  Thyrfus,  to  the  Phrygian  pipe's 
Shrill  voice,  and  to  the  claihing  cymbals,  mix'd 
With  Ihrieks  and  frantick  uproar.     May  the  gods 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert 
Their  orgies !  If  within  the  feats  of  men. 
Within  the  feats  of  men,  the  walls,  the  gates, 
^Tiich  Pallas  rules,  if  haply  there  be  found 
Who  loves  to  mingle  with  the  revel  band, 
And  hearken  to  their  accents ;  who  afpires 
From  fuch  inftruftors  to  inform  his  breaft 
With  verfe ;  let  him,  fit  votarift,  implore 
Their  iafpiration.     He  perchance  the  gifts 
^f  young  Lyaeas,  and  the  drea^d  exploits, 

O  M^i 
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May  fing  in  apteft  numbers :  he  the  fate 

Of  fober  Pcntheus,  he  the  Paphian  rites. 

And  naked  Mars  with  Cytheraea  chain'd. 

And  ilrong  Alcides  in  the  fpinfter^'s  robe. 

May  celebrate,  applauded.     But  with  you, 

O  Naiads,,  far  from  that  unhallowM  rout, 

Muft  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praifed  themes 

Invokes  th'  immortal  Mufe,     Th'  immortal  Mufef 

To  your  calm  habitations,  to  the  cave  . 

Corycian  or  the  Delphic  mount,  will  guide 

His  footfteps;  and  with  your  unfuUied  ftreams 

His  lips  will  b^he :  whether  th'  etertial  lore 

Of  Themis,  or  the  maje(!y  of  Jove, 

To  mortals  he  reveal ;  or  teach  Jiis  lyrfe 

Th*  unenvied  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  toils. 

In  thofe  unfuding  iflands  of  the  blefs'd. 

Where  facred  bards  abide.     Hail,  honour'd  nym'p'hifi 

Thrice  hail !  For  you  the  Cyrenaic  (hell. 

Behold,  I  touch,  revering.     To  my  fongs 

Be  prefent  ye  with  favourable  feet, 

Afid  all  profaxier  audience  far  remow.- 


T4 


TiiE    CHIMNEY-CORNER. 

BY    MR.    WOTy. 

WHAT  tho'  the  Mufe  with  her  cthercial  wand 
Ne'er  touch'd  me  into  fame,  or  Irghtly  toach^ 
Tho'  unpropitiotis  to  my  frequent  pray'r 
She  never  wove  a  lafling  wreathe  for  me. 
Yet  have  I  caugh*t.fome  fcatter'd  leaves  of  bay 
That  fell  unguarded  front  her  open  lap. 
And  round  my  brow  prefumptuoufly  entwin'd* 
The  precious  reninants,  blobming  but  to  fade;f^ 
Contented^  iho*  they  withcr*d  dn  my  brow;' 
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Tour  fplendid  portals,  with  feftoons  of  flow'rs, 
Purfled  by  Fancy,  will  yoa  not  anlock. 
Ye  fitters  amiable  !  and  give  one  glimpfe 
Of  your  inchanting  paradife  ?     Ah,   no  ! 
For  faithful  Genius  keeps  the  facrcd  key. 
Then,  Nature !  thoa,  thy  rude  rough  pencil  lend, 
Truth-fafliion'd.     Bear  me  to  fome  rural  cot. 
Far  from  the  budling  tumnk  of  the  town. 
And  feat  me  in  the  chimney  corner,  fnug; 
Where  crackles  bavin-wood,  or  kindly  beech 
It'sgen*rous  heat  bellows,  or  quadrate  turf 
Barns  dimly  to  the  eye.     Here  pleasM  I  fit 
Contemplative,  and  laugh  at  elbow-chair 
Of  coiUy  danafk,  edg'd  with  gilded  nail. 
Ah!  what  delights  the  carpet-cover'd  floor 
Magnificent !  or  that  from  Perfia's  realm 
Imported  o'er;  or  that  of  humbler  woof, 
In  looms  Wiltonian !   What  the  marble  hearth 
I^iverfify'd  witk  many  a  mimick  cloud, 
Oroflentations  of  it's  azure  veins. 
And  fhelf  adorn'd  with  flrange  unmeaning  forsKj 
If  pure  content  be  wanting!  this  aione 
Silvers  the  pewter  fpoon ;  and,  by  the  aid 
Of  that  great  alchymift  we  Fancy  call, 
Tranfmutes  the  Ibafeil  metal  into  gold. 
Content! — Oh,  pleafing  ^und! — thy  very  name 
My  pulfe  invigorates.     In  quicker  waves 
Bounds  thro*  my  veins  the  crimfon  tide  of  life. 
And  brighter  looks  the  fluid  of  each  eye. 
Whate'er  of  happinefs.  Idea  forms. 
Beams  o'er  my  foul  it's  influence  benign. 
Tutor'd  by  thee.  Grief  thinks  her  burden  light. 
Great  reconciler  of  events  that  feem 
improbable ;  for,  thro'  thy  mirror  feen. 
Shade  turns  to  fubilance,  poverty  to  wealth, 
Q^een  of  the  placid  brow  and  eye  ierene ! 

O2  On 
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On  whom  the  gloomy,  rain- impregnate  ckKid, 
No  terror  flieds;  whofe  firm  emboCom'd  heart 
The  tempefl-croaking  raven  cannot  ihake. 
Come,  with  thy  fifter  Patience ;  hither  come. 
And  lead  me  to  thy  cot,  where  Temperance, 
Thy  handmaid,  holds  the  decent  cup  of  health. 

Here,  to  the  cricket's  intermitting  fong 
I  liften  pleasM :  nor  le(s  grimalkin's  purr 
Delights  me,  with  the  noife  of  chattering  jay 
In  ofier  bafket  perch'd,  beyond  the  reach. 
Of  little  puppy  yelping  underneath  ; 
Dan>e  partlet,  too,  attended  by  her  brood. 
Cackling  her  glee,  the  kitchen  concert  fills. 

Here,  free  from  jargon,  and  the  technick  terms. 
Of  knowledge  fuperficial,  I  regale 
My  nofe  with  Trinidado,  valued  erft 
By  braggart  Bobadil.     As  oft  the  cloud 
Voluminous  I  ratfe,  reiie£b  I  mufl. 
On  thee,  O  Garrick!  when  in  Drugger's  fornv 
Thy  droll  addrefs  excites  the  comick  laugh. 
Thanks  to  thee^  fon  of  Nature !  Much  of  mirth. 
And  much  of  intellect,  I  owe  to  thee. 

Warm  clad  in  humble  vefl,  the  farce  of  drefs 
I  reck  not,  heedlefs  of  the  veering  vane 
Of  fafhion.     Leave  I  that  to  playhoufe  fpark. 
Who  loves  to  fiiine  the  comet  of  the  night. 
Proud  in  balcony,  foremoft  in  the  train 
Of  fops,  who  buzz  their  nonfenfe  by  the  hour* 
Here,  in  my  caxon,  that  difdains  a  curl. 
The  ceremonious  tye  of  barrifter 
Loquacious,  boalting  it*s  redundant  locks, 
I  laugh  to  fcom.    Externals  I  defpife, 
Tho*  character,  much  fam'd  for  afpe£t  fage. 
Nor  lefs  renown'd  for  vacancy  of  thought. 
Should  ibongly  plead  for  privilege  of  fbrnw 
Formality!  lyhat'sthat^  a publick. cheat 
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On  common  ienfe,  that  druggies  hard  to  mako 

Her  fpurioas  gainea  pais  for  fterling  gold ; 

Who^  bankrupt  like,  rears  high  her  haughty  head. 

Blufl'ring  fuperb,   to  catch  the  vulgar  eye. 

And  to  elade  Sufpicion's  eagle-watch. 

But  half  the  world  are  proftitutes  to  form. 

And  gravity  of  brow.     Hence  fwarms  each  (Ireet 

With  .£fca]apian  wigs.     The  beardlefs  youth, 

Hight  pharmacopolill,  ere  yet  he  knows 

The  painted  gallipot's  contraded  terms. 

His  matter  emulates,  and  tucks  his  locks 

Beneath  a  load  of  fcientifick  hair* 

Thus  tonfor-arm'd,  and  dangling  clouded  cane. 

'With  folemn  ftep,  and  forehead  wond'rous  wife. 

Stalks  forth  the  great  pkxnomenon  abroad, 

JLiOoking  auguft  importance.     Hence  the  fee 

Of  counfellor  enlarges.     *Tis  the  fun 

That  iheds  a  luftre  round  each  dunghill  thought^ 

And  to  the  barren  boy,  from  guardian's  chaiq 

Enfranchis'd,  gives  a  Lytteltonian  grace^^ 

Without  it,  what  were  medicinal  (kill. 

Or  what  the  deep  farrago  of  the  law  ? 

Who  would  commit  his  fever-burning  pulfe 

To  bag- wig  dodorf  or  who  ftate  his  cale 

To chamber-coqnfel-BF-if  he  wore  h;s  hair? 

Mean  tiqie,  with  dumplin  hard  and  bacon  firm^ 
The  oblong  culinary  board  is  fpread. 
Ceres  is  there  in  fhape  of  lufty  loaf 
Aduft,   adorn'd  with  many  a  mark  oblique. 
Device  of  hoqfewife :   and  the  good  old  knight. 
So  univerfally  carefs'd,  is  there, 
Hight  Sir  John  Barleycorn.     In  nappy  ale 
Nat-brown  he  ftands,  inviting  to  the  tafte. 
The  clock  ftrikes  three.     In  pour  the  ruftick  rout. 
And  at  the  fight  of  ftranger  doff  their  hats 
With  d(mi|>laifasioe  nncoath.    A  native  blu& 

Piftures 
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Pldurcs  each  hoi\c^  weather-beaten  face 

That  rivets  my  regard.     At  length  appears^ 

With  implement  of  labour  in  his  hand. 

The  farmer  boon,   and  on  his  open  brow 

Sits  Hofpitality  array'd  in  fmiles. 

While  Health  prefents  him  with  her  fre(hefl  rofe. 

Fat  Plenty  round  his  fwelling  waifl  robufl 

Her  belt  has  bqckled,   and  athwart  his  (hoe 

Frugality  has  ty'd  her  leatherr^  thong. 

Jocund  he  comes.     Behiud,  his  watchful  dog 

Clofe  cringes  at  his  heels,   an  emblem  flridt 

Of  rare  fidelity.     Bluih,  mortals,   blufli ! 

And  learn  on«  grateful  leiTon  from  a  brute. 

He  comes  !  (lis  dame  furveys  him  with  a  fmile^ 

Firm  token  of  his  welcome.     Rouad  her  neck 

His  brawny  arms  he  throws,  and  greets  her  wellt 

Then  lolls  in  cufhion'd  chair.     Nor  long  he  fits 

Before  he  ipies  his  friend,  whom  clouds  of  fmol^e^ 

Pipe-i/Tuing,   at  firft  from  view  concealed. 

Me  narrowly  he  kehs  from  head  to  foot^ 

Then  rccolledts  the  features  he  had  loft 

Of  quondam  fchool-fellow.     What  raptures  then 

Enfue  !  The  hearty  manual  fliake,   the  hug 

Clofe  griping,  and  the  tear  affedlionate 

Dewing  his  manly  cheek:  fenfation  foft ! 

Real  and  tender,  worthy  Friendfhip's  name*, 

Now  fcenes  of  former  profpeds  rufli  to  view, 

Heart-pleaflng.     Fond  enquiries  then  fucceed 

Of  brother  play-mates  in  the  days  of  fcliool : 

^nd>  while  we  talk  of  feparated  friends. 

Some  dead,  and  fome  to  foreign  climes  remov'd 

beyond  Hope's  telefcope,  defcends  again 

The  tear  humane,  and  mutual  is  our  grief. 

For  mutual  was  our  love.     '  But  come,'  quoth  he, 

*  Cheer  up,  nor  let  thy  courage  be  caft  down, 

'  Thus  runs  the  good  old  fong.    See  tl^re,  xny  friead, 

'T 
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*  1'he  table  fpread,   and  on't  a  fav'ry  hock, 

'  Remnant  of  flitch  well  dry'd;     Fall  to,'  quoth  he, 

'  And  eat  thy  fill-bright  welcome  a^  myfelf.* 

So  faying,    from  his  leather  fheath  he  draws 

His  knife,    but  newly  ground^   and  inllant  cuts 

A  fliver  longitudinal,  enough 

To  ftartlc  invalid.     To  fee  him  bolt 

The  thick,  firm  flices  dowd,  with  reli(h  due. 

And  gulp  the  fattening  bev'rage,  rouzes  up 

My  lioj^ring  appetite.     The  jovial  train> 

Entrenchcr'd  round,  he  views  with  eyes  of  joy. 

And  univerfal  merriment  prefides. 

Here,  Luxury,  ^thou  nymph  of  fqueamifti  taile  ^ 
Be  prefent— from  thy  (baking,   nervelefs  hand. 
Drop  thy  provodatives,   and  learn  how  much 
Of  luHy  health  on  exercife  depends. 

The  dinner  <rer,  each  to  his  ftation  hies 
Light-hearted.     While  before  the  chimney  fide 
Straddles  my  honeil  friend  in  eafy  chair, 
I  creep  to  fav'ritc  corner.     There  my  pipe 
Pleas'd  I  rcfamc,  and  on  my  finger  nail 
Knock  out  the  remnant  aibes^     Straight  my  hofl 
Prefents  his  pouch,  flufPd  hard  with  Indian  weed; 
Fragrant  as  nofcgay  in  the  month  of  June; 
Enters  the  houfewife  with  a  jug  replete 
Of  home-brewM,  produce  of  the  lafl  year's  crop. 
We  drink  ;  theri  gaily  fill  our  clay-formM  tubes. 
And  drink  twice  more  befor6  We  light.     So  prompts 

Convivial  ma)cim.     Whofo  breaks  this  rule  ^ 

•  r 

Subverts  the  chart  of  Bacchanalian  mirth. 
To  fragrant  leaf  we  then  the  coal  apply. 
And  give  it  fc6pe  to  burn.     Afcend  the  fames 
In  aromatick  wreath,  high  over  head 
Forming  a  clouded  canopy.     There  trancM 
We  fit,  nor  envf  a«ght  beneath  the  moon. 

Yc 
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Yc  fop. 8  of  car? !  on  pinnacle  of  Hate 
High  elevated,  hither  turn  your  eyes. 
Look  down>   and  pity  if  you  can.     A  vaunt 
Your  garterM  honours,  an^d  your  titled  names ! 
If  for  thefe  toys  the  unpolluted  heart 
Muft  barter  it's  integrity.     Farewcl ! 
(When  all  the  fparks  of  honefty  arc  quench'd) 
Content  of  mind>  that  life  of  life  below^ 
And  fiuthful  index  to  the  life  to  come.  ^ 

'  Farewel  all  mirth !  the  retrofpe£live  thought  ^f|^    ^ 

That  on  the  roll  of  Mem'ry  fees  no  ill 
In  capitals  recorded^  O  farewel !  ^ 

What  can  compttfate for  the  lofs  of  peace!      ^^  •  ^ 

What  lenient  balm  the  torment  can  afluage 
Of  troubled  confcience  !  or  what  opiate  lull 
To  placid  fl umber,  when  Refiedlion  keen. 
Her  bitter,  counteradihg  potion  holds  I       ^ 
Ever,  dear  Honefty!  be-thtfii  my  guide. 
And  I  ihallValk  unerring.     Guardian  Peace 
Shall  fmooth  my  pillow  then«  land  pleafing  dreams^ 
Unknown  to  wicked  Wealth,  compofe  my  mind. 

But  fee  1  the  daughter  of  my  hippy  friend. 
The  darling  of  his  geAufte  love,  advance^     * 
The  child  of  innocence;  and,  by  her  fide, 
A  lamb,  afibciate  meet^  whofe  head  fhe  pats 
tn  fondling  attitude.     The  nurfling  meek, 
^Licks  in  return  her  fofc  g^-natur'd  hand. 
More  pleafing  far  this  fcene  of  rural  life 
Than  all  the  ibx>kes  the  painter's  pencil  gives } 
^Tis  nature  in  it's  purity,  and  needs 
No  artful  light  or  (hade  to  ^ck  it  off. 
Quick  to  her  Cither's  loving  knees  fhe  clings. 
And  prattles  amiable.     The  kifs  fmcere 
Of  mutual  love  is  interchanged,    Excefs 
Of  tend'reft  rapture  Ws  the  mothcr^s  eyi^j^ 

Throughout 
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ThrobgHoat  the  fcenes  of  nature,  is  there  oap 
Like  this,  that  dawns  fuch  gladnefs  on  t}ie4iNA« 
And  blifs  beyond  conception,  but  of  thofis 
Who  tafte  connubial  joys?  How  fweeter  far 
The  hce  of  Cupid  looks,  when  he  vonchfafes  * 

To  fit  with  Hymen  in  the  bow'r  of  Love, 
Than  when  he  roams  at  large !  Ye  libertinesy 
Who  in  the  fever  of  high  fpirits  ftray 
Thro'  Pleafttre's  paths  delufive,  where  the  thcMii 
Lflrk^  jk  foldiivgs  of  the  rofe,  O  iky,  ^ 

WhaMr^our  tranfix>rt9  when  compared  to  thefe  ? 
Psdnful  fimj|||tude !  For  once  confefs 
*Ybur  condu(!pMpg.     Confefs  it,  and  refftn^ 
T^fek^ior,  yerfew  fclq»^  af*let|»r'd  fiu^ie, 
Deep-ji'^fd  in  cl^q^iore,  .;}iat  ](glioran(;e 

Reigns  here:  for  on  t^e  decent,  deadly  ftcl€ 

Difplays  |t»eligi/)nj|pr  ,imi)iortal  p»ge^ 

From  ^mily  to  family  tranfmittedijl^own ; 

And  many  a  curious  vQ^u^e  jkere  is  foun^^  % 

Didadically  penh'd ;  noria||l||^,JUc^ 

Of  books  amiifive,  fii9h4S  j^]^pt  th^e  ch^ek 

To  wear  the  dimple  of  ^  kuynlefsffa^jle* 

Such  is  my  comfort,  fuch  i^lloneft  ]b]|p^ 

In  rural  chimney-coiner*    .Npr>  ye  gi!^t! 

On  whom  kind  F^tUul^ifllttls^jher.wdcoiii^  fmile^ 

My  tafte  defpife.    iFiw,/if  f^tmeyel^gh, 

Yoorfely^^^efatKi^,    i*ifeeimeiy%|pYe 

The  country's  healthy  fare ;  like  me  ye  prize 
I     Thechimney.C9ift«r;ti«d,j|t.YacantJiQ.iM'^ 

Bager  as  fifh.at|%,  yc^Wly  i<?iJ5e 

Fair  Oppotpm^*    ffieWnd  .y^ur  <^ifc 

The  fall  portm;iAl^^i}ajvis,  .ai^d  4bwti;ye<jiil^I 

Uncafy,  till  ye  reach  your  little  vill, 

1^4ie^ibla«e  »£  ymrfonhi .  yfkne^iXw^  k^ds. 

To  mondizing  TlMpht,  and  calm  Content 


'^      f  Denies 
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Denies  old  Caij^his  entrance  at  the  door. 
Away  the  dsemon  fleers  his  weary  flighty 
On  cumbrous  wing8>  to  atmofphere  more  ^^nfe^ 
And  feeks  his  native  maniion  of  the  town. 


t. 


^^    '       TH»     ACADEMIC  K. 

'i,  WHITTSN  IN   APRIL   MDCC  LV** 

,    BY    DR.     MARRI|^TT.       ^   ^ 


I. 
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^T  THILE  filent  ftreamsithe  mofs-grown  turrets  lave, 
V  V       Cam^  on  thy  Imnks  with  pei|^ve  fteps  I  trq^  ; 
The  dipping  oziers  kifs  thy  pafling  wave,    ^ 
And  evening  (hadows  o*tt  the'plauy  #|  Ipread. 

FHRn  reiUefr  eye  of  painfal  Care, 
To  thy  fecluded  grdtf^y; 
Where  Fancy's  fwceteft  (mns  repair. 
To  foothe  her^ailingjiefy; 

Reclin'd  the  lovely  vifi6nary  lies,         < 

In  yonder  vale  and  laureuvefted  bower; 
Where  the  gay  turf  is  deck'd  with  various  dies,    *^  t 

And  breathes  the  mllgling  fcents  of  every  flower : 

While  holy  dreams  prolong  her  calm  repofe,  ^^ 

He^ipe  is  caft  the  whifpering  reeds  anTong;  « 

High  on  the  boughs'lier  waving  harp  is  hang, 

Murmttrin^ipever3N^d  thato'er  it  blows.  a^- 


*  At  the  time  of  the  eftabllihment  of  daffic«l  ptise%  and  building  the  ne« 
f  i|Uick  library.  ^^ 
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Oft  have  T  fecH  ner  bathe  at  dewy  morn" 
H^ wanton  b^^fom^  thy  filver  fpring; 

Atd,  while  her  hAids  her  flowing  locks  adorn 
With  bafy  elegance,  have  heaid  mr  fing. 


But  fay,  what  long-recorded  theme* 
»^# Tbro*  all  the  lofty  tale  of  time,  iff 

^mdR  worthy  mn.  the  goddefs  deem 

Ofij^unding  diords,  and  fong  fublime* 

ThA,  whofe^arental  hand  to  vigour  bred  '^ 

£^  infant  art,  the  noble  and^e  wife ; 
Whole  bounty  gave  yon  arching  fhades  to  fpread^ 

Yon  pointA  ^^es  in  j|ply  pomp  to  rife  ? 

Shall  war  alone  loud-echoing  numbers  claim,  *   ^ 
And  {hall  the  deeds  of  loMlipg  Peace  be  drownM^ 
Amid  the  hero's  fhouts  and  trumpet's  found  i 

Thefe,  too«  jDiall flourifh inimmortal  fame* 


♦ 


*         -  •   \% 
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■Jt    >T 


*' 


Wheq^cience  fled  from  Latium's  polifh'd  coafls^ 
And  Grecian  groves,  her  long  and  lov'd  abode^ 

Far  from  the  din  of  fierce  conflifting  hods. 
Thro'  barbarouft  realms  the  weary  wanderer  trod; 

fiut  to  what  more  indulgent  iky,  ^ 

^         To  what  more  hofpitable  fliade,  ^  mL 
Could  trembling,  bleeding,  faintj|H|p 
Theiielpleis  and  devoted  maid? 


Time* 
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I 

Timc-honour'd  founders!  ye  the  virgin  wbo'd! 

'Twas  yours,  with  fouls  to  native  grandeur  born>  ^ 
To  bid  her  radiant  bjeauties  (hine  renew'd,  "        ' 

With  wealth  to  heap,  with  honoars  to  adorn.  _ 

f 

h 
In  Granta's  happier  pa(Bis  (he  wept  no  more ; 

lleal'd  were  the^^unds  that  fcarr'd  her  gentle  breall; 

4HppBre»  Mn  (he  fmilefwith  Fivedom'^fons  to  refk, 

iMUnourns  her  attick  towers,  no/'Tufcan  (hore. 

Fathers  of  genius !  whom  the  MuftlMres; 

For  fore  to  you  her  nobleft  (Irains^Iong, 
Beneath  whoie  venerable  roofe  ihe  pours  0 

The  grateful  notes  of  fweetly-flowing  fdng.  • 

Th*  increafe  of  fwift  l'evolvIhf*yeaiJi  r 

With  confcious  pride  exulting  view ;    , .  ^ 

How  ill  ye  phftAM  compleit  aj5^i^*,     '* 
How  all  y6dr  Hrt^s  blooM  itic^. 

#■ 
The  generous  zeal  which  erft  ye  felt  remains,    ^  « 

It's  bounteous  Yearns  ftijfatrdcnt  to  difpefilb ; 
Whilft,  unexhauded^^flH^earned  plains 
Rolls  the  rich  dream  of  wiA  munificence. 

Joy  to  your  lhad<S !  the  great  career  is  run, 
Referv'd  by  Fate  for  fomc  fuperior  hand, 
Confefs'd,  the  laft,  thfajiMipicious  work  &all  fland> 

And  fiatefman,  ^on^fedb^td  what  ye  begun. 

•'■ft-  '■ 

Ye,  too,  once  ipilpi  ^f  \\itU  i^Ms  reriown'cl ^ 
Whofe  fpirits,  min|liag  with  the  etherei^  rajl 

Of  univeffal  nature,  trac'd  the. bound, 
ftt  Tdis'd  in  majefty  of  thought  the  lay  $   • 


Sec 
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See  your  lov'd  arts  this  clime  to  grace, 

Ti^r  rival  radiance  brighter  fhed» 
While  iftUes  fmiles  the  wreath  to  place 

l^n  the  youthf^  vidtor's  head. 

Where  Spencer  fits  among  your  thAnes,  AibHrne, 

To  the  fbft  mufick  of  his  mournful  H^s  ^^ 

Liftening  ye  weep  ^  his  ungrateful  time,  '■^'^ 

And  point  the  bette Aope  of  happier  dtyt.  '  ^ 


JIL. 

:a4|H|Bn 


If  with  the  dea^|H|kiour*s  memory  dies. 

Forget,  much  innlLname,  th'  unworthy  woe; 
In  ftralns  like  thii^^  may  our  accents  flow. 

In  noJ||er  numbers  yon  fair  domes  arife. 

»        • 

VI. 

'When  AMon*8  ftonns,  or  feme  fell  tyrant's  hate, 

#  Arts  joint  with  freedom  to  one  grave  ihall  doom. 
Then,  tho'  thefe  ftruftures  to  the  hand  of  fate 

Be^  their  proud  height,  like  thine,  imperial  Rome, 

KnoiPv||^ly,  Time,  thy  npid  rage. 
Shall  pcHUt  it's  wide-d^l^jj^y  aim. 

Since  what  defies  the  fcgce  onige 
Thus  confecrates  the  pile  to  Faftiea 

Som^  future  eye  the  ruin'd  heap  ihall  trace. 
The  name  of  Holies  on  the  ftqybeholdy 

Shall  point  a  Bronfwick  to  a  ^4|^V» 
Benign,  and  awful  on  the  fwelK^jpHd.         ^ 

Th'  hiftorick  page,  the  poet's  tuneful  to^^ 

*  With  thefe  compar'd,  their  mntuaMUinEill  raife 
1^0  buil^the  records  of  eternal  praife. 

And  deck  with  endlefs  wreaths  their  honour'd  ibiL 

m 
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VII. 

SWeeter  than  warbled  founds  that  win  the  knCef  ^  ^ 
,      Flows  the  glad  mu/ick  of  a  gratefi^ heart; 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  wordy  eloquence^ 
Or  firains  too  cold,  high-wrought  with  labour'd  art* 

Tho'  weakly  founds  the  jarring  ftring, 
Tho*  vainly  would  the  mufc  f^profe, 

Tlie  heights  fo  which  with  eagle  wl 
Alone  can  heaven-taught  geni 


Yet  ihal^he^and  ingenious  drive  td^Miy  % 

The  blooming  chaplet  for  her  leader's  brow ; 

While  with  new  verdure  grac' *  j§  Glory's  {hrine^^ 
The  ajnpler  palms  of  civick  honours  grow ; 

When  he>  thefe  farour'd  fhades  appears  to  blefs,  .^.^ 
Whofe  guardian  counfels  guide  a  nation's  fatq^- 
Apui  with  fuperior  toils  for  Europe's  date  "% 

Mixes  the  thought  of  Granta's  happinefs^ 

YIII,  *%  %  *  * 

Hail«  feats  revbr'd !  w]l||H|Pightful  pleafures  dwells 

And  hioYering  Peace  extends  ker  downy  wings; 
Where  mufing  Kmjpi/%d^t  holds  her  humble  cell^ 


divine 


And  Truth  divine  unlocks  her  fecret  fprings : 

This  verfe  with  mil^cceptance  deign 
To  hear;  thiM|||^Burfelves  infpire. 

Ere  yet  within  fB:  nEored  fane 
The  nfafe,4Bfpends  her  votive  lyre. 

Thee,  Granta,  tJins  with  filial  thanks  I  greet. 
With  fmiles  maternal  thon  thofe  thanks  receive; 

For  Learning's  humble  wealth,  for  friendihip  fweet. 
For  every  calmer  joy  thy  fcenes  could  giver 


^ 
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Wliile  thus  I  fport  upon  thy  peacefal  ftnSU^ 

The  ftorms  of  life  at  awful  diftance  roar ; 

AM  fdUA  dread,  ilill  lingering  on  the  ihort. 
To  laaSi  my  little  bark,  and  quit  the  land. 


COLIN    AND    LUCY. 

^Y$  MR.    TICKEL. 

OP  LciflHi^am'd  for  maidens  fair^ 
BripK%«cy.was  the  grace; 
(^  ^'cr  dicLClfQrs  limpid  dream 
Refled  a  ndrer  face ; 

Till  Incklefs  Iove«  and  pining  care^ 

Impaired  her  rofy  hue, 
Hdr  dainty  lip,  her  dama&  cheekj 

Aild  eyes  of  gloily  blue. 

^h !  have  ypx  feen  a  lily  pale 
9  ^  ^Sk^^  bating  rains  defcend  ? 
SoV^|M  this  flow-confuming  maid^ 
Her  life  now  near  '^^"^Itfi^^ 

By  Lucy  wam'd,  of  flatt'ring  fwaios 
Take  heed,  ye  eafy  fair;  \^ 

Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vows* 
Ye  flatt'ring  fwains,  beware ! 


^  Jt  Three  times,  all  in  the  d< 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring ; 
And  at  her  window,  (hriekiag  thri&* 
**     ^       The  raven  flapp'd  his  wing. 


•^ 
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Full  well  the  love-Ioni  maiden  knew 

The  folemn  boding  foond^ 
And  thus  in  dying  words  befpake  ^ 

The  virgins  weeping  round—  ^ 

•  I  hear  a  voice  you  cannot  hear, 

•  That  cries,   I  muft  not  (lay ; 

•  I  fee  a  hand  you  cannot  fee, 

•  That  beckons  me  away. 

•  Of  a  falfc  iwain  and  broken  hcai ^ 

•  In  early  youth  I  die ;  , 
'  Am  I  to  blame,  becanfe  the  bpde  ^  ' 

•  Is  twice  as  rich  as  I?  *        ,,  » 

•  Ah,  Colin!   give  not  her  tfiy  vowSj^ 

•  Vows  due  to  me  alone ! 

•  Nor  thou,  rafli  girl,  receiye  his  kifs« 
'  Nor  think  him  all  tl^  own ! 

.     *  To-morrow  in  the  church  to  iwed 

'  Impatient  both  prepare  :  -« 

'  But  know,  falfemau;  g-^  frnoir    fnnd.mal),  • 

•  Poor  Lucy  will  bccthcre. 

•  Then  bear  my  oorfe,  ye  comrades  detr, 
'  The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet; 

•  He  in  his  wedding  trim  fo  gay, 

•  I  in  my  windbg-pihcct.' 

Shefpake,  IhedyM:  lier  corfe  was  borne. 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet ; 
He  in  his  wedding  trim  fi>  gay. 

She  in  her  winding-ibcet. 

What 
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Wliat  then  were  Colin's  dreadfal  thoaghts ! 

^ow  ff^re  thefe  nuptials  kept! 
The#ride-men  flocked  round  Lucy  dead^ 

And  all  the  village  wept. 

Compaffion,  ihame,  remorie,  deipair^ 

At  once  his  bofom  fwell : 
The  damps  of  death  bedew'd  his  brow, 

Hegroan'd,  he  ihook,  he  felL 
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^-Froln  the  vun  briAo>  a  bride  no  more, 
TJ^varyingoimfcufled; 
e      When,  bttch'd  befide  her  rival's  corfe^ 
^   She  faw  her  loVer  dead. 

He  to  his  Xiucy's  new-made  grave, 
Convey'd  by  trembling  A^ains, 

In  the  fame  mould,  beneath  one  fod. 
For  ever  now  remains. 

Oft  at  this  plate  the  conftant  hind 
^    And  pl^hted  maid  are  feen ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-Iowloiots^ 
They  deck  the  facred  green. 

But,  fwain  forfwom,  whoe'er  thou  art^ 
This  hallow'd  ground  forbear ! 

Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate. 
And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 


aLcanzor 
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But  a  thoufand  times  more  lovely 

To  her  longing  lover's  fight. 
Steals,  half  feen,  the  beauteous  maiden. 

Thro'  the  glimmerings  of  the  night. 

Tip-toe  (lands  the  anxious  lover, 
Whifpering  forth  a  gentle  figh : 

*  Alia  keep  thee,  lovely  lady; 

'  Tell  me,  am  I  doom'd  to  die  ? 

'  Is  it  trne,  the  dreadful  (lory 
'  Which  thy  damfel  tells  my  page; 

•  That,  feduc'd  by  fordid  riches, 

*  Thou  wilt  fell  thy  bloom  to  age? 

'  An  old  lord  from  Antiquera 

*  Thy  ftern  father  brings  along ; 
'Bat  canft  thou,  inconftant  Zayda, 

*  Thus  confent  my  love  to  wrong  ? 

•  If 'tis  true,  now  plainly  tell  me, 
'  Nor  thus  trifle  with  my  woes ; 

*  Hid^  not  then  from  me  the  fecret, 

*  Which  the  world  fb  clearly  knows.' 

Peeply  figh'd  the  confcious  maiden. 
While  the  pearly  tears  defcend  s 

♦  Ah,  my  lord !   too  true  the  ftory  ; 
'  Here  our  tender  loves  muft  end. 


^  Our  fond  friendfhip  is  difcover'd; 

'  Well  are  known  our  mutual  vows : 
*  All  my  friends  are  full  of  fury  ; 

*  Storms  of  paflion  fhake  the  houfe. 

Qj,  •  Threats, 
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*  Threats,  reproaches,  fears,  farroand  me; 
«  Mjr  ftem  father  breaks  my  heart: 

'  Alia  knows  how  de^r  it  coils  me, 
'  Generouj  yooth,  /rom  thee  to  part! 

'  Ancient  wounds  of  hoftile  fury 

'  Long  have  rent  our  houfe  and^  thine  ; 

'  Why,  then,  did  thy  (hining  sqierit 
'  Win  this  tender  heart  of  mine  ? 

'     '  Well  thou  know'ft  how  dear  I  lov'd  thee, 

*  Spite  of  all  their  hateful  pride; 

•  Tho'  I  fear'd  my  haughty  father 

*  Ne'er  would  let  me  be  thy  bride. 

'  Well  thou  know'ft  what  cruel  chidings 

*  Oft  I've  from  my  mother  borne, 

•  What  I've  fuiFcr'd  here  to  meet  thee 
'  Still  at  eve  and  early  o^rn* 

'  I  no  longer  may  refift  them ; 

*  All,  to  force  my  hand  combine ; 
'  And  to-morrow  to  thy  rival 

'  This  weak  frame  I  mnft  refign. 

'  Yet  think  not  thy  faithful  Zayda 
'  Can  furvive  fo  great  a  wrong ; 

*  Well  my  breaking  heart  aflures  me 

« 

'  That  my  woes  will  not  be  l^g* 

«  Farewell  then,  my  dear  Alcanaor! 

*  Farewel,  too,  my  life  with  thee ! 
'  Take  this  fcarf,  a  parting  token ; 

*  When  thoa  wear'ft  it  think  on  me. 
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'  Soon^  lov'd  yoath,  fome  worthier  maiden 

*  Shall  reward  thy  generous  truth ; 
'  Some  times  tell  her  how  thv  Zayda 

*  Died  for  thee  in  prime  of  youth.' 

To  him  all  amaz'd^  confounded^ 

Thus  fhe  did  her  woes  impart : 
Deep  he  figh'd,  then  cry'd,  '  O  Zayda! 

'  Do  not,  do  not  break  my  heart. 

'  Canft  thoa  thinkl  thus  will  lofe  thee? 

'  Canft  thoQ  hold  my  love  fo  fmall  ? 
'  No!  a  thoufand  times  I'll  perifh! 

*  My  CQts'd  rival,  too,  fhall  fall. 

'  Canft  thou,  wilt  thou  yield  thus  to  them? 

*  O  break  forth,  and  fly  to  me ! 

'  This  fond  heart  (hall  bleed  to  fave  thee, 
<  Thefe  fond  arms  fhall  ihelter  thee.' 

'  'Tis  in  vain !  in  vain,  Alcanzor ! 

*  Spies  fnrronnd  me,  bars  fecure : 

*  Scarce  I  Ileal  this  laft  dear  moment, 
'•  While  my  damfel  keeps  the  door* 

*  Hark !  I  hear  my  father  florming  I 
'  Hark!    I  hear  my  mother  chide ! 

*  I  iQttft  go  :  farewel  for  ever ! 

*  GracioBs  Alia  be  thy  guide  I' 
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O  R, 

THE  ART  OF  WALKING  THE  STREETS  OF  LONDON. 

IN        TH&E£       BOOKS. 
BY      MR.      GAY. 

BOOK      I. 

THROUGH  winter  ftrcets  to  (leer  your  courfe  aright^ 
How  to  walk  clean  by  day,  and  fafe  by  night, 
Howjoftling  crowds,  with  prudence  to  decline. 
When  to  aflert  the  wall,  and  when  refign, 
Ifing:  tl^ott.  Trivia!  goddefs,  aid  my  fbng. 
Thro'  fpacious  flreets  condd A  thy  bard  along ; 
By  thee  tranfported,  I  fccurcly  ftraiy 
Where  winding  alleys  lead  the  doubtful  way. 
The  fil^nt  court  and  opening  fqukre  explore. 
And  long  perplexing  lanes  untrod  before. 
To  pave  thy  realm «  and  fmooth  the  broken  ways. 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays; 
Por  thee  the  fturdy  pavior  thumps  the  ground,  , 

Whilft  ev^ry  ftroke  his  labodring  lungs  refonnd ; 
For  thee  the  fcavenger  bids  kennels  glide 
Within  their  bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  fubfide. 
My  youthful  bofom  bums  with  thirft  of  fame. 
Prom  the  great  theme  to  bttild  a  glorious  name. 
To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown. 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  civick  crown ; 
But  mdre,  my  country's  love  demands  the  lays; 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praife. 

When  the  black  youth  at  chofen  flands  rejoice. 
And  *  Clean  your  fhoes,'  refounds  from  twtry  voice ; 

When 
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When  late  their  miry  fides  ftage-coaches  (how. 
And  their  fHfrhorfes  thro'  the  town  move  flow; 
When  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies. 
And  damfels  firft  renew  their  oyf^r  cries ; 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  ihoes  provide,    I 
Not  of  the  Spaniih  or  Morocco  hide ; 
The  wooden  heel  may  raife  the  dancer's  bound. 
And  with  the  fcallop'd  top  his  ftep  be  crown'd ;  i 
Let  firm,  well-hammer'd  JToles,  prote^  thy  feet 
Thro'  freezing  fnows,  and  rains,  and  foaking  fleet* 
Should  the  big  lail  extend  the  flioe  too  wide. 
Each  ftone  will  wrench  th'  unwary  flep  afide; 
The  fudden  turn  may  firetch  the  fwelling  vein. 
Thy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ankle  fprain: 
And  when  too  fliort  the  modifli  flioes  are  worn. 
You'll  judge  the  feafons  by  your  fliooting  corn* 

Nor  fliould  it  prove  thy  lefs  important  care 
To  chufe  a  proper  coat  for  winter's  wear. , 
Now  in  thy  trunk  thy  D'Oily  habit  fold. 
The  filken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold ; 
The  frieze's  fpongy  nap  is  foak'd  with  rain. 
And  fliow'rs  foon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain  ; 
True  Witney  broad-cloth,  with  it's  fliag  unfliorn, 
Unpierc'd  is  in  the  lalting  tempeft  worn : 
Be  this  the  horfeman's  fence ;  for  who  would  wear 
Amid  the  town  the  fpoils  of  Ruflia's  bear  ? 
Within  the  roquelaure's  clafp  thy  hands  are  pent. 
Hands  that  ftretch'd  forth  invading  harms  prevent. 
Let  the  loop'd  Bavaroy  the  fop  embrace* 
Or  his  deep  cloak  befpatter'd  o'er  with  lace : 
That  garment  beft  the  winter's  rage  defends, 
Whofe  ample  forn\  without  one  plait  depends  i 
By  various  names  in  various  counties  known. 
Yet  held  in  all  the  true  furtout  alone; 
Be  thine  of  Kerfey  firm,  tho'  fmall  the  coll. 
Then  brave  unwet  the  rs^n,  unchill'd  the  froft* 

If 
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If  the  ftrong  cane  fupport  thy  walking  hand. 
Chairmen  no  longer  fhall  the  wall  command ; 
E'en  fturdy  carmen  ihall  thy  nod  obey. 
And  rattling  coaches  ftop  to  make  thee  way : 
This  fhall  dired  thy  cautious  tread  aright, 
Tha*  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tippM  produce. 
Be  theirs  for  empty  ftiow,  but  thine  for  ufe. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  eafe. 
And  lazily  infure  a  lifers  difeafe  ; 
While  fofter  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  court,  to  White's,  afTemblies,  or  the  play; 
Rofy-complexionM  heaUh  thy  fleps  attends. 
And  exercife  thy  lafting  youth  defends. 
Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choic^d  gifts  profane: 
Thus  fdme  beneath  their  arm  fupport  the  cane ; 
'  Tht  dirty  point  oft  checks  the  carelefs  pace. 
And  miry  fpots  the'  clean  cravat  difgrace. 
O  may  I  never  fuch  misfortune  Aieet ! 
May  no  fuch  vicious  walkers  croud  the  flreet ! 
May  Providence  o'erfhade  tne  with  her  wings. 
While  the  bold  Mufe  experienc'd  dangers  fmgs! 

Not  that  t  iVander  from  my  native  home. 
And  (tempting  petils)  foreign  cities  roam* 
Let  Paris  be  the  thelne  of  Gallia's  Mufe, 
Where  Slavery  treads  the  ftrcets  in  wooden  fhoes : 
Nor  do  I  rove  in  Belgia'^  frozen  clime. 
And  teach  the  clumfy  boor  to  (kate  in  rhyme ;  ^  * 

Where,  if  the  warmer  clonds  in  rain  defcend. 
No  miry  ways  induflrious  fteps  offend ; 
The  rufhing  flood  from  floping  pavements  pears. 
And  blackens  the  canals  with  dirty  fhowers. 
Let  others  Naples'  fmoother  ftreets  rehearfe. 
And  with  proud  Roman  ftro^res  grace  their  verfe. 
Where  frequent  murders  wake  the  nigltt  with  grosn^t 
And  blood  in  purple  tarrents  (iyet  the  ftcnet* 

Nor 
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Nor  fliall  the  Mufe  thro*  narrow  Venice  ftray. 

Where  gondolas  their  painted  oars  difplay. 

O  happy  ftreetsl  to  rumbling  wheels  unknown. 

No  carts,  no  coaclies^  (hake  the  floating  town  ! 

Thus  was  of  old  Britannia's  city  blefs'd. 

Ere  pride  and  luxury  her  Tons  poifefs'd ; 
^  Coaches  and  chariots  yet  unfafhion'd  lay. 

Nor  late-invented  chairs  perplex'd  the  way : 

Then  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town,  ^ 

And  tuck'd  up  petticoats  fecar'd  her  gown; 

Her  rofy  cheek  with  diflant  vifits  glow'd. 

And  exercife  unartful  charms  beftow'd ; 

But  fince  in  braided  gold  her  foot  is  bound. 

And  a  long  trailing  mantua  fweeps  the  ground. 

Her  ihoe  difdains  the  ftreet ;  the  lazy  fair 

With  narrow  ftep  affedU  a  limping  air. 

Now  gaudy  Pride  corrupts  the  lavifh  age, 
,  And  the  fbeets  flame  with  glaring  equipage : 

The  tricking  gamefter  infolently  rides. 

With  loves  and  graces  on  his  chariot  fldes;      ^ 

In  iaucy  fbite  tSie  griping  broker  fits. 

And  laughs  at  honefty  and  trudging  wits. 

For  you,  O  honeft  men  !  thefe  ufeful  lays  " 

The  Mufe  prepares ;  I  feek  no  other  praife. 
When  fleep  is  firil  difturb'd  by  morning  cries. 

From  fure  prognofHdcs  learn  to  know  the  flcies. 

Left  you  of  rheums  and  coughs  at  night  complain, 

Stirpriz'd  in  dreary  fogs  or  driving  rain. 

When  fuffbcating  mills  obfcure  the  morn, 
'  Let  thy  worft  wig,  long  us'd  to  ftorms,  be  worn; 

This  knows  the  powder'd  footman,  and  with  care 

Beneath  his  flapping  hat  fecures  his  hair. 

\t  thou  for  every  (eafon  juftly  drefsM, 

Nor  brave  the  piercing  froft  with  open  brcaft; 

And,  when  the  burning  douds  a  deluge  pour. 

Let  thy  fortout  def<^d  the  drenching  fiiower* 
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The  changing  weather  Certain  figns  reveaL 
Ere  winter  fheds  her  fnow,  or  frolls  congeal. 
You'll  fee  the  coals  in  brighter  flame  afpire. 
And  fulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  riling  fire; 
Your  tender  fliins  the  fcorching  heat  decline. 
And  at  the  dearth  of  coals  the  poor  repine : 
Before  her  kitchen  hearth  the  nodding  dame. 
In  flannel  mantle  wrapped,  enjoys  the  flatae  ; 
Hov'ring,   upon  her  feeble  knees  ftie,  bends. 
And  all  around  the  grateful  warmth  afcends. 

Nor  do  lefs  certain  iigns  the  town  advife 
Of  milder  weather  and  ferener  flcies. 
The  ladies,  gaily  drefs'd,  the  Mall  adorn 
With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  funny  morn ; 
The  wanton  fawns  with  frifking  pleafure  range. 
And  chirping  fparrows  greet  the  welcome  change : 
Not  that  their  minds  with  greater  ikill  are  fraught, 
Endu'd  by  inflind,  or  by  reafon  taught; 
The  feafons  operate  on  ev'ry  breafl: : 
'Tis  hence  that  fawns  are  brifk,   and  ladies  drefs'd. 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman  fnores. 
And  dreams  of  fancied  fares;   when  tavern  doors 
The  chairmen  idle  croud,  then  ne'er  refufe 
To  trufl  thy  bufy  fleps  in  thinner  fhoes. 

But  when  the  fwinging  flgns  your  ears  oflend 
With  creaking  noife,  then  rainy  floods  impend  ; 
Soon  fhall  the  kennels  fwell  with  rapid  fh-eams. 
And  rufli  in  muddy  torrents  to  the  Thames. 
The  bookfeller,   whofe  ftiop's  an  open  fquare, 
Forefees  the  tempeft,  and  with  early  care 
Of  learning  flrips  the  rails :  the  rowing  crew. 
To  tempt  a  fare,  clothe  all  their  tilts  in  blue. 
On  hofiers'  poles  depending  ftockings  ty'd. 
Flag  with  the  flacken'd  gale  from  iide  to  fide. 
Church  monuments  foretel  the  changing  air; 
Then  Niobe  diflblves  into  a  tear,  , 
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And  fweats  with  facred  grief.     You'll  hear  the  (bunds 
Of  whifUing  winds  ere  kennels  break  their  bounds ; 
Ungrateful  odours  common-fewers  difFufe, 
And  dropping  vaults  diltil  unwholefome  dews^ 
Ere  the  tiles  rattle  with  the  fmoaking  {how*r> 
And  (pouts  on  heedlefs  men  their  torrents  pour. 

All  fuperitition  from  thy  breafl  repel. 
Let  cred'lous  boys,  and  prattling  nurfes  tell 
How,  if  the  feftival  of  Paul  be  clear. 
Plenty  from  liberal  horn  (hall  ib-ow  the  year: 
When  the  dark  (kies  di(rolve  in  fnow  or  rain. 
The  laboring  hind  (hall  yoke  the  (leer  in  Vain  ; 
But  if  the  threat'ning  winds  in  tempeils  roar, 
Then  War  (hall  bathe  her  waftefnl  fword  in  gore. 
How,  if  on  Swithin's  feaft  the  welkin  lours. 
And  ev'ry  penthoufe  dreams  with  hafty  (how'rs. 
Twice  twenty  days  (hall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain. 
And  wa(h  the  pavements  with  ince(rant  rain. 
Let  not  fuch  vulgar  tales  debafe  thy  mind ; 
Nor  Paul,  nor  Swithin,  rule  the  clouds  and  wind* 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  Mufe  defpife. 
And  (light  the  faithful  warning  of  the  (kies. 
Others  you'll  fee,  when  all  the  town's  afloat,  v 

Wrapp'd  in  th*  embraces  of  a  Kerfey  coat. 
Or  double-button'd  frieze ;   their  guarded  feet 
Defy  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  ftreet. 
While  you,  with  hat  unloop'd,    the  fury  dread 
Of  fpouts  high-flreaming,   and  with  cautious  tread 
Shun  ev'ry  dafliing  pool ;  or  idly  flop. 
To  feek  the  kind  proteflion  of  a  (hop. 
Bat  bu(inefs  fummons ;  now  with  hafly  feud 
You  joftlc  for  the  wall ;  the  fpatter'd  mud 
Hides  all  thy  hofe  behind ;  in  vain  you  fcour ; 
Thy  wig,  alas !   uncurl'd,  admits  the  (how'r. 
80  fierce  Alefito's  fnaky  treflfes  fell. 
When  Orpheus  cl^arm'd  the  rigorous  powers  of  hclli 
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Or  thos  hang  Glaucus'  beard,  ivith  briny  dew 
Clotted  and  flraight>  when  firft  his  am'rous  view 
Sarpriz'd  the  bathing  fair;  the  frighted  maid 
Now  (lands  a  rock^   transform'd  by  Circe's  aid. 

Qood  houfewives  all  the  winter's  rage  defpife^ 
Defended  by  the  riding-hood's  difguife ; 
Or,  underneath  th'  umbrella's  oily  fhed» 
Safe  thro'  the  wet  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
Let  Perfian  dames  th'  umbrella's  ribs  difplay. 
To  guard  their  beauties  from  the  funny  ray; 
Or  fweating  flaves  fupport  the  (hady  load, 

^   When  eallern  monarcks  (how  their  date  abroad ; 
Britain  in  winter  only  knows  it's  aid. 
To  guard  from  chilly  (how'rs  the  walking  maid. 
But,  O !    forget  not,  Mufe  I  the  patten's  praife. 
That  female  implement  (haU  grace  thy  lays ; 

.    Say  from  what  art  divine  th'  invention  came. 
And  from  it's  origin  dedtice  it's  name. 

Where  Lincoln  .wide  extends  her  fenny,  ibil, 
A  goodly  yeoman  liv'd,  grown  white  with  toil; 
One  only  daughter  blefs'd  his  nuptial  bed. 
Who  from  her  infant  hand  the  poultry  fed  : 
Martha  (her  careful  mother's  name)  flie  bore. 
But  now  her  careful  mother  was  no  more. 
Whilft  on  her  father's  kaee  the  damfel  play'd^ 
Patty  he  fondly  call'd  the  fmiling  maid ; 
As  years  increas'd,  her  ruddy  beauty  grew^ 
And  Patty's  fame  o'er  all  the  village  flew. 

Soon  as  the  grey-ey'd  morning  ib-eaks  the  ficies. 
And  in  the  doubtfut  day  the  woodcock  flies. 
Her  cleanly  pail  tlie  pretty  houfewife  bears. 
And  (inging,   to  the  difbant  Held  repairs  ; 
And  when  the  plains  with  evening  dews  are  fpread. 
The  milky  burden  fmokes  upon  her  head:      *     - 
Deep  thro'  a  miry  lane  (he  pick'd  lier  way,         / 
Above  her  Msle  rofe  the  chalky  clay. 
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Voloan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  fpici. 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyts ; 
Hie  faw,  he  lov'd ;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
Sweet  innocence  and  beauty  meet  in  one. 
Ah,  Mulciber !  recal  thy  nuptial  vows. 
Think  on  the  graces  of  thy  Paphian  fpoufe; 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inexhauiled  charms. 
And  canft  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms? 

The  Lemnian  Pow'r  forfakes  the  realms  above« 
His  bofom  glowing  with  terreftrial  love* 
Far  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found; 
No  tenant  ventured  on  th'  unwholfome  ground. 
Here  fmokes  his  forge,  he  bares  his  finewy  arm^ 
And  early  ftrokes  the  founding  anvil  warm: 
Around  his  fhop  the  fteely  fparkles  flew. 
As  for  the  fteed  he  ihapM  the  bending  ihoe. 

When  blue-ey'd  Patty  near  his  window  came,  » 

His  anvil  refls,  his  fbrge  forgets  to  flame : 
To  hear  his  foothing  tales  ihe  feigns  delays; 
What  woman  can  refift  the  force  of  praife  ? 

At  firfl  fhe  coyly  evVy  kifs  withftood. 
And  all  her  cheek  was  flufh'd  with  modefl  blood : 
With  headlefs  n^ls  he  now  furrounds  her  fhoes. 
To  fave  her  fleps  from  rains  and  piercing  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  foothing  tales,'  his  preients  wore. 
And  granted  kifles,  but  would  grant  no  more. 
Yet  winter  chrll'd  her  feet,  with  cold  fhe  pines^ 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofe  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  luftre  boafl. 
And  in  hoarfe  founds  her  melting  voice  is  loft. 

This  Vulcan  faw,   and  in  his  heav'niy  thought 
A  new  machine  mechanick  fancy  wrought^ 
Above  the  mire  her  fhelter'd  fleps  to  raife, 
Andxhear  herfafely  thro'  the  wint'ryways. 
Straight  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  glows. 
And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patten  rofe. 
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No  more  her  lungs  are  (hook  with  dropping  rheums^, 
And  on  her  cheek  reviving  beaaty  blooms. 
The  god  obtained  his  fuit:  tho*  flatt'ry  fail, 
Prefents  with  female  virtue  muft  prevail. 
The  patten  now  fupports  each  frugal  dame. 
Which  from  the  blue-ey'd  Patty  takes  the  name. 


BOOK    II. 

'T^HUS  far  the  Mufe  has  trac'd,  in  ufeful  lays. 

The  proper  implements  for  wint'ry  ways ; 
Has  taught  the  walker  with  judicious  eyes 
To  tead  the  various  warnings  of  the  ikies : 
Now  venture,  Mufe !  from  home  to  range  ihe  town. 
And  for  the  pub  lick  fafety  rifque  thy  own. 

For  eafe  and  for  difpatch  the  morning's  beft  ; 
No  tides  of  pafTengers  the  (Ireets  molell ; 
You*!!  fee  a  draggled  damfel  here  and  there. 
From  Billingfgate  her  fifhy  traffick  bear : 
On  doors  the  fallow  milkmaid  chalks  her  gains ; 
Ah !  how  unlike  the  milkmaid  of  the  plains ! 
before  proud  gates  attending  affes  bray, 
Or  arrogate  with  folemn  pace  the  way; 
Thefe  grave  phyiicians,  with  their  milky  chear. 
The  love-fick  ipaid  ^nd  4wii)dling  beau  repair. 
Here  rows  of  drummers  ftand  in  martial  file. 
And  with  their  vellum  thunder  ihake  the  pile. 
To  greet  the  new-made  bride.     Are  founds  like  thefe. 
The  proper  prelude  to  a  (late  of  peace? 
Now  Indullry  awakes  her  bufy  fons ; 
Full  charg'd  with  news  the  breathlefs  hawker  runs : 
Shops  open,  coaches  roll,  carts  fliake  the  ground. 
And  all  the  ftreets  with  paffing  cries  refound. 

If  cloath'd  in  black  you  tread  the  bufy  town. 
Or  if  dillinguiih'd  by  the  rev'reiid  gown. 
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Three  trades  avoid:  oft  in  the  mingling  prefs 

The  barber's  apron  foils  the  fable  drefs; 

Shan  the  perfumer's  touch  with  cautious  eye; 

Nor  let  the  baker's  itep  advance  too  nigh. 

Ye  Walkers,   too>   that  youthful  colours  wear. 

Three  fullying  trades  avoid  with  equal  care: 

The  little  chimney-fweeper  ikulks'  along. 

And  marks  with  (boty  flains  the  heedlefs  throng  ; 

When  '  Small-coal  1'  murmurs  in  the  hoarfer  throat. 

From  fmutty  dangers  guard  thy  threaten'd  coat; 

The  dufl-man's  cart  offends  thy  cloaths  and  eyes. 

When  thro'  the  fh-eet  a  cloud  of  afhes  fiies^ 

But  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn. 

The  chandler's  bafket,  on  his  fhoulder  borne. 

With  tallow  fpots  jthy  coat,     Refign  the  way 

To  fhun  the  furl/ butcher's  greafy  tray; 

Butchers!    whofe  hands  are  dy'd  with  blood's  foul  Hain, 

And  always  foremoft  in  the  hangman's  train* 

Let  due  civilities  be  flriflly  paid : 
The  wall  fqrrender  to  the  hooded  maid ; 
Nor  let  thy  fturdy  elbow's  hafty  rage 
joftle  the  feeble  fteps  of  trembling  Age; 
And  when  the  porter  bends  beneath  his  load. 
And  pants  for  breath,   clear  thou  the  crouded  road  ; 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  diredl. 
And  from  the  preffing  throng  the  lame  proteft. 

You'll  fometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  niceft  tread, 
Whofe  mantling  peruke  veils  his  empty  head; 
At  ev'ry  ftep  he  dreads  the  wall  to  lofe. 
And  rifques,  to  fave  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd  (hoes ; 
Him,  like  the  miller,  pafs  with  caution  by. 
Left  from  his  fhoulder  clouds  of  powder  fly : 
Bat  when  the  bully,  with  affuming  pace. 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edg'd  round  with  tamifh'd  lace. 
Yield  not  the  way ;  defy  his  ftrutting  pride. 
And  thruft  him-  to  the  muddy  kennel's  iide. 

He 
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He  never  turas  igaun,  aor  dares  oppo(e> 
Bat  matters  coward  curfes  as  he  goes. 

If  drawn  by  bufinefs  to  a  ftreet  unknown. 
Let  the  fw6rn  porter  point  thee  thro'  the  town. 
Be  fare  obferve  the  fignsr  for  figns  remain 
-  like  faithful  landmarks  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  not  from  prentices  to  learn  the  way  ; 
Thofe  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  fteps  aftray : 
Aik  the  grave  tradefman  to  dired  thee  right. 
He  ne'er  deceives^-^-bat  when  he  pro&ts  by'u 

Where  fam'd  St^  Giles's  ancient  limits  fpread^ 
An  inrail'd  column  rears  it's  lofty  head ; 
Here  to  fev'n  flreets  fev'n  dials  count  the  day. 
And  from  each  other  catch  the  circling  ray: 
Here  oft  the  peafant,  with  enquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place; 
He  dwiells  on  ev'ry  fign  with  flupid  gaze. 
Enters  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze ; 
Tries  ev'ry  winding  court  and  ilreet  in  vain. 
And  doubles  o'er  his  w^ary  lleps  again. 
Thns  hardy  Thefeus,  with  intrejnd  feet, 
Travers'd  the  dang'rous  labyrinth  of  Crete  ; 
But  (till  the  wand'ring  paflesforc'd  his  flay. 
Till  Ariadne's  clue  unwinds  the  way. 
Bat  do  not  thou,  like  that  bold  chief,  confide 
Thf  vent'rous  footftcps  to  a  female  guide  ; 
She'll  lead  thee  with  delu^ve  fmiles  along. 
Dive  in  thy  fob,   and  drop  thee  in  the  throng. 

When  waggilh  boys  th^  ftunted  beeibm  p1y« 
To  rid  the  iUMby  pavement,  pafs  not  by 
Ere  thou  haft  held  their  hands ;  feme  heedlefs  flirt 
Will  overfpreadthy  calves  with  fpatt'riiig  dirt. 
Where  porters  hogflieads  roll  from  carts  aflope. 
Or  brewers  down  fteep  cellars  ftretch  the  ro^e. 
Where  counted  billets  are  by  carman  tois'd. 
Stay  thy  raih  ftep,  and  walk  without  the  po^ 
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Whit  tko*  the  gath*iifig  mire  tHy  feet  beimeir, 
Tke  voice  of  Indniry  is  cdways  near. 
Hark !  the  boy  <:alls  thee  to  Kis  deftinM  (kttfii. 
And  the  fhoe  fhincs  beneath  his  oiiy  hand.    ^ 
Here  let  the  Mufe,  ftdgtiM  amid  the  throng. 
Adorn  her  preeepts  whh  digreflive  fong ; 
Of  fhirtlcfs  yotfths  the  fecret  riie  to  trace^ 
And  (how  the  parent  of  the  fable  race.  * 

Like  mort^  man»  great  Jove  (grown  foiii.  of  dmnge) 
Of  old  wa«  wont  this  nether  world  to  range. 
To  (eek  aaH>nrs;  the  vicic  the  monarch  lov'd 

I 

Soon  thro'  the  wide  ethereal  court  improved. 
And  e'en  the  prontfeft  goddefs  now  and  then 
Would  lodge  a  night  amoi^g  the  fons  of  men  ; 
To  vulgar  deities  descends  the  fafhion,  ' 
Each,  like  Ker  betters,  had  her  earthly  paflSom 
Then  Cloaciaa  (godded  of  the  tide 
Whofe  fable  .ftreams  beneath  the  city  glide) 
Indulged  the  modilh  flame;  the  town  ihe  roV*d« 
A  mortal  fcavenger  flie  faw,  (he  lov'd  ; 
The  muddy  fpots  that  dry'd  upon  his  face. 
Like  female  patches,  heightened  ev'ry  grace : 
She  gaz'd,  (he  fighM ;  for  Love  can  beaodes  fjpf 
In  what  feem  faults  to  every  common  eye. 

Now  had  the  watchman  walk'd  his  (econd  round. 
When  Cloadna  hears  the  rumbling  found 
Of  her  brown  lovef's  cart,  for  well  (he  knows 
That  pleafing  thunder :  fwift  the  goddefs  roCe, 
And  thro*  the  ftreets  purfu'd  the  di((atit  noife. 
Her  bofbm  panting  with  e^epefted  joys. 
With  the  night-wand'ring  harlot's  airs  (he  pafi'd, 
Bru(h'd  near  his  (ide,  and  wanton  glances  caft : 
In  the  Mack  fbrjn  of  cinder-wench  fhe  camt. 
When  love,  the  hour,  the  place,  had  banifli'd  flkaibe  ; 
To  the  dark  dley,  sina  in  arm  they  move; 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  lev^  I 

S.  When 
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When  the  pale  moon  had  nine  times  fill'd  her  /pace. 
The  pregnant  goddefs  (cautious  of  diigrace) 
Defcends  to  earth,  but  fought  no  midwife's  aid. 
Nor  'midft  her  anguiih  to  Ludna  pray'd; 
No  chearful  goflip  wifh'd  the  mother  joy, 
Alone,  beneath  a  bulk,  fhe  dropp'd  the  boy. 

The  child  thro'  various  rifques  in  years  improved. 
At  firft  a  beggar's  brat,  compaffion  mov'd; 
His  infant  tongue  foon  learn'd  the  canting  art, 
Knew  all  the  pray'rs  and  whines  to  touch  the  heart. 

O  happy  unown'd  youths !  your  limbs  can  bear 
The  fcorching  dog-ftar,  and  the  winter's  air; 
While  the  rich  infant,  nurs'd  with  care  and  pain, 
Thirfts  with  each  heat,  and  coughs  with  ev'ry  rain ! 

The  goddefs  long  had  mark'd  the  child's  diftreii. 
And  long  ha^  fought  his  fufTrings  to  redrefs; 
,  She  prays  the  gods  to  take  the  fondling's  part^ 
To  teach  his  hands  fome  beneficial  art 
Pradtis'd  in  ijreets :  the  gods  her  fuit  allow'd^ 
And  made  him  nfeful  to  the  walking  crowd; 
To  cleanfe  the  miry  feet,  and  o'er  the  (hoe 
With  nimble  ikill  the  gloffy  black  renew. 
Each  power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor : 
With  the  flrong  briftles  of  the  mighty  boar 
Diana  forms  his  brufh ;  the  god  of  day 
A  tripod  gives,  amid  the  crowded  way 
*ro  raife  the  dirty  foot,  and  eafe  his  toil; 
Kind  Neptune  fills  his  vafe  with  foetid  oil 
'  Prefs'd  from  th'  enormous  whale ;  the  god  of  fire. 
From  whofe  dominions  fmoaky  clouds  afpire. 
Among  thefe  generous  prefents  joins  his  part. 
And  aids  with  foot  the  new  japanning  art. 
Pleas'd,  fhe  receives  the  gifts ;  fhe  downward  glides. 
Lights  in  Fleet  Ditch,  and  fhoots  beneath  the  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  morn,  the  flurdy  fad  awakes. 
Leaps  from  his  fbll,  lus  tangled  hair  he  fhakes. 

Then 
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Tla  leamng  o'er  the  raik,  he  miifing  ftood. 
And  view'd  below  tke  black  canal  of  mad, 
Wlure  Gommoa  iew'rs  a  lulling  mormor  keep, 
Wkofe  torrents  ra(h  firom  Holbom*8  fatal  fteep : 
Penfive  thro'  idleneis,  tears  flow'd  apace. 
Which  eas'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  wafli'd  his  face; 
At  length,  he  fighing  cryM,  *  That  boy  was  blefs'd, 

Whofe  infant  lips  have  drain'd  a  mother's  breaft ; 

Bat  happier  far  are  thofe,  (if  foch  be  known) 

Whom  both  a  Either  and  a  mother  own : 

Bat  I,  alas !  hard  Fortone's  atmoft  fcom. 

Who  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  bom ! 

Some  boys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 

Belov'd  by  ancles,  and  kind  good  old  aunts ; 

When  time  comes  roand,  a  Chriftmas-box  they  bear. 

And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 

Had  I  the  precepts  of  a  father  learn'd. 

Perhaps  I  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  eam'd  ; 

For  lefler  boys  can  drive:  I  thirfty  ftand, 
^  And  fee  the  doable  flaggon  charge  their  hand  ; 
^  See  them  paff  off  the  froth,  and  galp  amain, 
*  While  with  dry  tongae  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain.' 

While  thas  he  fervent  prays,  the  heaving  tide 
In  widen'd  circles  beats  on  either  fide; 
The  goddefs  roie  amid  the  inraoft  roand. 
With  wither'd  tamip-tops  her  temples  crown'di 
Low  reach'd  her  dripping  trefles,  lank,  and  black 
As  the  fmooth  jet,  or  glofly  raven's  back; 
Around  her  waift  a  circling  eel  was  twin'd. 
Which  boand  her  robe,  that  hang  in  rags  behind  : 
Now  beck'ning  to  the  boy,  (he  thus  begun— *- 
'  Thy  prayers  are  granted ;  weep  no  more,  my  fon: 

*  Go,  thrive.     At  fome  frequented  corner  fland  y 

*  This  brulh  I  give  thee,  grafp  it  in  thy  hand  i 
'  Temper  the  foot  within  this  vafe  of  oil, 

«  And  let  the  little  trigod  aid  thy  toil; 

S  a  «  Oa 
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'  On  this  methiniu  I  fee  the  wajki&g  ^sevt, 

'  At  thy  requeft,  fopport  the  mry  £b)o  i 

'  The  foot  grows  black  that  wa6  wkh  cljft  iinbrowii'd, 

*  And  in  thy  pocket  jingling  hidfpen«0  (hmi^ 

*  The  goddefs  planges  fmfi  benetth  the  flood» 
'  And  dafhea  all  ^ound  her  (how'ra  of  mud.' 

The  youth  iiraight  chofe  his  pofl: ;  the  labonr  ply'd^ 
Where  braAfihuig  ftffets  from  Charing  Crofs  divide; 
His  treble  vorqs  refeunds  along  the  Miift, 
And  Whitehall  echoes,  '  Clean  your  honour's  ifhoesP 

Like  the  fweet  ballad^  this  amti£ng  lay 
Too  long  de(2ttQ9  th^  walker  on  his  w%y  p 
While  he  attends,  new  dangers  round  him  thfong ; 
The  bufy  city,  aflcs  inftrudive  fong. 

Where,;  eleva^  o^er  the  gaping  crowd, 
iCJafp'd  in  the.boasrd  thepeejor'd  head  is  bow'd. 
Betimes  retreat ;  here,  thick  as.  haiHlones  pour. 
Turnips  and  half^-hatch'd.  eggs  (a  mingled  ihow'r) 
Among  the  rabble  rain  :  fome  random  throw 
May  with  the  trickling  yolk  thy  uheek  overflow. 

Tho*  expe4itiDii  bids,   yet  never  tray 
Where  no  rahgM  pofts  defend  the  vugged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  with  thund'r^ig  waggons  meet« 
Wheels  clafh  with  wheels,  and  bar  thr  narrow  fbeeti 
The  lafhing  whip  refounds,  the  horfes  ftrain. 
And  blood  in  anguiih  burib  the  fwelling  vein. 
O  barbarous  men.!  your  cruel  breafts  alTuage; 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  gen'rous  ft^ed  your  rage? 
Does  not  his  fervice  earn  your  daily  bread  ? 
Your  wives,'  your  children,  by  his  labours  fed ! 
If,  as  the  Samiaft  taught,  the  ibul  revives. 
And,  (hifting  feats,  in  other  bodies  lives. 
Severe  fhal)  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change* 
Coom'd  in  a  hackney  horfe  the  town  to  range ; 
Carmen,  transformed,  the  groaning  load  ihall  draw> 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  laih.  iha^l  awe. 
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Who  would  of  WatHag  Street  the  dangers  fltare^ 
When  thejbroad  pavement  of  Cheapfide  is. near? 
Or  who  that  rugged  ftreet  would  traverfe  o'er. 
That  ftretches,  O  Fleet  Ditch !  from  thy  Mack  fhore 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls  ?   Here  ftreams  aicend* 
That  in  mix'd  fumes  the  wrinkled  nofe  offend. 
Where  chandlers  cauldrons  boil ;  where  fifliy  prey 
Hide  the  wet  ftall,  long  ahfent  from  the  fea; 
And  where  the  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  fpoil ; 
And  where  huge  hogfiieads  fweat  with  tndny  oil. 
Thy  breathing  noftril  hold :  but  how  fhaH  I 
Pafs  where,  in  piles,  Carnavian  *  cheefes  lie  ? 
Cheefe,  that  the  table's  cloiing  rites  denies. 
And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  rife* 
O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pall  Mall ! 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  fmell!  *  ' 

At  diHance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach. 
Nor  fturdy  carmen  on  thy  walks  encroach ; 
No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways,  were  chairs  deny*d. 
The  foft  fupports  of  lazinefs  and  pride  ; 
Shops  breathe  pei&mes,  thro'  fafhes  ribbands  glow, 
Thb  mutual  arms  of  ladies  and  the  beau  : 
Yet  ftill  e'en  here,  when  rains  the  paiHige  hide. 
Oft  the  loofe  ftone  fpirts  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  carelefs  foot;   and  from  on  high. 
Where  mafons  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fly ; 
Mortar  and  crumbled  lime  in  fhowers  defcend. 
And  o'er  thy  head  deilrudive  tiles  impend. 

But  fomedmes  let  me  leave  the  noify  roads. 
And  filent  wander  in  the  clofe  abodes. 
Where  wheels  ne'er ^fhake  the  ground ;  there  penfive  ilray. 
In  fludious  thought,  the  long  uncroudedwsiy. 
Here  I  remark  each  walker's  different  face. 

And  in  their  look  their  various  bufinefs  trace. 

*  Cheihire,  anciently  fo  called. 

The 
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The  broker  here  hit  fpacioos  bearer  wears. 

Upon  his  brow  fit  jealoafies  and  cares; 

Bent  on  fome  mortgage  (to  avoid  reproach) 

He  ieeks  bye-itreets,  and  faves  th'  expenfive  coach. 

Soft,  at  low  doors,  old  letchers  tap  their  cane. 

For  fair  reclafe,  who  travel  Drury  Lane ; 

Here  roams,  uncomb'd,  the  lavifli  rake,  to  (han 

His  Fleet  Street  draper's  everlafling  dun. 

Careful  obfervers,  ftudious  of  the  town. 
Shun  the  misfortunes  tliat  difgrace  the  clown  $ 
Untempted,  they  contemn  the  juggler's  feats, 
Pafs  by  the  Menfe,  nor  try  the  thimble's  cheats  *: 
When  drays  bound  high,  they  never  crofs  behind. 
Where  bubb'ling  yeaft  is  blown  by  gufts  of  wind: 
And  when  up  Ludgate  Hill  huge  carts  move  flow. 
Far  from  the  draining  fteeds  fecurely  go, 
Whofe  dafliing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mire. 
And  mark  with  muddy  blots  the  gazing  fquire. 
The  Parthian  thus  his  javelin  backward  throws. 
And  as  he  flies  infefts  purfuing  foes. 

The  thoughtlefs  wits  (hall  frequent  forfeits  pay. 
Who  'gainfl  the  fentry's  box  difcharge  their  tea^ 
Do  thou  fome  court  or  fecret  corner  feek. 
Nor  flnfh  with  ihame  the  pafling  virgin's  cheel^ 

Yet  let  me  not  defcend  to  trivial  fong. 
Nor  vulgar  circumftance  my  vtrfe  prolong. 
Why  ihould  I  teach  the  maid,  when  torrents  ponv. 
Her  head  to  fhelter  from  the  fudden  fhower  ? 
Nature  will  beft  her  ready  hand  inform. 
With  her  fpread  petticoat  to  fence  the  florm. 
Does  not  each  walker  know  the  warning  iign, 
Wh'-n  wifps  of  ftraw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Crofs  the  clofe  ftreet,  that  then  the  pavior's  art 
Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  cart  ? 

*  A  pbeat  commo^iJ];  pradUfsd  with  three  thipbles  and  s 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  ifj 

Who  knows  not  that  the  coachman  laihingby. 

Oft  with  his  floarifh  cuts  the  heedlefs  eye? 

And  when  he  ^ikes  his  (land,   to  wait  a  (sure. 

His  horfes  foreheads  (hun  the  winter's  air? 

Nor  will  I  roam  where  fummer's  fultry  rays 

Parch  the  dry  groand,  and  fpread  with  duft  the  ways; 

With  whirling  gufts  the  rapid  atoms  rife^ 

Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  the  ikies. 

Winter  my  theme  confines,  whofe  nitry  wind 
Shall  cruft  the  flabby  mire,  and  kennels  bind  ; 
She  bids  the  fnow  defcend  in  flaky  flieets. 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  clothe  the  ftreets. 
Let  not  the  virgin  tread  thefe  flippery  roads. 
The  gathering  fleece  the  hollow  patten  loads; 
Bat  if  thy  footfteps  Aide  with  clotted  froft. 
Strike  off  the  breaking  balls  againft  the  pofL 
On  fllent  wheel  the  pafling  coaches  roll ; 
Oft  look  behind,  and  ward  the  threatening  pole. 
In  harden'd  orbs  the  fchooUboy  moulds  the  fnow. 
To  mark  the  coachman  with  a  dext'rous  throw. 
Why  do  ye,  boys!  the  kennel's  furface  fpread. 
To  tempt  with  faithlefs  pafs  the  matron's  tread  ? 
How  can  ye  laugh  to  fee  the  damfel  fpurn. 
Sink  in  your  frauds,  and  her  green  flocking  mourn  ? 
At  White's  the  hamefs'd  chairman  idly  (lands. 
And  fwings  around  his  waiil  his  tingling  hands : 
The  fempftrefs  fpeeds  to  Change  with  red-tipp'd  nofe. 
The  Belgian  flove  beneath  her  footflool  glows  ; 
In  half- whip t  muflia  needles  ufelefs  lie. 
And  fliuttle-cocks  acrofs  tlie  counter  fly. 
Thefe  fports  warm  harmlefs ;  why,  then,  will  ye  prove,         ' 
Deluded  maids !  the  dangerous  flame  of  love  ? 

Where  Covent  Garden's  famous  temple  flands. 
That  boails  the  work  of  Jones'  immortal  hands. 
Columns  with  plain  magnificence  appear. 
And  graceful  porches  lead  along  the  fquare ; 

Here 
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Here  oft  my  courfe  I  bead;  when,  lo!  from  far> 
I  fpy  the  furies  of  the  foot-ball  war : 
The  prentice  qttits  his'fhop  to  join  the  crew, 
Increafing  crowds  the  flying  game  purfue. 
Thas^  as  you  roll  the  ball  o'er  fnowy  groand. 
The  gath'ring  globe  augments  with  ev'ry  round. 
But  whither  fhall  I  run  ?  The  throng  draws  nigh  ; 
The  ball  now  ikims  the  flreet,  now  foars  on  high  ; 
The  dext'rous  glazier  ftrong  returns  the  bound. 
And  jingling  faihes  on  the  penthoufe  found. 

O  roving  Mufe !  recal  that  wond'rons  year. 
When  winter  reign'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air  ; 
When  hoary  Thames^  with  frofted  ofiers  crown'd. 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  bound. 
The  waterman,  forlorn,  along  the  (hore, 
Penfive  reclines  upon  his  ufelefs  oar; 
See  harnefs'd  Heeds  defert  the  ftony  town. 
And  wander  roads  nnftable,  not  their  own ; 
Wheels  o'er  the  harden'd  waters  fmoothly  glide. 
And  raife  with  whiten'd  tracks  the  flippery  tide. 
Here  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  fire. 
And  fcarce  the  fpit  can  turn  the  fleer  entire. 
Booths  fudden  hide  the  Thames,  long  ftreets  appear^ 
And  numerous  games  proclaim  the  crooded  fair. 
So,  when  a  general  bids  the  martial  train 
Spread  their  encampment  o'er  the  fpadous  plain. 
Thick  riiing  tents  sl  canvas  city  build. 
And  the  loud  dice  reibund  thro'  all  the  field. 

'Twas  here  the  matron  firand  a  doleful  fate: 
Let  elegiack  lay  the  woe  relate. 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  diAant  flutes,  at  hours 
When  filent  evening  clofes  up  the  flowers; 
Lulling  as  falling  water's  hollow  noiie. 
Indulging  grief,  like  Philomela's  voice. 

Doll  every  day  had  walk'd  thefe  treacherous  roads. 

Her  neck  grew  warpt  beneadi  autumnal  loads 

Of 
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Of  various  fruit:  &e  now  a  baiket  bore; 
That  head,  alaa !  (baU  baiket  bear  no  more* 
Each  booth  (he  frequent  paf&'d,  in  queft  of  gain, 
And  boys  with  pleafurc  heard  her  fhrilling  (brain. 
Ah,  Doll  1  all  mortals  muft  refign  their  breathy 
And  Indufbry  itfelf  fubmit  to  death. 
The  cracking  chryftal  yields ;  (he  (inks,  (he  die^  ; 
Her  head,  cHopt  off,  from  her  loil  (ho  alders  flies  : 
'  Pippins!'  (he  cry'd,  but  death  her  voice  confounds. 
And  '  Pip-pip-pip!'  along  the  ice  refounds. 

So,  when  the  Thracian  furies  Orpheus  tor€> 
And  left  hi&  bleeding  trunk  defer m'd  with  gore, 
His  fever'd  head  floats  down  the  fllver  tide. 
His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  loft  confbrt  cry'd  ; 
'  Eurydice!'  with  quivering  voice  he  snourn'd^ 
And  Heber's  banks  '  Eurydice  !'  return 'd. 

But  now  the  weftern  gale  the  flood  unbinds. 
And  blackening  clouds  move  on  with  warmer  winds; 
The  wooden  town  it's  frail  foundation  leaves. 
And  Thames*  full  urn  rolls  down  his  plenteous  waves; 
From  ev'ry  penthoufe  flreams  the  fleeting  fnow. 
And  with  diflblving  frofl  the  pavements  flow, 

Experienc'd  men,  inuf'd  to  city  ways. 
Need  not  the  Calendar  to  count  their  days. 
When  thro'  th^  town,  with  (Low  and  folomn  air. 
Led  by  the  noftril,  walks  the  muzzled  bear; 
Behind  him  moves,  majeftically  dull. 
The  pride  of  Hockley-hole,  the  furly  bull. 
Learn  hence  tke  periods  of  the  week  to  name : 
Mondays  and  Thurfdays  are  the  days  Of  game* 
When  fi(hy  (l^lls  with  double  (lore  are  laid. 

The  golden-belly'd  carp,  the  broad-finn'd  maid, 
-  Red-fpeckled  ttouts,  the  falmon's  filver  jowl. 

The  jointed  lobfter,  aod  unfcaly  foal. 

And  lufidous  fcaUopa  to  allure  tkt  taflet 

Of  rigid  zealots  to  deltdons  faftt; 

T  Wednrfdays 
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Wednefdays  and  Fridays,  you'll  obferve  from  hence. 
Days  when  our  fires  were  doomM  to  abftinence. 

When  dirty  waters  from  balconies  drop. 
And  dext'rous  damfels  twirl  the  fprinkling  mop. 
And  cleanfe  the  ipatter'd  fafh,  and  fcrub  the  ftairs ; 
Know,  Saturday's  conclufive  morn  appears. 

Succeflive  cries  the  feafons  change  declare. 
And  mark  the  monthly  progrefs  of  the  year. 
Hark !  how  the  ftreets  with  treble  voices  ring. 
To  fell  the  bounteous  product  of  the  fpring: 
Sweet-fmelling  flowers,  and  elder's  early  bud^ 
With  nettle's  tender  (hoots,  to  cleanfe  the  blood: 
And  when  June's  thunder  cools  the  fultry  ikies. 
E'en  Sundays  are  profan'd  by  mackrel  cries. 

Walnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  autumn  (lain. 
Blue  plums  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain : 
Next  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice 
To  truft  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rofemary,  and  bays  the  poet's  crown. 
Are  bawPd  in  frequent  cries  thro'  all  the  town. 
Then  judge  the  feftival  of  Chriftmas  near; 
Chriftmas,  the  joyous  period  of  the  year. 
Now  with  bright  holly  all  your  temples  flrow. 
With  laurel  green,  and  facred  mifletoe : 
Now,  heav'n-born  Charity !  thy  bleflings  flied; 
Bid  meagre  Want  uprear  her  fickly  head ; 
Bid  (hiv'ring  limbs  be  warm;  let  Plenty's  bowl 
In  humble  roofs  make  glad  the  needy  foul! 
See,  fee!  the  heaven-born  maid  her  blefiings  fhed; 
Lo !  meagre  Want  uprears  her  fickly  head ; 
Cloath'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad. 
While  felfifh  avarice  alone  is  fad. 

Proud  coache3  pafs,  regardlefs  of  the  moan 
Of  infant  orphans,   and  the  widow's  groan. 
While  Charity  Hill  moves  the  walker's  mind. 
His  liberal  purfe  relieves  the  lame  and  blind* 

Jttdiciottily 
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Jadicioufly  thy  halfpence  are  beflow'd^ 

Where  the  laborious  beggar  fweeps  the  road* 

Whatt'cr  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand. 

Nor  let  Old  Age  long  ftretch  his  palfy'd  hand. 

Tho(^  who  give  late  are  importunM  each  day. 

And  iHU  are  teaz'd — becaufe  they  (till  delay. 

If  e'er  the  mifer  durft  his  farthings  fpare. 

He  thinly  ipreads  them  thro'  the  publick  fquare^ 

Where,  all  beiide  the  rail,  rang'd  beggars  lie. 

And  from  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry; 

With  heav'n,  for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his  fcore. 

Lifts  up  his  eyes— and  haftes  to  beggai^  more. 

Where  the  braf&-knocker,  wrapp'd  in  flannel  band. 
Forbids  the  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand, 
Th'  upholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  death. 
Waits  with  impatience  for  the  dying  breath ; 
As  vultures  o'er  a  camp,  with  hovering  flight. 
Snuff  up  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 
Here  canft  thou  pafs,  unmindful  of  a  prayer. 
That  Heav'n  in  mercy,  may  thy  brother  fpare  ? 

Come,  Fortefcue!   /jncere,  expcrienc'd  friend. 
Thy  briefs,  thy  deeds,  and  e*en  thy  fees  fufpend.: 
Come,  let  us  leave  the  Temple's  filent  walls. 
Me  buiinefs  to  my  diftant  lodging  calls : 
Thro'  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  (bay; 
With  thee  converting,  I  forget  the  way. 
Behold  that  narrow  flreet  which  fteep  defcends, 
Whofe  building  to  the  flimy  fhore  extends; 
Here  Arundel's  fam'd  ilru^lure  rear'd  it's  frame. 
The  flreet  alone  retains  an  empty  name. 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvas  wat-m'd. 
And  Raphael's  fair  deilgn  v^ith  judgment  charm'd. 
Now  hangs  the  bellman's  fong,  and  paited  here 
The  colonr'd  prints  of  Overton  appear. 
Where  ftatues  breath'd  the  works  of  Phidias'  bands, 
A  wooden  pump  or  lonely  watch-houfe  ftands. 

T  a  Thert 
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There  EITex'  (lately  pite  sdorn'd  the  (hore. 
There  Cecil's,  fi^dfbrd's,  Vil4crs*,  now  no  mart\ 
Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  ftill  remains  $ 
Beauty  within;  without  proportion  reigns. 
Beneath  hxs  eye  declining  Art  revives. 
The  wall  with  animated  piAure  lives. 
There  Handel  (Irifees  the  ftringj,  the  melting  dram 
Tranfports  <ihe  foul,  and  thrills  tliro'  erery  Tcifi. 
There  oft  I  enter  {but  with  cleaner  (hoes) 
For  Burlington's  4>ek)y*d  by  ev'ry  Mofc, 

O  ye  aflbciate  walkers,  O  my  friends^ 
Upon  your  ftate  whax  happinefs  atbendsi 
What  tho^  BO  coach  to  freqaent  viiit  rollB, 
Nor  for  your  (hilling  chairinen  fling  their  poles; 
Yet  ftill  your  nerves  rheumatick  padns  defy* 
Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  yoni*  fkfiron  eye ; 
No  wafting  c»«gh  difcharges  (bnnds  of  deaths 
Nor  wheezing  afthnia  heaves  in  vain  for  breath; 
Nor  from  your  reftlefs  coach  isf  heard  the  groan* 
Of  burning  goiift,  or  fedcntary  ftone. 
Let  others  in  the  jolting  coach  rcwiAde, 
Or  in  the^  lefiky  host  the  Tiuimes  divide ; 
Or,  box'd  within  the  chair,  contemn  the  ib'e)et> 
And  truft  their  fafety  to  Hftfllher'fe  feet: 
Still  let  me  walk;  Ibr  oft  liht  fudden  gaie 
Ruftles  the  tide,  and  ihiftb  the  dangerous  fail; 
Then  fliall  the  |«rienger  too  late  d^jpiore 
The  whelming  fadllow  sudd  the  faitiilefs  oar$  ^ 

The  druken  ch^main  in  the  i;:ennel  fpuml,  T 

The  glaffes  ftiatters,  mA  bis  chan-ge  o*ertanis« 
Who  can  recoiint  the  coacVs  various  harms; 
The  legs tdisjoin ted,  aind  «hie  broken  arms.? 

I've  feen  h  %e>aa,  in  fomc  ill-fated  hour. 
When  o'er  the  ftones  choak'd  kennels  fweil  the  fiK)wV> 
In  gilded  chariot  loll ;  he  with  difdain 
Views  fpatter'd  paiTaigers  all 'dfel^'d  m  ^mi .        •  •/    . 

Wi* 
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With  mud  iWd  higk,  the  r«mT>ling  <:«t  draws  near ; 
Now  rule  diy  ]»raiicing  fteeds,  lac'd  charioteer ! 
The  duftman  lafhes  on  with  fpiteful  rage. 
His  ponderous  fpokes  thy  painted  wheel  engage { 
Cru(h*d  is  thy  pride,  down  falls  the  fhrieking  beau^ 
The  flabby  pavement  chryftal  fragments  ftrow; 
Black  floods  of  mire  th'  embroider'd  coat  difgrace. 
And  mud  enwraps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
So»  when  dread  Jove  the  fon  of  Phoebus  hurl'd, 
Scar'd  with  dark  tliander,  to  the  nether  world. 
The  headftrong  coarfers  tore  the  £1ver  reins. 
And  the  fun^s  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  plains. 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening  ills. 
His  iickly  hand  is  ilor'd  with  friendly  bills: 
From  hetice  he  learns  the  feventh'-bom  dodor's  fame  I 
From  hence  he  learns  the  cheapell  taylor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  fmoke  upon  your  boards? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  bed  affords. 
Wouldft  thou  with  mighty  beef  augment  thy  meal  ? 
Seek  Leadenhall :  St.  James's  fends  thee  veal. 
Thames  Street  gives  cheefes ;  Covent  Garden  fruits ; 
Moorfields  old  books,  and  Monmoath  Street  old  fuiti. 
Hence  may'il  thou  well  fuppiy  the  wants  of  life. 
Support  thy  family,  and  cloath  thy  wife. 

Volumes  on  (lielter'd  ilalls  expanded  ]i% 
And  various  fcience  lores  the  learned  eye ; 
The  bending  fhelveB  with  pond  rous  fchohails  groan. 
And  deep  divines,  to. modern  ihops  unknown: 
Here,  like  the  bee,  that  on  induitrious  wing 
Collects  the  various  odours  of  the  fpring. 
Walkers,  at  leifure,  learning's  flowers  may  fpoil. 
Nor  watch  the  wafting  of  the  midnight  oil ; 
May  morals  fnatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter'd  page, 
A  mildew'd  Bacon^  or  Stagyra's  fage: 
Here  fauntering  prentices  o'er  Otw^  weep. 
O'er  Congreve  fmile,  or  over  D'Urfy  fleep ; 

PU^*'4 
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Pleas'd  fcmpftfcffes  the  Lock^s  fiun'd  Rape  unfold. 
And  Squirts  •  read  Garth,  till  apozems  grow  cdd. 

O  Lintot !   let  my  labours  obvious  lie, 
Rang'd  on  thy  ftall,  for  cv'ry  curious  eye ; 
So  fliall  the  poor  thefe  precepts  gratis  know. 
And  to  n^y  verft  their  future  fafeties  owe; 

What  walker  (hall  his  mean  ambition  &x 
On  the  falfe  luftre  of  a  coach  and  fix? 
Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  (how. 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th*  embroidered  bean. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  it's  braces  fwing. 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  fpring : 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place, 
Betray'd  his  filler  to  s^lewd  embrace. 
This  coach,  that  with  the  blazon'd  Tcutcheon  glow»9. 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  ihows. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  funk  in  velvet,  ileeps} 
The  ftarving  orphan,  as  he  pailes,  weeps  : 
There  Hames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tiiiferd  flaves. 
Who  waftes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves* 
That  other,  with  a  cluftering  train  behind. 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  fordid  mind. 
This  next  in  court-fidelity  excels. 
The  publick  rifles,  and  his  country  fells. 
May  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fate. 
If  purchas'd  at  fo  mean,  fo  dear  a  rate ! 
Or  rather  give  me  fweet  content  on  foot, 
Wrapp'd  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  fur  tout ! 


BOOK     III. 

O  Trivia,  goddefs !  leave  thefe  low  abodes. 
And  traverfe  o'er  the  wide  ethereal  roads ; 
Celeftial  queen !  put  on  thy  robes  of  light, 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  fair  regent  of  the  night. 

*The  name  of  an  apothecary's  boy,  in  the  poem  of  The  Dlfpenfary* 
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At  fight  of  thee  the  villain  (hcathes  his  fword. 
Nor  fpales  the  wall,  to  ileal  the  wealthy  hoard. 
O  may  thy  filver  lamp  from  heaven's  high  bow'r 
pired  my  footfteps  in  the  midnight  hour ! 

When  night  firft  bids  the  twinkling  dars  appear^ 
Or  with  her  cloudy  veft  inwraps  the  air. 
Then  fwarms  the  bufy  flreet ;  with  caution  tread 
Where  the  (hop- windows  falling  threat  thy  head : 
Now  labourers  home  return,  and  join  their  ilrengtR 
To  bear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throng. 
And,  as  the  pafles  open,  wind  along. 

Where  the  fair  columns  of  St.  Clement  (land, 
Whofe  draiten'd  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Strand; 
Where  the  low  penthoufe  bows  the  walker's  head. 
And  the  rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding  tread; 
Where  not  a  poft  protedls  the  narrow  fpace. 
And,  ilrung  in  twines,  combs  dangle  in  thy  face ; 
Summon  at  once  thy  courage,  rouze  thy  care. 
Stand  firm,  lookback,  be  refolute,  beware: 
Forth  ififuing  from  deep  lanes,  the  collier's  (leeds 
Drag  the  black  load ;  another  cart  fucceeds; 
Team  follows  team,  crowds  heap'd  on  crowds  appear. 
And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grow  clear. 
Now  all  tl^e  pavement  founds  with  trampling  feet. 
And  the  jnix'd  hurry  barricades  the  flreet. 
Entangled  here,  tlie  waggon's  lengtheir'd  team 
Cracks  the  tough  harnefs;  here  a  ponderous  beam 
Lies  overturned  athwart;  for  (laughter  fed. 
Here  lowing  bullocks  raife  their  horned  head. 
Now  oaths  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jar. 
And  the  fmart  blow  provokes  the  (lurdy  war: 
From  the  high  box  they  whirl  the  thong  around. 
And  with  the  twining  laih  their  (bins  refound: 
Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  they  try. 

And  the  blood  giiihes  down  their  painful  eye. 

And 
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And  now  on  feet  the  frowning  warriors  light. 
And  with  their 'ponderoas  fiib  renew  the  fight; 
Blow  anfwers  blow,   their  cheeks  are  fmcai'd  wUh  blood. 
Till  down  they  fall^  and  grappling  roll  ia  nittdr 
So,  when  two  boars, .  in.wild  Ytene*  bred. 
Or  on  Weftphalia's  fattening  cheihuts  fed,. 
Gnafh  their  iharp  tuiks,  and,  rons'd  with  equal  fire^ 
Difpute  the  reign  of  fome  loxttrioos  mire; 
In  the  black  flood  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er. 
Till  their  arm'd  jaws  diiUl  with  foam  and  gore» 
WheFe  the  mob  gathers,  fwiftly  fhoot  along. 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noify  throng. 
Lur'd  by  the  iilver  hilt,  amid  the  fwarm,. 
The  fubtle  artift  will  thy  fide  difarm. 
Nor  is  thy  flaxen  wig  with  fafety  worn ; 
High  on  the  fhoulder,  in  a  ba&et  borne. 
Lurks  the  fly  boy,   whofe  hand,  to  rapine  bredj, 
Plucks  off,  the  curling  honours  of  thy  head.  . 
Here  dives  the  bulking  thief,  with  pradis'd  fleight. 
And  unfelt  fingers  make  thy  pocket  light. 
Where's  now  the  watch,  with  all  it's  trinkets,  flown  ^ 
And  thy  late  fnufF-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
But,  lo!  his  bolder  thefts  fome  tradefman  fpieis. 
Swift  from  his  prey  the  fcudding  lurcher  flies; 
DextVous  he  'fcapes  the  coach  with  nimble  bounds* 
Whilft  cv'ry  honefl  tongue   *  Stop  thief  I'  refounds. 
So  fpceds  the  wily  fox,  alarm'd  by  fear. 
Who  lately  filch'd  the  turkey's  callow  care ; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  he  flies. 
And  injur'd  tenants  join  the  hunter's  cries; 
Breathlefs,  he  Humbling  falls.     Ill-fated  boy? 
Why  did  not  honefi:  work  thy  youth  employ  ? 
SeizM  by  rough  hands,  he*s  dragg'd  amid  the  root. 
And  flretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  inceiZant  fpout ; 

s 

*  New  Forcft  is  Hampibwe,  anoentljrfii  called*' 


Or 
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Or,  plongM  in  mliy  ponds  he  gafping  lies. 

Mud  chocks  his  mouth,  and  plaiflers  o'er  his  eyes. 

Let  not  the  ballad-finger's  fhrilling  drain 
Amid  the  fwarm  thy  liilening  ear  detain : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket ;  for  thefe  fyrens  Hand 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diVing  hand ; 
Confederate  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  the  throng. 
And  cambrick  handkerchiefs  reward  the  fong. 
But  foon  as  coacli  or  cart  drives  rattling  on. 
The  rabble  part,  in  fhoals  they  backward  ran: 
So  Jove's  loud  bolts  the  mingled  war  divide. 
And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  iide. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  furious  pace. 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  friend's  embrace. 
Stop  Ihort;  nor  ftruggle  thro'  the  crowd  in  vain. 
But  watch  with  careful  eye  the  paffing  train. 
Yet  I,  (perhaps  too  fond)  if  chance  the  tide, 
Tnmultuous,  bear  my  partner  from  my  fide. 
Impatient  venture  back;  defpiiing  harm, 
I  force  my  paffage  \vhere  the  thickeft  fwariii. 
Thus  his  loft  bride  the  Trojan  fought  in  vain. 
Thro'  n^ht,  and  arms,  and  flames,  and  hills  of  flain : 
Thus  Nifas  wander'd  o'er  the  pathlefs  grove. 
To  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  love ; 
The  pathlefs  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o'er  ! 
Huryalus,   alas !  is  now  no  more. 

That  walker,  who,  regardlefs  of  his  pace. 
Turns  oft  to  pore  upon  the  da^ifel's  face. 
From  fide  to  fide  by  thrufling  elbows  tofs'd^ 
Shall  fbike  his  aching  breafl  againil  a  poft ; 
Or  water,  dafh'd  from  filhy  flails,  fhall  flain 
His  haplefs  coat  with  fpirts  of  fcaly  rain. 
But  if  unwarily  he  chance  to  flray. 
Where  twirling  turnfliles  intercept  the  w.ay. 
The  thwarting  pafTenger  fhall  force  them  round. 
And  beat  the  wretch,  half  breathlefs,   to  the  ground. 

U  Let 
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Let  conilant  vigilance  thy  footileps  guide. 
And  wary  circumfpedion  guard  thy  Ade  ; 
Then  (halt  thou  walk  unharm'd  the  dangerous  night. 
Nor  need  th'  officious  linkboy's  fmoaky  light. 
Thou  never  wilt  attempt  to  crofs  the  road 
Where  alehoufe  benches  reft  the  porter's  load. 
Grievous  to  heedlefs  (hins ;  no  barrow's  wheel. 
That  bruifes  oft  the  truant  fchool-boy's  heel. 
Behind  thee  rolling,   with  infidious  pace, 
Shall  mark  thy  ftocking  with  a  miry  trace. 
Let  not  thy  venturous  fteps  approach  too  nigh. 
Where,   gaping  wide,   low  fteepy  cellars  lie ; 
Should  thy  (hoe  wrench  afide,   down,  down  you  fall. 
And  overturn  the  fcolding  huckfter's  ftall ; 
The  fcolding  huckfter  (hall  not  o'er  thee  moan. 
But  pence  exaft  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erthrown. 
Tho'  you  thro'  cleanlier  alleys  wind  by  day. 
To  fliun  the  hurries  of  the  publick  way, 
Yet  ne'er  to  thofe  dark  paths  by  night  retire  ; 
Mind  only  fafety,   and  contemn  the  mire. 
Then  no  impervious  courts  thy  hafte  detain. 
Nor  fneering  alewives  bid  thee  turn  again. 

Where  Lincoln's  Inn,   wide  fpace,  is  rail'd  around, 
>Crofs  not  with  vent'rous  ftep  :    there  oft  is  found 
The  lurking  thief j    who,   while  the  day-light  (hone. 
Made  the  walls  echo  with  his  begging  tone ; 
That  crutch  which  late  compafllon  mov'd,    lliall  wound 
Thy  bleeding  head,   and  fell  thee  to  the  gro«nd. 
Tho'  thou  art  tempted  by  the  linkman's.call. 
Yet  truft  him  not  along  the  lonely  wall ; 
In  the  mid-way  hc'U  quench  the  flaming  brand. 
And  Ihare  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
S^ill  keep  the  publick  ftreets,  where  oily  rays. 
Shot  from  the  chryftal  lamp,  o'erfpread'  the  ways. 

Happy  Augufta!  law-dd*enued  town ! 
Here  no  dark-Ian  thorns  fhade  the  villain's  frown ; 
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No  SpanUhjealouiies  thy  lanes  infefl. 
Nor  Roman  vengeance  {tabs  th'  unwary  bread ; 
Here  Tyranny  ne'er  lifts  her  purple  hand^ 
£ut  Liberty  and  Jaflice  guard  the  land : 
No  bravoes  here  profefs  the  bloody  trade. 
Nor  is  the  church  the  murderer's  refuge  made* 

Let  not  the  chairman^  with  afTuming  ftride, 
Prefs  near  the  wall,  and  rudely  thrufl  thy  (ide : 
The  laws  have  fet  him  bounds ;    his  fervile  feet 
Should  ne'er  encroach  where  pofts  defend  the  ftreet. 
Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell, 
Whofe  flambeau  gilds  the  fafhes  of  Pall  Mall, 
When  in  long  rank  a  train  of  ^torches  flame. 
To  light  the  midnight  vifits  of  the  dame  ? 
Others,  perhaps,  by  happier  guidance  led. 
May  where  the  chairman  reils  with  fafety  tread : 
Whene'er  I  pafs,   their  poles  unfeen  below. 
Make  my  knee  tremble  with  the  jarring  blow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road  where  flreets  are  crofs'd. 
With  gentle  words  the  coachman's  ear  accod: 
He  ne'er  the  threat  or  harfh  command  obeys. 
But  with  contempt  the  fpatter*d  fhoe  furveys. 
Now  man  with  utmoft  fortitude  thy  foul. 
To  crofs  the  way  where  carts  and  coaches  roll ; 
Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  fkill  confide. 
Nor  rafhly  rlfque  the  kennel's  fpacious  ftride  ; 
Stay  till  afar  the  didant  wheel  you  hear. 
Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breaking  air : 
Thy  foot  will  flide  upon  the  miry  ftone. 
And  pafling  coaches  crufh  thy  tortur'd  bone; 
Or  wheels  inclofe  the  road — on  either  hand. 
Pent  round  with  perils',   in  the  mid  ft  you  fland. 
And  call  for  aid  in  vain ;  the  coachman  fwears. 
And  carmen  drive,  unmindful  of  thy  prayers. 
Where  wilt-thou  turn?  ah!  whither  wilt  thou  fly? 
Qb  ev'ry  fide  the  pr6^ng  i^kes  are  nigh» 

U2         '  Sg 
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So  Tailors^  while  Charybdis  gulph  they  ihun, 
Amaz'd^  on  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  .run. 

Be  furc  obfcrvc  where  brown  Oftrea  Hands, 
Who  boafts  her  fhelly  ware  from  Wallflefet  fands; 
There  may'fl  thou  pafs,  with  fafe  unmiry  feet. 
Where  the  rais'd  pavement  leads  athwart  the  ftreet. 
If  where  Fleet  Ditch  with  muddy  current  flows 
You  chance  to  roam,  where  oyfter-tubs  in  rows 
Are  rang'd  beiide  the  polls,  there  flay  thy  halle. 
And  with  the  favoury  fifh  indulge  thy  taile ; 
The  damfel's  knife  the  gaping  (hell  commands, 
^  While  the  fait  liquor  llreams  between  her  hands. 

The  man  had  fure  a  palate  cover'd  o'er 
With  brafs  or  fleel,  that  on  the  rocky  fliore 
Firfl  broke  the  oozy  cyder's  pearly  coat. 
And  rifqued  the  living  morfel  down  his  throat* 
What  will  not  Lux'ry  taide  ?  Earth,  fea,  and  air. 
Are  daily  ranfack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare. 
Blood  dufPd  in  fkins  is  Britifh  Chridians  food. 
And  France  robs  marflies  of  the  croaking  brood ; 
Spongy  morels  in  drong  ragouts  are  found. 
And  in  the  foup  the  flimy  fnail  is  drown 'd. 

When  from  high  fpouts  the  dafliing  torrents  fall. 
Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall ; 
For  fhoujdd  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  rufliing  throng 
Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along ; 
All  prefs  to  gain  thofe  honours  thou  had  lod. 
And  rudely  (hove  thee  far  without  the  pod. 
'  Then  to  retrieve  the  fhed  you  drive  in  vain. 
Draggled  all  o'^er,  and  foak'd  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  rather  bear  the  fliowV^,  and  toils  of  mud. 
Than  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  rifque  thy  blood: 
O  think  on  Oedipus'  deteded  date. 
And  by  his  woes  be  warn'd  to  fliun  thy  fate. 

Where  three  roads  join'd,  he  met  his  fire  unknown ; 
(Unhappy  fire,  but  more  unhappy  fon !)  . 
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Each  claimM  the  way;  their  fwords  the  ftrife  decide: 
The  hoary  monarch  fell ;  he  groan'd,  and  dy*d  ! 
Hence  fprung  the  fatal  plague  that  thinn'd  thy  reign« 
Thy  curfed  inceft  !  and  thy  children  (lain ! 
Hence  wert  thou  doom'd  in  endlefs  night  to  ftray 
Thro'  Theban  ftreets,  and  cheer Icfs  grope  thy  way. 

Contemplate,  mortal!  on  thy  fleeting  years; 
See,  with  black  train  the  funeral  pomp  appears! 
Whether  fome  heir  attends  in  fable  Hate, 
And  mourns  with  outward  grief  a  parent's  fate; 
Or  the  fair  virgin,  nipt  in  beauty's  bloom, 
A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to  her  tomb; 
Why  is  the  hearfe  with  'fcutcheons  blazon'd  rounds 
And  with  the  nodding  plume  of  oflrich  crown'd? 
No!  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain; 
It  only  ferves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 
How  fhort  is  life  !  how  frail  is  human  trufl! 
Is  all  this  pomp  for  laying  dull  to  dull? 

Where  the  nail'd  hoop  defends  the  painted  (tallj 
firafh  not  thy  fweeping  (kirt  too  near  the  wall; 
Thy  heedlefs  fleeve  will  drink  the  colour'd  oil. 
And  fpot  indelible  thy  pocket  foil. 
Has  not  wife  Nature  (Irung  the  legs  and  feet 
With  firmeft  nerves,  deiign'd  to  walk  the  flreet? 
Has  fhe  not  given  us  hands  to  grope  aright, 
Amidft  the  frequent  dangers  of  the  night? 
And  think'ft  thou  not  the  double  noftril  meant 
To  warn  from  oily  woes  by  previous  fcent? 

Who  can  the  various  city  frauds  recite. 
With  all  the  petty  rapines  of  the  night  ? 
Who  now  the  guinea-dropper's  bait  regards, 
Trick'd  by  the  (harper's  dice,  or  juggler's  cards? 
Why  fhould  I  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fray. 
Where  the  fham-quarrel  interrupts  the  way? 
Lives  there  in  thefe  our  days  fo  foft  a  clown, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths  or  threatening  frown? 

I  need 
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I  need  not  ftrifl  enjoin  the  pocket's  care. 
When  from  the  crouded  play  thou  lead'ft  the  fair: 
Who  has  not  here  or  watch  or  fnuff-box  loft. 
Or  handkerchiefs  that  India's  fhuttle  boall  ? 

O !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  thro'  the  roads 
Of  Drury's  mazy  courts  and  dark  abodes. 
The  harlots  guileful  paths,  who  nightly  fland 
Where  Catherine  Street  defcends  into  the  Strand. 
Say,  vagrant  Mufel  their  wiles  and  fubtle  arts. 
To  lure  the  ftrangers  unfufpcdting  hearts; 
So  ihall  our  youth  on  healthful  finews  tread. 
And  city  cheeks  grow  warm  with  rural  red, 

'Tis  fhc  who  nightly  ftrolls  with  faunt'ring  pace. 
No  flubborn  ftays  her  yielding  (hape  embrace; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  ribbands  glare. 
The  new-fcower'd  manteau  and  the  flattern  air ; 
High -draggled  petticoats  her  travels  (how. 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  bluihes  glow; 
With  flattering  founds  fhe  foothes  the  credulous  ear, 
**  My  noble  Captain  !*— Charmer  1 — Love  1— My  dear  I* 
In  riding-hood  near  tavern-doors  fhe  plies. 
Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes: 
With  empty  bandbox  fhe  delights  to  range. 
And  feigns  a  diftant  errand  from  the  Change ; 
Nay,  fhe  will  ofc  the  Quaker's  hood  profane. 
And  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  Drury-lane ; 
She  darts  from  farcenet  ambufh  wily  leers. 
Twitches  thy  fleeve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  fan  will  pat  thjr  cheek  ;  thefe  fnares  difdain. 
Nor  gaze  behind  thee  when  fhe  turns  again. 

I  knew  a  yeoman,  who,  for  thirft  of  gain. 
To  the  great  city  drove,  from  Devon's  plain. 
His  numerous  lowing  herd  ;  his  herds  he  fold. 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold : 
Drawn  by  a  fraudful  nymph,  he  gaz'd,  he  figh'd; 
Unmindful  of  his  honie,  and  difUnt  bride. 
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She  leads  the  willing  vi^m  to  his  doom« 
Thro'  winding  alleys  to  her  cobweb  room. 
Thence  thro*  the  ftrect  he  reels,  from  poll  to  poft. 
Valiant  with  wine,  nor. knows  his  treafure  loft.. 
The  vagrant  wretch  th*  aflembled  watchmen  fpies. 
He  waves  his  hanger,  and  their  poles  defies ; 
Deep  in  the  round -houfe  pent,  all  night  he  fnores. 
And  the  next  morn  in  vain  his  fate  deplores. 

Ah,  haplefs  Twain !  unusM  to  pains  and  ills, 
Canft  thou  forego  roaft-beef  for  naufeous  pills  ? 
How  wilt  thou  lift  to  Heaven  thy  eyes  and  hands. 
When  the  long  fcroU  the  furgeon's  fees  demands ! 
Or  elfe  (ye  gods  !  avert  that  worft  difgrace) 
Thy  ruinM  nofe  falls  level  with  thy  face ; 
Then  (hall  thy  wife  thy  loathfome  kifs  difdain. 
And  wholefbme  neighbours  from  thy  mug  refrain. 

Yet  there  are  watchmen,  who  with  friendly  light 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  fteps  to  tread  aright ; 
For  fixpence  will  fupport  thy  helplefs  arm. 
And  home  conduA  thee  fafe  from  nightly  harm; 
But  if  they  fhake  their  Ian  thorns,  from  afar 
To  call  their  brethren  to  confederate  war, 
"When  rakes  refift  their  pow'r ;  if  haplefs  you 
Should  chance. to  wander  with  the  fcowering  crew! 
Tho'  fortune  yield  thee  captive,  ne'er  defpair. 
But  feek  the  conftable's  confiderate  ear; 
He  win  reverk  the  watchman's  harfh  decree, 
Mov'd  by  the  rhetorick  of  a  iilver  fee. 

Thus,  would  you  gain  iome  favourite  courtier's  word. 

Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord. 
Now  19  the  time  that  rakes  their  revels  keep, 

Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  fleep. 

His  fcatter'd  pence  the  flying  Nicker  •  flings; 

And  with  the  copper  fhower  the  cafement  rings* 

*  Gentlemen  who  delighted  to  break  windows  with  halfpence. 

Who 
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Who  has  not  heard  the  Scowerer's  midnight  fame  ? 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name  ? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  wounds? 
I  pafs  their  defperate  deeds  and  mifchiefs  done^ 
Where  from  Snow  Hill  black  fteepy  torrents  run ; 
How  matrons  J   hoop'd  within  ^e  hogfhead's  womb^ 
Were  tumbled  furious  thence ;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  flones  thunders,  bounds  from  fide  to  fide  : 
So  Regulus  to  fave  his  country  dy'd. 

Where  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  lanthorn  throws 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,   heapy«rubbiih  grows ^ 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend^ 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common  few'rs  defcend ; 
Oft  by  the  winds  extinft  the  fignal  lies. 
Or  fmother'd  in  the  glimmering  focket  dies. 
Ere  night  has  half  rollM  round  her  ebon  throne; 
In  the  wide  gulph  the  fhatter'd  coach  6'erthrown 
Sinks  with  the  fnorting  deeds ;  the  reins  are  broke. 
And  from  the  crackling  axle  flies  the  fpoke. 
So,  when  fam'd  Eddyftone's  far-fhooting  ray. 
That  led  the  failor  thro'  the  ftormy  way. 
Was  from  it's  rocky  roots  by  billows  torn. 
And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirlwind  borne. 
Fleets  bulg'd  their  fides  againft  the  craggy  hnd. 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  ftrand. 

Who,  then,  thro*  night  would  hire  the  harnefs'd  deed  ? 
And  whp  would  chufe  the  rattling  wheel  for  fpeed? 

But  hark  !  piftrefs  with  fcreaming  voice  draws  nigher. 
And  wakes  the  flumb'ring  ftreet  with  cries  of  '  Fire,' 
*  At  firft  a  glowing  red  enwraps  the  fkies. 
And  borne  by  winds  the  fcatt'ring  fparks  arife; 
From  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  contagion  fpreads  i 
The  fpiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  their  heads ; 
Thro'  the  burft  fafh  a  blazing  deluge  pours. 
And  /putting  tiles  defcend  in  rattling  (howVs. 
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Now  with  thick  crowds  th'  enlightened  pavement  fwanns> 
The  fireman  fweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms; 
A  leathern  cafque  his  venturous  head  defends. 
Boldly  he  climbs  where  thickeft  fmoke  afcends ; 
Mov'd  by  the  mother's  ftreaming  eyes  and  pray'rs. 
The  helplefs  infant  thro'  the  flame  he  bears, 
With  no  lefs  virtue  than  thro'  hoftile  fire 
The  Dardan  hero  bore  his  aged  ^re. 
See  forceful  engines  fpout  their  levell'd  ftreams. 
To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams ; 
The  grappling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  the  fmoaky  ruin  falls. 
Blown  by  ftrong  winds,   the  fiery  tempeft  roars. 
Bears  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors  5 
The  hekv'ns  arc  all  a-blaze,  the  face  of  night 
Is  cover'd  with  a  fanguine  dreadful  light; 
Twas  foch  a  light  involv'd  thy  tow'rs,  O  Rome ! 
The  dire  prefage  of  mighty  Cafar's  doom, 
When  theYun  veil'd  in  ruft  his  mourning  head. 
And  frightful  prodigies  the  fkies  o'erfpread. 
Hark!^  the  drum  thunders!    far,  ye  crowds!  retire: 
Behold !   the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire ; 
The  nit'rous  ftore  is  laid ;   the  fmutty  train 
^ith  running  blaze  awakes  the  barrell'd  grain  ;  ^ 
l^Iames  fudden  wrap  the  walls;  with  fudden  found 
The  (hatter'd  pile  links  on  the  fmoaky  ground. 
So  when  the  years  fhall  have  revolv'd  the  date, 
Th*  inevitable  hour  of  Naples'  fate. 
Her  fapp'd  foundations  (hall  with  thunders  (hake. 
And  heave  and  toijs  upon  the  fulph'rous  lake; 
Barth's  womb  at  once  the  fiery  flood  fhall  rend, ' 
And  in  th'  abyfs  her  plunging  tow'rs  defc^end*. 

Confider,  ^tader! "  what  fatigues  I've  known. 
The  toils,  the  perils,   of  tlie  wint'ry  town; 
^hat  riots-feen,  what  buflling  crowds  I  bor'di  . 
How  oft  I  crofs'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roar'd ; 
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•  » 

Yet  ihail  I  blefs  my  laboon,  if  mankind 
Their  future  fafety  from  my  dangers  find* 
Thus  the  bold  traveller^   (inur'd  to  toiI» 
Whoie  fteps  have  printed  Afia*8  de&rt  ibilj 
The  barb'rous  Arabs'  haunt;  or  ihivering  crofi'd 
Dark  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  froll ; 
Whom  Providence  in  length  of  years  reftores 
To  the  wiihM  harbour  of  his  native  ihorcs) 
Sets  forth  his  Joumais  to  the  publick  view. 
To  caudon,  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew* 
And. now  compleat  my  generous  labours  lie, 
Finifh'dj  and  ripe  for  immortality. 
Death  ihall  entomb  in  duft  this  mouldering  frame^ 
But  never  reach  th' eternal  part,  my  fame* 
When  W— «—  and  G— — ,  migh^  names  I  are  dead'; 
Or  but  at  Chelfea  under  cuftards  read; 
When  criticks  craey  band-boxes  repair. 
And  tragedies,  tum'd  rockets,  bounce  in  aur; 
High  rais'd  on  Fleet  Street  pofb,  confign'd  to  &me» 
This  work  ihatl  fhine^  and  walkers  blefs  my  name*' 


ODE    TO    FRIENDSHIP. 

BY    JAMES    SCOTT,    M.  A. 

GOMEj  gentle  powV,  from  whom  arofe 
Wliate'er  life's  chequered  fcenes  adorns; 
From  whom  the  living  current  flows 

Whence  Science  fills  her  various  urns » 
Sacred  to  thee,  yon  marble  dome, 

O  goddefs !  rears  it's  awful  head. 
Fraught  with  the  ftores  of  Greece  and  Rome, 

With  gold  and  glowing  gems  inlaid ; 
Where  Art,  by  thy  command,  hath  fix'd  her  fea^ 
And  cv'ry  Mofe,  and  cv*ry  Grace  retreat* 
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For  erft  mankind,  afaragerice. 

As  lawlefs  robbers  nngM  the  woodsy 
And  chofcg  when  wearjr'd  with  the  chace, 

Midft  rocks  and  cares,  their  dark  abodes: 
Till,  Friendflup,  thy  perfaafive  ftrains^ 

Powerful  as  Orpheus'  magick  fimg* 
Re-echo'd  thro'  the^fqualid  plains. 

And  drew  the  brutiih  herd  along ; 
Loft  in  fnrprize  thy  pleafing  voice  they  own'd^ 
Chofe  fofter  arts,  and  poliih'd  at  the  founds 

Then  Pity  firft  her  facred  flkme 

Within  their  frozen  bofoms  ra&M  p 
Tho'  faint  the  fpark  when  Friendihip  came. 

When  Friendfhip  wav'd  her  wing  it  blaJB*d: 
'twas  then  irft  heav'd  the  focial  £gh. 

The  focial  te^  began  to  flow ; 
They  felt  a  fympathetick  joy, 

^nd  Ibarn'd  to  xhelt  at  others'  woe; 
By  jnft  degrees  Humanity  refin'd. 
And  viftae  iix'd  her  empire  in  the  niind. 

O  gbddefs  !  when  thy  form  appears. 

Revenge,  and  rage,  and  fa6tion  ceafe. 
The  foul  no  fdry-paflion  tears. 

But  all  is  harmony  and  peace* 
Aghaft  the  purple  tyrs^nt  ftbod. 

With  awe  beheld  thy  glowing  charms. 
Forgot  the  curfed  thirft  of  blood. 

And  long'd  to  grafp*  thee  in  his  arms; 
Teh  in  his  breaft  unufual  foftnefs  rife. 
And,  deaf  before,  heard  Pity's  moving  cries*. 

*  AUudijTg  to  the  (lory  of  Damon  and  Pythui* 

Xz  U 
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•   • 


Is  there  a  wretch  in  Sorrow's  ihade. 

Who  waftes  in  tears  life's  ling*ring  hours  ? 
Is  there,  on  whofe  deroted  head 

Her  vengeful  curfes  Ate  pours? 
See  to  their  aid  fair  Friend  ihip  flies. 

Their  forrows  fympathetick  feels ; 
With  lenient  hand  her  balm  applies. 

And  ev'ry  grief  indulgent  heals : 
The  woe-fraught  fiends  before  her  ilalk  away. 

As  fpedre^  fhun  the  flaming  eye  of  day. 

Oh !  for  a  faithful,  honeft  friend. 

To  whom  I  ev'ry  care  could  truft; 
Each  weaknefs  of  my  foul  commend. 

Nor  fear  him  ti'each'rous,  or  unjuflf 
Drive  Flatt'ry*s  fummer- train  away : 

Thofc  bufy,  curious,  fluttering,  things. 
That  infe£l-like,  in  Fortune's  ray. 

Balk,  and  expand  their  gaudy  wings; 
But,  ah!  when  once  the  tranflent  gleam  is  o'er. 
Behold  the  change ! — they  die,  and  are  no  more. 


ODE    TO    THE    TIBER. 

ON    ENTERING    THE    CAMPANIA    OF    ROME,     AT    OTRICOL 

M  DCC  LV.  ' 

BY    WILLIAM    WHITEHEAD,     ES(^ 

I. 

HAIL,  facredftream!  whofe  waters  roll 
Immortal  thro'  the  claflick  page ; 
To  thee  the  Mufe-devoted  foul, 

Tho'  deftiii'd  to  a  later  age, 

A 
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And  lefs  indulgent  clime,  to  thee. 

Nor  thou  difdain,  in  Runick  lays. 
Weak  mimick  of  true  harmony. 

His  grateful  homage  pays. 

Far  other  ilrains  thine  elder  ear 

« 

With  pleas'd  attention  wont  to  hear. 
When  he,  who  ftrung  the  Latian  lyre. 
And  he,  who  led  th'  Aonian  choir 

From  Mantua's  reedy  lakes  with  ofiers  crown'd. 
Taught  echo  from  thy  banks  with  tranfport  to  refound. 
Thy  banks ! — Alas,  is  this  the  boafted  fcene ! 
This  dreary,  wide,  uncultivated  plain. 
Where  fick'ning  Nature  wears  a  fainter  green. 
And  defolation  fpreads  her  torpid  reign? 
Is  this  the  fcene  where  Freedom  breath'd. 
Her  copious  horn  where  Plenty  wreath'd. 

And  Health  at  opening  day 
Bade  all  her  rofeate  breezes  fly,- 
To  wake  the  fons  of  InduHry, 
And  make  their  fields  more  gay  ? 

ir. 

Where  is  the  villa's  rural  pride. 

The  fwelling  dome's  imperial  gleam; 
Which  lov'd  to  grace  thy  verdant  fide. 

And  tremble  in  thy  golden  ftream  ? 
Where  are  the  bold,  the  bufy  throngs. 

That  rufli'd  impatient  to  the  war. 
Or  tun'd  to  peace  triumphal  fongs. 

And  hail'd  the  paffing  car  ? 
Along  the  folitary  road  *, 
Th'  eternal  flint  by  confuls  trod. 
We  mufe,  and  mark  the  fad  decays 
Of  mighty  works,  and  mighty  days ! 


•  The  Flam'irian  wa'-. 


For 
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*  For  thefe  vile  wades,'  we  cry,  *  had  Pate  decreed^ 

«  That  Veii's  fons  (hoald  flrive  i  for  thefe  Canullas  bleed? 

*  Did  here,  in  afterrtimes  of  Roman  pride> 
'  The  mofing  (hepherd  from  Sorade's  height, 

*  See  towns  extend  wherever  thy  waters  glide, 

*  And  temples  rife,  and  peopled  farms  nnite  ?' 

They  did*     For  this  deferted  plain 
The  hero  (trove,  nor  fb-ove  in  vain ; 

And  here  the  (hepherd  faw 
Unnvmber'd  towns  and  temples  fpread. 
While  Rome  majeHick  rear'd  her  head. 

And  gave  the  nations  law. 

III. 

Yes,  thou  and  Latium  once  were  great. 

And  (till,  ye  firfl  of  human  things. 
Beyond  the  grafp  of  time  or.  fate 

Her  fame  and  thine  triumphant  fprings. 
What  tho'  the  mouldering  columns  fall. 

And  ftrow  the  defart  earth  beneath; 
Tho*  ivy  round  each  nodding  wall 

Entwine  it's  fatal  wreath ; 
Yet  fay,  can  Rhine  or  Danube  boafl 
The  numerous  glories  thou  haft  loil  I 
Can  e'en  Euphrates'  palmy  (hore. 
Or  Nile,  with  all  hb  ray(Uck  lore. 
Produce  from  old  records  of  genuine  fame 
Such  heroes,  poets,  kings,  or  emulate  thy  namef 
E'en  now  the  Mufe,  the  confcious  Mufe  is  here; 

From  every  ruin's  formidable  (hade 
Eternal  mu(ick  breathes  on  Fancy's  ear. 
And  wakes  to  more  than  form  th'  illuflrious  dead. 

Thy  Cscfars,  Scipio's,  Cato's,  Hfe ; 

The  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wife. 


BEAUTIES    OF    FOETRY.  167 

In  folemn  ftata  advance ! 
They  fix  the  philofophick  eye. 
Or  trail  the  robe,-  or  lift  cm  high 

The  lightning  of  the  lance. 

IV. 

But  chief  that  humbler,  happier  train. 

Who  knew  thofe  virtues  to  reward 
Beyond  the  reach  of  chance  or  pain 
Secore,  th'  hiftorian  and  the  bard. 
By  them  the  heroes  generous  rage. 

Still  warm  in  youth,  immortal  lives ; 
And  in  their  adamantine  page 
Thy  glory  iUU  furvives. 
*  Thro*  deep  favannahs  wild  and  vaft. 
Unheard,  unknown,  thro'  ages  pad. 
Beneath  the  fun's  direder  beams, 
^  What  copious  torrents  pour  their  dreams ! 
No  fan^e  have  they,  no  fond  pretence  to  mourn. 
No  annals  fwell  their  pride,  or  grace  their  ftoried  urn. 
Whilft  thoo,  with  Rome's  exalted  Genius  join'd^ 

Her  fpear  yet  lifted,  and  her  corilet  bracM, 
Canil  tell  the  waves,  canft  tell  the  paffing  wind, 
"^^hy  wond'rotts  tale,  and  chear  the  lifl'ning  wade. 
Tho'  from  his  caves  th'  unfeeling  North 
Ponr'd  all  his  legion'd  tempeds  forth. 

Yet  dill  thy  laurels  bloom : 

« 

One  deathlefs  glory  dill  remains ; 
Thy  dream  has  roU'd  thro'  Latian  plains. 
Has  wadi'd  the  walls  of  Rome* 
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ELEGIES. 
ELEGY    I. 

WRITTEN      AT      THE      CONVENT      OF      HAUT      VILLERS     I 

CHAMPAGNE^   MDCCLIV* 

BY    THE    SAME. 

SILENT  and  clear,  thro'  yonder  pesLCcfal  vale. 
While  Marnc's  flow  waters  weave  their  mazy  way. 
See,  to  th*  exulting  fun,   and  foft'ring  gale. 
What  boundlefs  treafures  his  rich  banks  difplay ! 

Fad  by  the  flream,  and  at  the  mountain's  bafe. 
The  lowing  herds  thro*  living  paftures  rove; 

Wide  waving  harvefts  crown  the  rifmg  fpace. 
And  ftill  fupcrior  nods  the  viny  grove. 

High  on  the  top,  as  guardian  of  the  fcene. 
Imperial  Sylvan  fpreads  his  umbrage  wide ; 

Nor  wants  there  many  a  cot,  and  fpire  between. 
Or  in  the  vale,  or  on  the  mountain's  fide; 

4 

To  mark  that  man,  as  tenant  p{  the  whole. 
Claims  the  juft  tribute  of  his  cnlturing  care. 

Yet  pays  to  Heaven,  in  gratitude  of  foul. 
The  boon  which  Heaven  accepts,  ofpraife  and  prayer. 

O  dire  efFefts  of  war!   the  time  has  been 

When  defolation  vaunted  here  her  reign  ; 
One  ravag'd  defart  was  yon  beauteous  fcene. 

And  Marne  ran  purple  to  the  frighted  Seine* 


Oft 
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Oft  at  his  work,  the  toilfbme  day  to  cheat, 
The'fwain  ftill  talks  of  thofe  difaft'rous  times. 

When  Guife's  pride,  and  Conde's  ill-ftarr'd  heal. 
Taught  Chriftian  zeal  to  authorize  their  crimes : 

Oft  to  his  children,  fportive  on  the  grafs. 

Does  dreadful  tales  of  worn  tradition  tell ; 
Oft  points  to  Epernay's  ilUfated  pafs. 

Where  force  thrice  triumph'4>  and  where  Biron  fell. 

O  dire  cffeds  of  war !  may  ever  more 

Thro*  this  (weet  vale  the  voice  of  difcord  ceafe ! 

A  Britifh  bard  to  Gallia's  fertile  fhore 
Can  wiih  the  bleflings  of  eternal  peace. 

Yet  fay,  ye  monks,  (beneath  whofe  mofs-grown  feat. 

Within  whofe  cloifter'd  cells  th'  indebted  Mufe 
Awhile  fojourns,  for  meditation  meet, 
-  And  £efe  loofe  thoughts  in  penfive  ilrain  purfues) 

Avails  it  aught,  that  war's  rude  tumults  (pare 

Yon  clufter'd  vineyard,  or  yon  golden  field; 
If,  xiiggards  to  yourfelves,  and  fond  of  care. 

You  flight  the  joys  their  copious  treafures  yields 

Avails  it  aught,  that  Nature's  liberal  hand 

With  every  blefling  grateful  man  can  know, 
Cloaths  the  rich  bofom  of  yon  fmiling  land. 

The  mountain's  floping  fide,  or  pendant  brow; 

If  meagre  famine  paint  your  pallid  cheek. 

If  breaks  the  midnight  bell  your  hours  of  reft. 

If,  'midft  heart-chilling  damps,  and  winter  bleak. 
You  fhun  the  chearful  bowl,   and  moderate  feafl? 


Look 
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Look  forth,  and  be  convinc'd  !  'tis  Nttore  pleads. 
Her  ample  volume  opens  on  your  yiew: 

The  iimple-minded  Twain,  who  rqpning  reads^ 
Feels  the  glad  truth,  and  is  it  hid  from  you  ? 

Look  forth,  and  be  convinc'd !     Yon  profpe&s  wide. 
To  reafon's  ear  how  forcibly  they  fpeak :     , 

Compar'd  with  thofe  how  dull  is  lettered  pride. 
And  Auftin's  babbling  eloquence  how  weak ! 

Ttmp'rance,  not  abftinence,  in  every  bliis 

Is  man's  true  joy,  and  therefore  Heave's  command ; 

The  wretch  who  riots  thanks  his  God  amifs ; 
Who  ftarves,  rejeifb  the  boun|ies  of  his  hand. 

ft 

Mark,  while  the  Marne  in  yon  full  channel  glides. 
How  fmootl^  his  courie,  how  Nature  fmiles  around ! 

But  fhould  impetuous  torrents  fwell  his  tides. 

The  fairy  landfcape  iinl^s  in  oceans  drown'd.         ^ 

Nor  lefs  difafl'rous,  fhould  his  thrifty  urn 
Negledled  leave  the  once  well-water'd  land; 

To  dreary  waftes  yon  paradife  would  turn. 
Polluted  poze,  or  heaps  of  barren  fand. 


EL 
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ELEGY        li. 

ON    THE    MAUSOLEUM    OF    AUGUSTUS^      . 

%'0    THE    RlGHt    HONOURABLE    GEORGE    BUSSY    VILLltiRSi 

VISCOUNT    VILLIERS.  ^      * 

...  .....  ^ 

-WRITTEN    AT    ROME9    M  DCC  LTI* 

BY    THE    SAME. 

AMID  thefe  mould'ring  walls^   this  marble  round >    -.^ 
Where  flept  the  heroes  of  the  Julian  name. 
Say,  (hall  we  linger  dill  in  thought  profound^  [  : 

And  meditate  the  mournful  paths  to  fame? 

What  tho'  no  cyprefs  diodes,  in  funeral  rows. 

No  fculptur'd  urns,    the  lad  records  of  fate. 
O'er  the  fhrunk  terrace  wave  their  baleful  boughs^  • 

Or  breathe  in  floried  emblems  of  the  great ; 

Yet  not  with  hecdlefs  eye  will  we  furvey 
The  fcene,  tho*  chang'd,  nor  negligently  trea"d  | 

Thefe  variegated  walks,  however  gay. 

Were  once  the  filent  mandons  of  the  dead. . 

In  every  Ihrub,  in  every  flow'ret's  bloom. 

That  paints  with  different  hues  yon  fniiling  plain^  '*:' 

Some  hero's  a(hes  iflue  from  the  tomb. 

And  live  a  vegetative  life  again. 

•  It  is  now  a  garden  belonging  to  Marchcfc  di  Corre. 

Yt  For 


I 
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For  matter  dies  not,   as  the  fages  fay. 

But  ihifts  to  other  forms  the  pliant  mafs; 
When  the  free  fplrit  quits  it's  cumb'rous  clay. 

And  fees,  beneath,  the  rolling  planets  pafs. 

• 

Perhaps,  my  Villiers,  for  I  fing  to  thee. 
Perhaps,   unknowing  of  the  bloom  it  gives> 

In  yon  fair  fcyon  of  Apollo's  tree ; 
The  facred  duft  of  young  Marcellus  lives. 

Pluck  not  the  leaf— 'twere  facrilege  to  wound 
Th'  ideal  memory  of  fo  Iweet  a  fhade  ; 

In  thefe  fad  feats  an  early  grave  he  found. 
And  the  firft  rites  to  gloomy  Dis  convey'd  *. 

Witnefs  thou  field  of  Mars,  that  oft  hadft  known. 

His  youthful  triumphs  in  the  mimick  war; 
Thou  heard'fl  the  heart-felt  univerfal  groan. 

When  o*er  thy  bofom  roU'd  the  funeral  car  f. 

Witnefs  thoa  Tufcan  ftream,  where  oft  he  glow'd 
In  fportive  ftrugglings  with  th'  oppofing  wave, 

Faft  by  the  recent  tomb  thy  waters  iiow'd. 

While  wept  the  wife,   the  virtuous,  and  the  brave  ]:• 

O  loft  too  foon!— Yet  why  lament  a  fate 
By  thoufands  envied,  and  by  Heaven  approvM  ? 

Rare  is  the  boon  to  thofe  of  longer  date 
To  live,  to  die,  admir'd,  efteem'd,  belov'd. 

*  He  is  faid  to  be  the  firft  perfon  buried  in  this  monuznentt 
■f*  Quantos  ille  vimm  magnam  Mavortis  ad  urbem 

Campus  aget  gemitus ! 
X  Vel  quae,  Tyberine,  videbis 

Fohie!ra,  cum  tumulam  praeterlabere  recentem*        Virg* 
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^Weak  are  our  judgments,   and  our  paflions  warm. 
And  flowly  dawns  the  radiant  morn  of  truth ; 

Our  cxpeftations  haftily  we  form. 

And  much  we  pardon  to  ingenuous  youth. 

Too  oft  we  fatiate  on  th*  applaufe  we  pay 
'Jo  riiing  merit,  and  refume  the  crown  ; 

full  many  a  blooming  genius  fnatch'd  away. 
Has  fall'n  lamented,  who  had  liv*d  unknown. 

For  hard  the  tafk,   O  Viiliers  !   to  fuftain 
Th'  important  burden  of  an  early  fame ; 

£ach  added  day,  fome  added  worth  to  gain. 
Prevent  each  <vi(h,  and  anfwer  every  claim.  • 

Be  thou  Mircellus,  with  a  length  pf  days ! 

But,  O  remember !    whatfoe'er  thou  art. 
The  mod  exalted  breath  of  human  piaife. 

To  pleafe  indeed  mud  echo  from  the  heart. 

Tho*  thou  be  brave,  be  virtuous,   and  be  wife. 
By  all,  like  him,  admir'd,   elleem'd,   belov'd : 

^Tis  from  within, 'alone,  true  Fame  can  rife; 
The  only  happy  is  the  felf-approv'd.     • 
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ELEGY        III. 

TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE    GEORGE     SIMON    HARCOURT^ 

VISCOUNT   NUNEHAM, 

WRITTXN  AT  ROME^  M  DCC  LTI. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

YES,  noble  youth,  'tis  true;    the  fofter  arts. 
The  fweetly-founding  firing,  aijd  pencil's  powcr> 
Have  warm'd  to  rapture  e'en  heroick  hearts. 
And  taught  the  rude  to  wonder  and  adore* 

For  beauty  charms  us,  whether  (he  appears 

In  blended  colours  ;  or  to  Toothing  found 
Attunes  her  voice;  or  fair  proportion  wears 

In  yonder  fwelling  dome's  harmonious  round. 

All,  all  ihe  charms;   but  not  alike  to  all 

'Tis  given  to  revel  in  her  blifsful  bower ; 
Coercive  ties,  and  Reafon's  powerful  call. 

Bid  fome  but  tafte  the  fweets,  which  fome  devour* 

When  Nature  govern'd,   and  when  man  was  young. 

Perhaps  at  will  th'  untutor'd  Savage  rov'd  ; 
Where  waters  murmur'd,   and  where  clullers  hung. 

He  fed,  and  flept  beneath  the  fhade  he  lov'd. 

But  iince  the  Sage's  more  fagacious  mind. 

By  Heaven's  permiffion,   or  by  Heaven's  command. 

To  polifti'd  ftates  has  focial  laws  affign'd. 
And  general  good  on  partial  duties  plann'd; 
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Not  for  ourfelv^s  oar  vagrant  fteps  we  bend. 
As  heedlefs  chance,  or  wanton  choice  ordain ; 

On  various  Nations  various  tafks.  attend. 
And  men  are  born  to  trifle,  or  to  reign. 

< 
As  chaunts  the  woodman,  whilft  the  Dryads  weep. 

And  falling  forefts  fear  th'  uplifted  blow ; 
As  chaunts  the  fhepherd,   whilft  he  tends  his  iheep. 

Or  weaves  to  pliant  forms  the  ofier  bough : 

To  me  'tis  given,   whom  Fortune  loves  to  lead 
Thro'  humbler  toils  to  life's  fequcfter'd  bowers; 

To  me  'tis  given  to  wake  th'  amufive  reed. 
And  foothe  with  fong  the  folitary  hours. 


But  thee  fuperior,  foberer  toils  demand. 
Severer  paths  are  thine  of  patriot  fame ; 

Thy  birth,   thy  friends,   thy  king,   thy  native  land. 
Have  giv'n  thee  honours,  and  have  each  their  claim* 

Then  nerve  with  fortitude  thy  feeling  breaft. 
Each  wifh  to  combat,  and  each  pain  to  bear ; 

Spurn  witljl  difSain  th'  inglorious  love  of  reft. 
Nor  let  the  Syren,  Eafe,  approach  thine  car. 

Beneath  yon  cyprefs  ihade's  eternal  green 
See  proftrate  Rome  her  wond'rous  ftory  tell ; 

Kttprk  how  fhe  rofe  the  world's  imperial  queen. 
And  tremble  at  the  profpe£t  how  (he  fell ! 

Not  that  my  rigid  precepts  would  require       ' 
A  painful  ftruggling  with  each  adverfe  gale. 

Forbid  thee  liften  to  th'  enchanting  lyre. 
Or  turn  thy  fteps  from  Fancy's  flowery  vale: 
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Whatc'er  of  Greece  in  fculptur'd  braft  furvives, 
Whate'er  of  Rome  in  mould 'ring  arcs  remain;, 

Whate'er  of  genius  on  the  canvas  lives. 
Or  flows  in  polifh'd  verfe,  or  airy  flrains; 

Be  thefe  thy  Icifurc to  the  chofen  few. 

Who  dare  excel,   thy  foft'ring  aid  aiFbrd ; 

Their  arts,  their  magick  powers,  with  honours  due 
Exalt,   but  be  thyfelf  what  they  record. 


^,     E     L     E     G     Y         IV. 

TO  AN   OFFICER. 
WIITTEN    AT    ROM£,    MDCCLVJ* 

BY      THE      SAME. 

FROM  Latian  fields,  the  maniions  of  renown. 
Where  fix'd  the  warrior  god  his  fated  feat ; 
Where  infant  heroes  learn'd  the  martial  frown,      ik 
And  little  hearts  for  genuine  glory  beat: 

What  for  my  friend,,  my  foldier,  fhall  I  frame? 

What  nobly-glowing  verfc  that  breathes  of  arms. 
To  point  his  radiant  path  to  deathlefs  fame,  i0^' 

By  great  examples,  and  terrifick  chai^ms  ? 

Quirinus  firfl,   with  bold,  colleded  bands. 

The  finewy  fons  of  ftrength,  for  empire  llrove  ; 

Beneath  his  prowefs  bow'd  th'  afloni^'d  land?, 

A%d  temples  jofe  to  Mars,  and  tp  Fcretrian  Jove.     .  . 
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V  taught  contempt  of  4eath,  contempt  of  pain, 
And  hence  the  Eabii,  hence  die  Dedi  come ; 
""ar  org'd  the  (laughter,  tho*  fhe  wept  the  flain. 
Stern  War,  the  rugged  nuriie  of  virtuous  Rome. 

At  Hot  from  antique  fables  ivili  I  draw. 
To  Ere  thy  adUve  foul,  a  dubious  aid; 
ho'  now,  e'en  now,  they  fbrike  with  rev'reiit  awe. 
By  poets  or  hiiloriians  facred  made. 

or  yet  to  thee  the  babbling  Mufe  (hall  tell 
What  mighty  kings  with  all  their  legions  wrought; 

^hat  cities  funk,  and  ftoried  nations  fell. 
When  Csfar,  Titus,  or  when  Trajan  fought; 

JHulft  o'er  yon  hill  th'  exalted  trophy  •  (hows 

To  what  vaft  heights  of  incorrupted  praife 
'Ac  great,   the  fclf-ennobled  Marius  rofe, 

From  private  worth,  and  Fortune^s  private  ways. 

'•om  ftcep  Arpinum's  rock-invefted  fhade^ 

from  hardy  Virtue's  emulative  fchool, 
>is  daring  flight  tk*  expanding  geuius  made; 

And,  by  obeying,  no'bly  learn 'd  to  rule* 

^afh'd,  confounded,  flem  Iberia  groan'd. 

And  A frick  trembled  to  her  utmoft  coafts; 
^lififi  the  proud  land  it's  deftin'd  conqueror  own'd 

in  the  new  Qonibl,  and  his  veteran  hofts. 

«t  chiefs  are  madmen,  and  ambition  weak. 
And  mean  the  joys  the  laurel'd  harveils  yield, 

^  Virtue  fail.    Let  Fame,  let  Envy  fpeak 
Of  Gapfa's  walls,  and  Se;^tia's  wat'ry  field. 

*  The  trp{>hies  of  Mariut,  now  ercAed  before  the  Capitol. 
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But  iink  for  ever,  in  oblirion  caft, 

Difhoneft  triumphs,  and  ignoble  fpoils: 
Minturnae'8  Marfh  feverely  paid,  at  laft. 

The  guilty  glories  gain'd  in  civil  broils. 

• 

Nor  yet  his  vain  contempt  the  Mufe  fhall  praife 
For  fcenes  of  polifh'd  Kfe,  and  lettered  worth  j 

The  ftecl-ribb'd  warrior  v/atiU  not  Envy's  ways 
To  darken  theirs>  or  call  his  merits  forth  ; 

Witnefs  yon  Cimbrian  trophies !— Marius^  the^ 
Thy  ample  pinion  found  a  fpace  to  fly; 

As  the  plum'd  eagle  foaring  fails  in  air. 
In  upper  air,  and  fcorns  a  middle  (ky. 

Thence  too  thy  country  claim'd  thee  for  her  own,^ 
And  bade  the  fculptor's  toil  thy  a£ts  adorn^ 

To  teach  in  characters  of  living  (tone 
Eternal  leffi)ns  to  the  youth  unborn* 

For  wifely  Rome  her  warlike  fon§  rewards 
With  the  fweet  labours  of  her  artifts'  hands;. 

He  wakes  her  graces,  who  her  empire  guards^ 
And  both  Minervas  join  in  willing  bands. 

O  why,  Britannia!  why  untrophied  pafs 
The  patriot  deeds  thy  godlike  fons  difplay; 

Why  breathes  on  high  no  monumental  brafs^ 
Why  fwells  no  arc  to  grace  Culloden's  day? 

Wait  we  till  faithlefs  France  fubmiflive  bow 

Beneath  ttiat  hero's  delegated  fpear, 
Whofe  lightning  fmote  Rebellion's  haughty  brow. 

And  fcatter'd  her  vile  rout  with  horror  in  the  rearf 
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O  land  of  freedom^  land  of  arts!  aflame 
That  gracefvl  dignity  thy  merits  claim; 

£xalt  thy  heroes^  like  imperial  Rome, 

And  boild  their  virtues  on  their  love  of  fame*. 


'79 


ELEGY         V. 

TO  A  FRIEND  SICK. 

•  *  • 

WHITTIN  AT  JtOMI}  M  DCC  LVU 

BY    THE    SAME. 

^/-p^  W  A  S  in  this  ifle%  O  Wright!  indulge  my  lay, 

X    Whofe  naval  form  divides  the  Tufcan  floods 
In  the  bright  dawn  of  her  illuibious  day> 
Rome  fix'd  her  temple  to  the  healing  god* 

Here  fiood  his  altars,  here  his  arm  he  bar'd. 
And  round  his  myftick  ftaff*  the  ferpent  twinM  ; 

Through  or6uded  portals  hymns  of  praife  were  heard^ 
And  victims  bled^  and  (acred  ieers  divin'd. 

On  every  breathing  wall,  on  every  round 

Of  column,  .fwelling  with  prcportion'd  graoe» 

It's  flated  feat  fome.  votive  tablet  founds 
And  ftoried  wonders  dignified  the  place* 

Oft  from  the  balmy  bleflings  of  repofe. 
And  the  cool  fHUnefs  of  the  night's  deep  (hade,. 

To  light  and  health  th'  exulting  votariil  ro£b> 
Whilft  fancy  work'd  with  medicine's  powerful  aid* 

*  The  Infula  Tiberina,  where  there  are  ftill  fome  fmall  remains  of  the  fa- 
>»oot  teap^  of  iCfculapius. 
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Oft  in  his  dreams  (no  longer  dogg'd  with  fears 
Of  fome  broad  torrent,  or  fbme  headlong  fteepj^ 

With  each  dire  form  Ima^nation  wears 

When  harrafs'd  Natqre  finks  in  turbid  deep) 

Oft  in  his  dreams  he  faw  diffufive  day 

Through  bi|i:iting  glooms  i^'$  chearful  beam.4  extend  ^ 
On  billowy  clouds  faw  fportive  Genii  play« 

And  bright  Hygeia  from  her  heaven  defcend. 

What  marvel,  then,  that  man's  overflowing  mind 

Should  wreathe-bound  columns  raife,  and  altars  fair^i 

And  grateful  offerings  pay  to  powers  fo  kind. 
The'  fancy-form'd,  and  creatures  of  the  air? 

Who  that  has  writh'd  beneath  the  fconrge-of  pidn», 
Or  felt  the  burdened  languor  of  difeafe ; 

But  would  with  joy  the  flighted  refpite  gain'. 
And  idolize  the  hand  which  lent  him  eafe? 

To  thee,  my  friend,  unwillingly  to  thee> 
For  truths  like  thefe  the  anxious  Mufe  appealiw. 

Can  memory  anfwer  from  afilidUon  free. 
Or  fpeaks  the  AifFerer  what,  I  fear,  he  feels? 

No,  let  me  hope,  efc  this,  in  Romely  grorc, 
Hygeia  revels  with  the  blooming  Springs 
Ere  this,  the  vocal  feats  the  Mufes  love. 

With  hymns  of  praife,  like  Paeon's  temple,  ring. 

It  was  not  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate^ 

That,  wand'ring  far  from  Albion's  feU-girt  plaioi^    . 
Thy  d^nt  friend  ihoiild  mourn  thy  fhorter  date„  .  . 

And  tell  to  alien  woods  and  flreams  his  pain. 


( 1  • 


'.▲ 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY,  iti 

^^  wru  not  written!    Many  a  year  (hall  roU> 

If  angkt  di'  infpiring  Mufe  aright  prefage^ 
^f  blamelefs  intercoarfe  from  foul  to  fool» 

And  friendfliip  well  matarM  from  youth  to  age. 


B     L     E     G     Y       VI. 

TO  ANOTHER  FRIEND* 

■ 

WKXTTIM  AT  KOMX,  M DCC  tTXt 

BY    THE    SAME. 

BEHOLD,  my  friend,  to  this  fmall  orb  *  confinM, 
The  genuine  features  of  Aurelius'  face ; 
The  lather,  friend,  and  lover  of  his  kind. 
Shrank  to  a  narrow  coin's  contraded  fpace. 

Not  (b  his  fame;  for  erfl  did  Heaven  ordain, 

Whilft  feas  ihoald  wafc  us,  and  whilil  funs  flionld  warm. 

On  tongues  of  men,  the  friend  of  man  flionld  reign. 
And  in  the  arts  he  lov'd  the  patron  charm. 

Ofl,  as  amidft  the  mould'ring  fpoils  of  age. 
His  mo(8-grown  monuments  my  fteps  purfue; 

Oft,  as  my  eye  revolves  th'  hiflorick  page. 
Where  pafs  his  generous  a£b  in  fair  review : ' 

Imagination  grafps  at  mighty  things. 

Which  men,  which  angels,  might  with  rapture  (he ; 
Then  tarns  to  humbler  fcenes  it's  fafer  wings, 

^^d,  bluili  not  whilil  I  fpeak  it,  thinks  on  thee. 

^  The  medal  of  Marcus  Aurelius. 
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With  all  that  firm  benevolence  of  mind 
Which  pides  whilft  it  blames  th'  unfedUuig  vain| 

With  all  that  adUve  zeal  to  ferve  mankind. 
That  tender- faffering  for  another's  pain; 

Why  wert  not  thou  to  thrones  imperial  rais'd  ? 

Did  heedlefs  Fortune  dumber  at  thy  birth; 
Or  on  thy  virtues  with  indulgence  gaz'd. 

And  gave  her  grandeurs  to  her  fons  of  earth  ? 

Happy  for  thee«  whofe  lefs  difHnguiih'd  fphere 
Now  chears  in  private  the  delighted  eye ; 

For  calm  Content^  and  fmiling  Eafe  are  there. 
And  Heaven's  divineft  gift^  fweet  Liberty. 

Happy  for  tat,  on  life's  ferener  flood 
Who  fail,  by  talents  2l»  by  choice  reftrain'd; 

Elfe  had  I  only  ihar'd  the  general  good. 
And  loft  the  friend  the  univerfe  had  gain*d. 


TOWN     ECLOGUES. 

*  •  •        - 

BY    LADY    MARY    WORTLEY    MONTAQUE. 

•    •    •     '  r 

M    O    N    B    A    y. 
HOxana;  or,  the    drawing-room. 

RO.X  A  N  A  frpm  the  court  retiring  l^te, 
Sigh'd  her  foft  forrows  at  St.  James's  jgate. 
Such  heavy  thoughts  lay  brooding  in  her  breaft. 
Not  her  own  chairmen  with  more  weight  opprefs'd ; 
They  groan  the  cruel. lo^d  they're  doom'd  Jo  bear ; 
^he  in  thefe  gentle  founds  exprefs'd  her  care. 
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■^  Was  it  for  this,  that  I  theft  rofes  wear, 

lor  this  ncw-fct  the  jewels  for  my  hair  ? 

^h,  princefs !   with  what  zeal  have  I  pttrfo'd ! 

^Imoft  fbrgot  the  duty  of  a  prude. 

Thinking  I  never  could  attend  too  foon, 

P?e  mifs'd  my  prayers,  to  get  me  drcfs'd  by  noon. 

For  thee,  ah !  what  for  thee  did  I  refign  f 

My  pleafures,  paflions,  all  that  e*er  was  mine* 
^    I  facrific*d  both  modefty  and  eafe ; 
'    Left  operas,  and  went  to  filthy  plays: 

*  Double  entendres  ihock'd  my  tender  ear, 

•  Yet  even  this,  for  thee,  I  chofe  to  bear. 

*  In  glowing  youth,  when  nature  bids  be  gay,  ^ 

•  And  every  joy  of  life  before  me  lay, 

•  By  honour  prompted,   and  by  pride  reftrain*d, 

•  The  pleafures  of  the  young  my  foul  difd^n'd : 

*  Sermbas  I  fought,  and  with  a  mien  fevere 

•  Cenfur'd  my  neighbours,   and  faid  daily  pray  V. 

•  Alas,  how  chang'd !  with  the  fame  fermon-mien 

•  That  once  I  pray'd,  the  What-d'ye-call't  I've  feen, 

•  Ahy  cruel  princefs !  for  thy  fake  I've  loft 
'  That  reputation  which  fo  dear  had  coft : 

•  I,  who  avoided  every  publick  place, 

'  When  bloom  and  beauty  bade  me  fhow  my  face  ; 
'  Now  near  thee  conftant  ev'ry  night  abide 

•  With  never-fsuling  duty  by  thy  fide^ 

'  Myfelf  and  daughters  ilanding  on  a  row, 

*  To  all  the  foreigners  a  goodly  Ihow ! 

*  Oft  had  your  drawing-room  been  fadly  thin, 

*  And  merchants'  wives  dofe  by  the  chair  been  feen^ 

*  Had  not  I  amply  fiiPd  the  empty  fpace, 

*  And  fav'd  your  highnefs  from  the  dire  difgrace*- 
*  Yet  Coquetilla's  artifice  prevails, 

*  When  all  my  merit  and  my  doty  fails  : 

*  That  Coquetilla,  whofe  deluding  airs 

'  Corrupts  our  virgins^  and  our  youth  enfnares; 

•  Sa 
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So  funk  her  charaAer,  fo  loft  her  fame. 

Scarce  vifited  before  your  highnefs  came : 

Yet  for  the  bed^amber  'tis  her  you  chufe. 

When  Zeal,  and  Fame,  and  Virtoe,  yon  refulc. 

Ah«  worthy  choice !  not  one  of  all  your  train 

Whom  cenfnre  blafts  not,  and  difiionours  (bun. 

Let  the  nice  hind  now  fuckle  dirty  pigs. 

And  the  prond  pea-hen  hatch  the  cuckow*s  eggs ! 

Let  Iris  leave  her  paint,  and  own  her  age  ; 

And  grave  Suffblka  wed  a  giddy  page  I 

A  greater  miracle  is  daily  view'd, 

A  virtuous  princefs,  with  a  court  fo  lewd. 

<  I  know  thee.  Court !  with  all  thy  treacherous  wiles> 

Thy  falfe  carefles  and  undoing  fmiles ! 

Ah,  princefs !  learn'd  in  all  the  courtly  arts. 

To  cheat  our  hopes,  and  yet  to  gain  our  hearts! 

*  Large  lovely  bribes  are  the  great  ftatefman's  aim  ; 

And  the  neglected  patriot  follows  fame : 

The  prince  is  ogled ;  fome  the  king  purfue  ; 

But  your  Roxana  only  follows  you. 

Defpis'd  Roxana,  ceafe;  and  try  to  find 

Some  other,  fince  the  princefs  proves  unkind  ! 

Perhaps  it  is  not  hard  to  find  at  court. 

If  not  a  greater,  a  more  itm  fupport.' 


TUESDAY. 
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TUESDAY. 
ST.    James's    coffee-house. 

SILLIANDER    AND    PATCH. 

THOU,  who  fo  many  favours  haft  received, 
Wond'rtDus  to  tell,  and  hard  to  be  beUev'd, 
Oh !  H — d,  to  my  lays  attention  lend. 
Hear  how  two  lovers  boaftingly  contend : 
Like  thee  faccefsful,  fuch  their  bloomy  youths 
Renown'd  alike  for  gallantry  and  truth.  'T" ' 

St.  James's  bell  had  tollM  fome  wretches  iUf 
(As  tatter'd  riding-hoods  alone  could  fin) 
The  happier  finners  now  their  charms  put  out. 
And  to  their  mantuas  their  complexions  fuit ; 
The  opera  queenS  had  finifhed  half  tl^£^  faces^ 
And  city-dames  already  taken  places ; 
Fops  of  all-  kinds,  to  fee  the  LicMi,  run  ; 
The  beauties  ftay  till  the  firft  aft's  began. 
And  beaux  ftep  home  to  put  frefh  linen  on. 
No  weU-drefs'd  youth  in  coffee-houfe  rentain*d. 
But  peniive  Patch,  who  on  the  window  lean'd ; 
And  Silliander,  that,  alert  and  gay, 
Firft  pick*d  his  teeth,  and  then  began  to  fay. 

SILLIANDER. 

Why  all  thefe  iighs  ?  ah !  why  {o  penfive  grown  ? 
Some  caufe  there  is  why  thus  you  fit  alone. 
Poes  haplefs  paffion  all  this  forrow  move? 
Or  doft  thou  envy  where  the  ladies  love  f 

PATCH. 

If,  whom  they  love,  my  envy  muft  purfue^ 
*Tis  true,  at  Icaft,  I  ncyer  envy  you.  .     , 

A  a  8ILLIAK 


\ 


|86  BEAUTIES  OF  POETRV. 

8ILLIANDER. 

No,  I'm  unhappy — yon  are  in  the  right—- 
'Tis  yon  they  favour,  and  'tis  me  they  flight: 
Yet  I  could  tell,  but  that  I  hate  to  boaft, 
A  club  of  ladies  where  'tis  me  they  toafl. 

PATCH. 

Toafting  does  feldom  any  favour  prove ; 
Like  us,  they  never  toaft  the  thing  they  love* 
A  certain  duke  one  nigh(  my  health  begun  ; 
l^th  chearful  pledges  round  the  room  it  run. 
Till  the  young  Sylvia,  prefs'd  to  drink  it  tOQ, 
Started,  and  vow'd  (he  )cnew  not  what  to  do: 
What,  drink  a  fellow'^  health  I  (he  dy'd  with  fha^iQQI 
Yik  blufh'd  whenever  flie  pronounc'd  my  name. 

SILLIANDEK. 

HI  fates  purfue  me;,  may  I  never  find 
The  dice  propitioq^,  or  the  ladies  kind. 
If  fair  Mifs  FUj^py's  fan  I  did  not  tear. 
And  one  from  lai^  ifi^e  condefcends  to  wear! 

PATCH. 

Women  arc  always  ready  to  receive ; 
^Tis  then  a  favour,  ^^^n  ^^t  fcoc  will  giv^. 
A  lady  (but  fhe  is  too  gre^t  to  name) 
Beauteous  in  perfoQ,  fpotl^rf^  in  her  fame. 
With  gentle  ftrugglings  let  me  force  this  ring; 
Another  day  may  give, another  thing. 

SILLIANDEE. 

I  could  fay  fomething-;— fee  this  billet-doux—* 
And  as  for  prefents^— look  upon  my  ihoe : 
Thefe  buckles  were  not  forc'd,  nor  half  a  theftj» 
I|ut  2^  young  counteis  fondly  made  the  gift. 

PATCH. 

My  countefs  is  more  nice,  more  artful  too, 
AiFedb  to  fly,  that  I  may  fierce  purfue : 
This  fnufF-box  which  I  begg'd,  ihe  fUll  deny'd. 
And  when  I  ftrove  to.  fnatch  it,  feem'd  to  hide ; 
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^\it  laugh'd  and  fled,  and  as  I  fought  to  feize^ 
With  aifedation  cramm'd  it  down  her  days  ; 
Yet  hope  file  did  not  place  it  there  unfeen* 
I  prefs'd  her  breafb^  aiid  poU'd  it  from  betweeik 

silliAnder* 
Laft  nighty  as  I  flood  ogling  of  her  grace,      .  . 
l)rinking  delicious  poifbn  from  her  face. 
The  foft  enchantrefs  did  that  face  decline. 
Nor  evtr  rais'd  her  eyes  to  meet  with  mine ; 
With  fudden  art  fome  fecret  did  pretend, 
Lean'd  crofs  two  chairs  to  whifper  to  a  friend; 
While  the  ftifT  whalebone  with  the  motion  rofe> 
'And  thoufand  beauties  to  my  fight  expiofe. 

PATCH.  %      l|fr 

Early  this  morn — (but  I  was  afk'd  to  come) 
I  drank  bohea  in  Cslia's  drefling-room :   * 
Warm  from  her  bed,  to  me  alone  within. 
Her  night-gown  fattened  with  a  fingle  pin  ;        . 
Her  night^loaths  tumbled  with  refifUefs  grace. 
And  her  bright  hair  play'd  carelefs  round  her  face  i 
Reaching  the  kettle  made  her  gown  unpiq, 
She  wore  no  waiUcoat,  and  her  fhift  was  thin. 

8ILLIANDER. 

See  Titiana^  driving  to  the  park ! 
Hark!  let  us  follow^  'tis  not  yet  too  dark; 
In  her  ail  beauties  of  the  fpring  are  feen^ 
Her  cheeks  are  rofy,  and  her  mantle  green* 

PATCH. 

See  Tintoretta  to  the  opera  goes ! 
Hafle,  or  the  crowd  will  not  permit  our  bows; 
In  her  the  glory  of  the  heav'ns  we,  view. 
Her  eyes  are  ftar-like,  and  her  mantle  blue. 

SILLIANDER* 

What  colour  does  in  Caslia's  flockings  fhinc  ? 
Reveal  that  fecret,  and  the  prize  is  thine. 

Aa2  PATCH. 
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PATCH. 

What  are  her  |;arter8  ?  tell  me^  if  you  can ; 
ni  freely  own  thee  far  the  happier  man. 

Thas  Patch  continaed  his  heroick  ftrainj 
While  Silliander  but  contends  in  vain. 
After  a  conquefl>  fo  important*  gain'd» 
Unrivall'd  Patch  in  ev'ry  ruelle  reign'di 


WEDNESDAY. 


THE    TETE    A    TETE. 


DANCINDA* 

•  ^T  O,  fair  Dancinda^  no !  you  ftrive  in  vain 

•  To  calm  my  care,  and  mitigate  my  pain ; 
If  all  my  iighs,  my  cares,  czt  fail  to  move. 
Ah  !  foothe  me  not  with  fruitlefs  vows  of  love.* 

Thus  Strephoh  ipoke.    Dandnda  thus  replyM: 
What  muft  I  do  to  gratify  your  pride  ? 
Too  well  yod  know  (ungrateful  as  thou  art) 
How  much  you  triumph  in  this  tender  hearc : 
What  proof  of  love  remains  for  me  to  grant  ? 
Yet  ftill  you  teas^e  me  with  ibme  new  complaint. 
Oh  !  would  to  Heav'n  !-^but  the  fond  wilh  is  taitt-J; 
Too  many  favburs  had  not  made  it  plain  ! 
But  fuch  a  paflion  breaks  through  all  difguife. 
Love  reddens  on  my  cheeky  and  wifhes  in  my  eytu 
Is't  not  enoiUgh  (iiikuman  and  unkind  !) 
I  own  the  fecret  con  Aid  of  my  mind ; 
You  cannot  know  what  fecret  pain  I  prove. 
When  I  with  burning  bluihes  own  I  love* 
You  fee  my  artlefs  joy  at  your  approach  ; 
I  iighj  I  famt>  I  tremble  at  your  touch  ; 


^  And 
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And  in  your  abfence  all  the  world  I  fhan; 

I  hate  mankind,  and  curfe  the  chearing  fan. 

Still  as  I  fly,  ten  thoufand  fwains  purfue  ; 

Ten  thoufand  fwains  I  facrifice  to  yon. 

I  fhew  you  all  my  heart  without  difguife « 

But  thefe  are  tender  proofs  that  you  defpife^ 

I  fee  too  well  what  wifhes  you  purfue ; 

You  would  not  only  conquer,  but  undo: 

You,  cruel  vi6bor,  weary  of  your  flame. 

Would  feek  a  cure  in  my  eternal  ihame  ; 

And  not  content  my  honour  to  fubdue. 

Now  ftrive  to  triumph  o*er  my  virtue  too. 

Oh  !  Love,  a  god  indeed  to  womankind, 

W^ofe  arrows  burn  me,  and  whofe  fetters  bind  ; 

Avenge  thy  altars^  vindicate  thy  fame,  .^  . 

And  blall  thefe  traitors  that  profane  thy  name  ; 

Who,  by  pretending  to  thy  facred  fire, 

Raife  curfed  trophies  to  impure  defire. 

*  Have  you  forgot  with  what  enfnaring  art 
You  firft  feduc'd  this  fond  uncautious  heart? 
Then,  as  I  fled,  did  you  not  kneeling  cry. 

Turn,  cruel  beauty !  whither  would  you  fly  ? 
Why  all  thefe  doubts?  why  this  diftrnftful  fear? 
No  impious  wiflies  fhall  oflend  your  ear : 
Nor  ever  fliall  my  boldeft  hopes  pretend, 
Abdve  the  title  of  a  tender  friend ; 
BlefsM,  if  my  lovely  goddefs  will  permit 
My  humble  vows  thus  fighing  at  her  feet. 
The  tyrant  Love,  that  in  my  bofom  reigns. 
The  god  himfclf  fubmits  to  wear  your  chains* 
You  fliall  dire£l  his  courfe,  his  ardour  tame. 
And  check  the  fury  of  his  wildeft  flame.*' 

•  Unpradis'd  youth  is  eaflly  deceiv'd; 
Sooth'd  by  fuch  founds,  I  liflen'd  and  bellcv'd ; 
Now  quite  forgot  that  foft  fubmiflive  fear. 
You  dare  to  afk  what  I  muH  bluih  to  hear. 

♦  Could 
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'  Could  I  forget  the  honour  of  my  race. 
And  meet  your  wiihes,  fearlefs  of  difgrace  ; 
Could  paflipn  o'er  my  tender  youth  prevail. 
And  all  my  mother^s  pious  maxima  fail; 
Yet  to  preferve  your  heart  (which  dill  mufl  be> 
Falfe  as  it  is,*  for  ever  dear  to  me) 
This  fatal  proof  of  love  I  would  not  give» 
Which  you'd  contemn  the  moment  yon  receive. 
The  wretched  flie,  who  yields  to  guilty  joys, 
A  man  may  pity,  but  he  muft  defpiie. 
Your  ardour  ceas'd,  I  then  ihould  fee  you  ihun 
The  wretched  vidtim  by  your  arts*  undone. 
Yet  if  I  could  that  cold  indifference  bear. 
What  more  would  Ilrike  me  with  the  laft  defpair, 
Wlll^  this  refleiElion  would  my  foal  be  torn. 
To  know  I  merited  your  cruel  fcorn.* 
'  Has  love  no  pleafures  free  from  guilt  or  fear  ? 
Pleafures  lefs  fierce,  more  lading,  more  fmcere? 
Thus  let  us  gently  kifs,  and  fondly  gaze; 
Love  is  a  child,  and  like  a  child  it  plays/ 
*  O  Strephon!  if  you  would  continue  ju (I, 
If  love  be  fomething  more  than  brutal  lud,  . 
Forbear  to  a(k  what  I  mud  dill  deny. 
This  bitter  pleafure,  this  dedrudtive  joy. 
So  clofely  follow'd  by  the  difmal  train 
Of  catting  ihame,  and  guilt's  heart-piercing  pain** 
She  paus'd,  and  fix'd  her  eyes  upon  her  fan : 
He  took  a  pinch  of  fniifF,  and  thus  began. 

*  Madam,  if  love        '  but  he  could  fay  no  more. 
For  Mademoifelle  came  rapping  at  the  door  : 
The  dangerous  moments  no  adieus  afford ; 

*  Be  gone  I'  (he  cries,  •  I'm  fure  I  hear  my  lord.* 
The  lover  darts  from  his  unfinifh'd  loves. 

To  fnatch  his  hat,  and  feek  his  fcatter'd  gloves : 

The  fighing  dame  to  meet  her  dear  prepares  ; 

While  Strephon,  carfing,  flips  down  the  back-dairs.  . 

THURSI 
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THURSDAY, 

THS  BAS«£TTE-TABLE. 
SMILINpA     AND     CARDELIA* 

CARDEX'IA. 

T^HE  bafiett(B-tab]e  fpread^  the  tallier  come^ 

Why  ftays  Smilinda^in  the  drcffing-room? 
fjSe,  peniive  nymph !  the  tallier  ftays  for  you* 

SMILINDA. 

Ah,  Madam !  fince  my  Sharper  is  untrue, 
I  joylefs  make  my  once  ador'd  alpiea. 
I  (aw  him  ftand  behind  Ombrelia's  chair. 
And  whifper  with  that  foft,   deluding  air, 
Apd  thoie  feigi>*d  iighs,  that  cheat  the  lift'nbg  fair. 

CARDELIA. 

Is  this  the  canfe  of  your  romantick  drains? 
A  mightier  grief  my  heavy  heart  fuftains. 
As  you  by  Love,  fo  I  by  Fortune  crofs'd, 
tn  one  bad  deal  three  feptlevas  I  lofl. 

SMILINDA. 

Is  that  a  grief  which  you  compare  with  mine? 
'VV'ith  eafe  the  fmiles  of  Fortune  I  refign. 
A^ould  all  my  gold  in  one  bad  deal  were  gone, 
^iVcre  lovely  Sharper  mine,  and  mine  alone  1 

CARDELIA. 

A  lover  loft  is  but  a  comnK>n  care, 
And  pradent  nymphs  againft  the  change  prepare. 
"The  queen  of  clubs  thrice  loft!  Oh,  who  could  guefs 
This  fatal  fhroke !   this  unforefeen  diftte(s ! 
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8MILINDA. 

See !   Betty  Loveit  very  a  propos ! 
She  all  the  pains  of  iQve  and  pla^  does  know^ 
Deeply  experienced  many  years  ago. 
Dear  Betty  ihall  th'  important  point  decide  ; 
.  Betty,  who  oft  the  pains  of  each  has  try*d : 
Impartial,   fhe  fhall  fay  who  fuffers  moft^ 
By  cards'  ill-ufage,  or  by  lovers  loft* 

LOVEIT. 

Tell,  tell  your  griefs ;   attentive  will  I  ftay, 
Tho'  time  i^  precious,  and  I  want  fome  tea^ 

CARDELIA. 

Behold  this  equipage  by  Mathers  wrought^ 
IVidi  fifty  guineas   (a  great  penn'orth)  bought  \ 
SeTon  the  toothpick  Mars  and  Cupid  fbive, 
And  both  the  ftruggling  figures  feem  to  live. 
Upon  the  bottom  fee  the  queen's  bright  face: 
A  myrtle  foliage  round  the  thimble  cafe ; 
Jove,  Jove  himfclf  does  on  the  fcifTars  ihine. 
The  metal  and  the  workmanfhip  divine. 

SMILINDAf 

"  This  fnufF-box,  once  the  pledge  of  Sharper's  love^ 

When  rival  beauties  for  the  prefent  ftroye— - 

(At  Corticelli's  he  the  raflk  won. 

There  firft  his  pailion  wa^  in  public  fhown ; 

Hazardia  bluih'd,  and  turn'd  her  head  ajide. 

Her  rival's  envy  all  in  vain  to  hide) 

This  fnufif-bpx— on  the  hinge  fee  diamonds  fhine-— 

This  fnufF-bo:{  will  I  ilake,  tlie  prize  is.  mine. 

CARDELIA. 

Alas  1  far  fmaller  loiTes  than  I  bear. 
Have  made  a  foldier  figh,  a  lover  fwear : 
But,  oh!  what  makes  the  difappointment  hard, 
'Twas  my  own  lord  who  drew  the.  fatal  card  !«t- 
In complaifance  I  took  the  queen  he  gave,' 
Tho*  my  own  fecret  wifh  was  for  the  knave : 
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The  knave  won /on  ecart  that  I  had  chofe. 
And  the  next  pull  my  fept leva  I  lofe. 

SMILINDA. 

But^  ah!  what  aggravates  the  killing. fmart. 
The  cruel  thought  that  ftabs  me  to  the  heart. 
This  cursid  Ombrelia,   this  undoing  fair. 
By  whofe  vile  arts  this  heavy  grief  I  bear, 
She  at  whofe  name  I  fhed  thefe  fpiteful  tears. 
She  owes  to  me  the  very  charms  (he  wears: 
An  aukward  thing  when  firft  fhe  came  to  town. 
Her  fhape  unfaftiion'd,  and  her  face  unknown. 
She  was  my  friend;  I  taught  her  firft  to  fpread 
Upon  her  fallow  cheeks  enlivening  red : 
T  introduc'd  her  to  the  park  and  plays; 

And,  by  my  int'reft,  Colins  made  her  ftays.  , 

Ungrateful  wretch  i  with  mimick  airs  grown  pert. 
She  dares  to  fteal  my  favourite  lover's  heart. 

CARDELIA. 

Wretch  that  I  was !  how  often  have  I  fwore. 
When  Winnall  tallied,  I  would  punt  no  moire ! 
I  know  the  bite,  yet  to  my  ruin  run. 
And  fee  the  folly  which  I  cannot  fhun. 

SMILINDA. 

How  many  maids  have  Sharper's  vows  deceiv'd ! 
How  many  curs'd  the  moment  they  believ'd  ! . 
Yet  his  known  falfhood  could  no  warning  prove : 
Ah !   what  are  warnings  to  a  maid  in  love ! 

CARDELIA. 

But  of  jyhat  marble  muft  that  breaft  be  form'd. 
To  gaze  on  Baffette,  and  remain  unwarm'd  ? 
^hen  kings,  queens,  knaves,   are  fet  in  decent  rank, 
Expos'd  in  glorious  heaps  the  tempting  bank. 
Guineas,  half  guineas,  all  the  fhining  train. 
The  winner's  pleafure,  and  the  lofer's  pain. 
In  bright  confufion  open  rouleaus  lie, 
They^ftrikc  the  foul,  and  glitter  in  the  eye ; 

B  b  Fir'd 
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Fir'd  by  the  fight,  all  reafon  I  difd&in. 
My  paffions  rife,  and  will  not  bear  the  rein : 
Look  upon  BafTette,  you  who  reafon  boaft» 
And  fee  if  reafon  may  not  there  be  loft. 

SMILINDA, 

What  more  than  marble  n)u^  that  bread  compoft* 
That  liftens  coldly  to  my  Sharper's  vows ! 
Then  when  he  trembles,  when  his  blufhes  rifit» 
When  aweful  love  feems  melting  in  his  eyes  1 
With  eager  beats  his  M^hlin  cravat  moves ; 
f  He  loves!*  I  whifpcr' to  myfelf ;  *heloyes! 
Such  unfeign'd  paifion  in  his  look  appears^ 
I  lofe  all  mem*ry  of  my  former  fears ; 
My  panting  heart  confeiTes  all  his  charms; 
I  yield  at  once,  and  fink  into  his  arms. 
Think  of  that  moment  you  who  prudence  boaftl 
For  ftich  a  moment,  prudence  well  were  loft* 

CARDELIA. 

At  the  groom -porter's,  battcr'd  bullies  play  | 
Some  dukes  at  Marybone  bowl  time  away; 
But  who  the  bowl  or  rattling  dice  compares 
To  Baffette's  heavenly  joys  and  pleafing  cares  ? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft  SiiAplidetta  doats  upon  a  beau ; 
Prudina  likes  ^  man*  and  laughs  at  (how: 
Their  feveral  graces  in  niy  Sharper  meet; 
Strong  as  the  footman,  as  the  mafter  fweet* 

t0VE|T. 

Ceafe  your  contention,  which  has  been  too  king^ 
I  grow  impatient,  and  the  tea  grows  ftrong  : 
Attend,  and  yieljdto  what  I  now  decide ; 
The  equipage  ftiall  grace  Smilinda's  fide* 
The  fnufF-box  to  Cardelia  I  decree ; 
So  leave  complying,  ^md  begin  yqar  tct* 


fRpi^Y. 
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FRIDAY. 


THE  toilette; 


LYDIA, 

^^  0  \^  tWfidty  fpridgs  had  cloth'd  i&c  pajk  with  green, 

*■      «Since  Lydta  knew  the  bloiToms  of  fifteen  j 

No  lovers  now  her  morning  hoars  molefl ; 

And  catch  her  at  her  toilette  half  undrefs'd. 

The  thund'ring  knocker  wakes  the  ibeet  no  more^ 

Nor  chair s«  lior  coaches,  croud  the  iiient  door  i 

Nor  at  the  wiado^^  all  her  mornings  paG, 

Or  at  the  duthb  devotion  of  her  glafs : 

lleclin'd  upon  her  arm  fhe  pen  Ave  fat«. 

And  curs'd  tli'  inconilancy  of  man  too  late. 

«  Oh,  youth!  O  fpring  of  life  for  ever  k>fl:! 
«  No  more  my  name  fliall  reign  the  fav'rit^  toad  i 

*  On  glafs  no  more  the  diamoiid  grave  my  name, 
^  And  lines  mif-fpelt  record  my  lover *s  flame : 

*  Nor  /hall  fide-boxes  watch  my  wand'ring  eyes, 
^  And  as  they  catch  the  glance,  in  rows  arife 

*  With  humble  bows ;  nor  white-glov'd  beaus  encro^clx 

*  In  crowds  behind,  to  guard  me  to  my  coach, 

•  What  flull  I  do  to  fpend  the  hateful  day? 

*  At  chapel  (hall  1  wear  the  morii  away  ? 

*  Who  there  appears  at  thefe  unmodifh  hours,  / 

*  But  ancient  matrons  with  their  frizzled  tow'rs^ 

*  And  grey  religious  maids?  my  prcfcnce  there, 

*  Amidft  that  fober  train,  would  own  defpair  ; 

*  Nor  am  I  yet  fo  old,  nor  is  my  glance 

*  As  yet  Jx'd  wholly  on  devotion's  trance, 

*  Straight  then  VU  drefs,  and  take  my  wonted  range 

*  Thro*  India  (hops,  to  Mciteux's,  or  the  Change, 

•   •      * .  B  b  2  '         « Where 
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*  Where  the  tall  jar  erefls  it's  (lately  pride, 

*  With  antick  (hapes  in  China*s  azure  dy'd ; 

*  There  Carelefs  lies  a  rich  brocade  unroll'd, 

*  Here  fhines  a  cabinet  with  burnifliM  gold. 

*  But  then,  alas!   I  mud  be  forc'd  to  pay, 

*  And  bring  no  penn'orths,  not  a  fan  away ! 

'  How  am  I  curs'd,  unhappy  and  forlorn ! 

*  My  lover's  triumph,  and  my  fax's  fcorn ! 

*  Falfe  is  the  pompous  grief  of  youthful  hein ; 

*  Falfe  are  the  loofe  coquette's  inveigling  airs ; 

*  Falfe  is  the  crafty  courtier's  plighted  word ; 

*  Falfe  are  the  dice,  when  gamefter's  flamp  the  board  j 
'  Falfe  is  the  fprightly  widov/ 's  publick  tear ; 

*  Yet  thefe,  to  Damon's  oaths,  are  all  fincere. 

'  For  what  young  flirt,  bafd  man,  am  I  abus'd  ? 
'  To  pleafe  your  wife  am  I  unkindly  us'd; 

*  *Tis  true,  her  face  may  boaft  the  peach's  bloom  ; 

*  But  does  her  nearer  whifper  breathd  perfume  ? 

*  I  own  her  taper  fhape  is  form'd  to  pleafe ; 

*  But  don't  you  fee  her  unconfin'd  by  flays  ? 

*  She  doubly  to  fifteen  may  claim  pretence; 

*  Alike  we  read  it  in  her  face  and  fenfe. 

*  Infipid,  fervile  thing  1   whom  I  difdain ! 

*  Her  phlegm  can  bed  fupport  the  marriage  chain. 

*  Damon  is  pradlis'd  in  the  modifli  life; 

'  Can  hate, '  and  yet  be  civil  to  his  wife : 

*  He  games,  he  drinks,  he  fwears,  he  fights,  he  roves; 

*  Yet  Cloe  can  believe  he  fondly  loves, 

*  Miflrefs  and  wife  by  turns  fupply  his  need; 

*  A  Mifs  for  pleafure,  and  a  wife  for  breed. 

.    *  Powder'd  with  diamonds,  free  from  fpleen  or  care, 

*  She  can  a  fullen  hufl^and's  humour  bear ; 

*  Her  credulous  friendfhip,  and  her  llupid  eafe, 

*  Have  often  been  my  jell  in  happier  days: 

«  Now  Cloe  boafts  and  triumphs  in  my  pains ; 

*  To  her  he's  faithful,  'tis  to  me  he  feigns. 

•  Am 
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'  Am  I  that  ftupid  thing  to  bear  negle£l, 
'  And  force  a  fmile,  not  daring  to  Aifpe^? 

•  No,  pcrjur'd  man!  a  wife  may  be  content, 

•  But  you  (hall  find  a  miflrefs  can  refcnt.' 

Thus  love-lick  Lydia  rav'd :  her  maid  appears, 
•  And  in  her  faithful  hand  the  band-box  bears; 
(The  Cellos  that  reformed  inconftant  Jove 
Not  better  filPd  with  what  allur'd  to  love.) 
'  How  well  this  ribband's  glofs  becomes  your  face  I*     ' 
She  cries  in  rapture;  '  then,  fo  fvveet  a  lace  ! 

•  How  charmingly  you  look !    fo  bright !  fo  fair ! 
'  'Tisto  your  eyes  the  head-drefs  owes  it's  air!* 

.-    Straight  Lydia  fmilM;   the  comb  adjufts  her  locks; 
.    And  at  the  play-houfc,  Harry  keeps  her  box. 


SATURDAY. 


THE   SMALL    POX. 


FLAVIA. 


^T^HE  wretched  Flavia,  on  her  couch  reclin'd. 

Thus  breathed  the  anguiih  of  a  wounded  mind; 
A  glafs  revers'd  in  her  right-hand  flie  bore. 
For  now  flie  (hunn'd  the  face  fhe  fought  before. 
*  How  am  I  chang'd  I  alas,  how  am  I  grown 

*  A  frightful  fpeclre,  to  myfelf  unknown  ! 

^  Where's  my  complexion  ?  where  my  radiant  bloom, 

*  That  promis'd  happiriefs  for  years  to  come  ? 

*  Then  with  what  pleafure  I  this  face  furvey'd ! 
'  To  look  once  more,  my  vifits  oft  delayed  ! 

*  Charm'd  with  the  view,  a  frefher  red  would  rife, 

*  And  a  new  life  (hot  fparkling  from  my  eyes ! 


Ah, 
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*  Ah^  falthlefs  glafs  I  my  wonted  bloom  reHore  i 
'  Alas !  I  rave»  that  bloom  is  now  no  more. 

*  The  greatefl  jg[Ood  the  gods  on  men  beftow^ 

*  E'en  youth  itfelf  to  me  is  aielefs  now. 

*  There  was  a  time  (oh>  that  I  could  fc/rget!) 

*  When  opera-tickets  pour'd  before  my  fectj 

*  And  at  the  ring>  where  brightefl  beauties  ihine, 

*  The  earlieft  cherries  of  the  fpring  were  mine. 
^  Withefs^  O  Lilly!   and  thou,  Motteux,  tell, 

*  How  much  japan  thefe  eyes  have  made  ye  fell ; 

*  With  what  contempt  ye  faw  me  oft  defpifc 

*  The  humble  offer  of  the  rafHed  prize } 
'  For  at  the  raffle  ftill  each  prize  I  bore, 

*  With  fcorn  rejefted,  or  with  triumph  wore. 

*  Now  beauty's  fled,  and  prefents  are  no  more  \ 

*  For  me  the  patriot  has  the  hoofe  forfook, 

*  And  left  debates  to  catch  a  pafling  look: 

*  For  me  the  foldier  has  foft  verfes  writ  5 
'  For  me  the  beau  has  aim'd  to  be  a  wit. 

'  For  me  the  wit  to  nonfenfe  was  betray'd  % 

*  The  gamefter  has  for  me  his  dun  delay 'd, 

*  And  overfeen  the  card  he  would  have  play'd. 
'  The  bold  and  haughty  by  fuccefs  made  vain, 

*  Aw'd  by  my  eyes,  have  trembled  to  complain  i 

,    •  The  bafliful  fquire,  touch'd  by  a  wifh  unknown* 
^  Has  dar'd  to  fpeak  with  fpirit  not  his  own ; 

*  Fir'd  by  one  wi(h,  all  did  alike  adore; 

*  Now  beauty's  fled,  and  lovers  are  no  more ! 

*  As  round  the  room  I  turri  my  weeping  eyesy 

*  New  unaffedted  fcenes  of  ibrrow  rife. 

*  Far  from  my  flght  that  killing  pifture  bear, 

*  The  face  disfigure,  and  the  canva,s  tcr.r : 

*  That  pidture  which  with  pride  I  us'd  to  fliow^ 
'  The  loft  refemblance  but  upbraids  me  now. 

*  And  thou,  my  toilette,  where  I  oft  have  fate, 

*  WSiit  hours  unheeded  pafs'd  in  deep  debate. 


'     BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  199 

'  How  carls  Qioald  fall,  or  where  a  patch  to  place  ^ 

'  If  blae  or  fcarlet  bed  became  my  face ; 

^  Now  on  fome  happier  nymph  your  aid  beflow  $ 

f  On  fairer  heads,  ye  ufelefs  jewels,  glow; 

^  No  borrowed  la  lire  can  my  charms  reilore  ; 

f  Beauty  is  fled^  and  drefs  is  new  no  more. 

'  Ye  me^er  beauties,  I  permit  ye  ihine  $ 
f  Go,  triumph  in  the  hearts  that  once  were  mine; 
f  But,  'midft  your  triumphs,  with  coufufion  know^ 
f  Tis  to  my  i-uin  all  your  ^ms  ye  owe* 
f  Would  pityiig  Heav'n  reftore  my  wonted  mien^ 
f  Ye  ftill  might  move  unthought  of  and  unfeen : 
f  But,  oh!  how  vain,  how  wretched  is  the  boa$, 
*  Of  beauty  faded,  and  of  empire  loft ! 
5  What  now  is  left,  bat  weeping,  to  deplore 
^  My  tieaf^ty  fled,  and  empire  now  no  more  f 

*  Yc  cruel  chymifts,  what  witheld  your  aid ! 
f  Could  no  pomatums  fave  a  trembling  maid? 
f  How  fal^e  and  trifling  is  that  art  ye  boaft ! 
f  No  art  can  give  me  back  my  beauty  loft. 
f  In  lears,  furrounded  by  my  friends  I  lay, 
'  Maik'd  o'er,  and  trembled  at  the  fight  of  day; 
f  Mirmillio  came  my  fortune  to  deplore, 
f  (A  golden-headed  cane  well  carv'd  he  bore) 
f  Cordials,  he  cryM,  my  fpifits  muft  reftore  ! 
f  Beauty  is  fled,  and  fpirit  is  no  more ! 

'  Galen,  the  grave ;  ofltcious  Squirt  was  there, 
'  With  fruitkfs  grief,  and  unav^ling  care : 
f  Machaon  too,  the  great  Machaon,  known 
f  By  his  red  cloak,  and  his  fqperior  frown ; 
f  And  why,"  he  cry'd,  "  this  grief^  and  this  defpair? 
f*  YO0  (hall  again  be  well,  again  be  fair ; 
?*  Believe  my  oath  !'*  (with  that  an  oath  he  fwore :) 
?  Falfe  was  his  oath ;  my  beauty  is  no  more ! 

*'  Ceafe,  haplefs  maid  1  no  more  thy  tale  purfue; 
f*  Forfake  mankind,  and^bid  the  world  adieu ! 

«*  Monarch! 
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**  Monarchs  and  beauties  rule  with  equal  fvvay; 
*'  All  flrive  to  f'erve,  and  glory  to  obey  : 
"  Alike  un pitied  when  depos'd  they  grow  ; 
**  Men  mock  the  idol  of  their  former  vow." 
'  Adieu,   ye  parks !   in  fome  obfcure  recefs, 

*  Where  gentle  dreams  will  weep  at  my  diftrefs; 

'  Where  no  falfe  friend  will  in  my  grief  take  part, 
'  And  mourn  my  ruin  with  a  joyful  heart; 

*  There  let  me  live  in  fome  defcrted  place, 

*  There  hide  in  (hades  this  loft  inglorious  face; 

*  Plays,  operas,  circles,  I  no  more  muft  view! 

*  My  toilette,  patches,  all  the  world,  adieu  I' 


EPISTLE  TO  ALLEN  LORD  BATHURST, 

BY     MR.    POPE. 

P.  W  T  H  O  fhall  decide,  when  doflors  difagree, 

W     And  foundeft  cafuifts  doubt,  like  you  and  mc?    . 
You  hold  the  word,  from  Jove  to  Momus  given. 
That  man  was  made  the  ftanding  jeft  of  Heav'n: 
And  gold  bat  fent  to  keep  the  fools  in  play; 
For  fome  to  heap,  and  fome  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And  furely  Heaven  and  I  are  of  a  mind) 
Opine,  that  nature,  as  in  duty.bound. 
Deep  hid  the  fhining  mifchief  under  ground  : 
But  when,   by  man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  to  it's  fire,  the  Sun, 
Then  careful  Heav'n  fupplied  two  forts  of  men^ 
To  fquander  ihefe,  and  thofe  to  hide  again. 

Like  doflors  thus,  when  much  difpute  has  pafs'dj  ' 
We  find  our  tenet?  jull  the  fame  at  lall ; 

Both^ 
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Both  Mrly  owning,  riches,  in  effe&. 
No  grace  of  Heav'n,  or  token  of  th'  ele£l ; 
Giv'n  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain*  the  evil. 
To  WAd,  to  Waters,  Chartres,  and  the  devil. 

fi.  What  nature  wants  commodious  gold  bellows ; 
'Tis  thus  we  eat  the  bread  another  fows. 

P.  But  how  unequal  it  bellows  obferve  ; 
^Tis  thus  we  riot,  while  who  fow  it  flarve.         ' 
What  nature  wants  (a  phrafe  t  mull  diHrufl) 
Exflnids  to  luxury,  extends  to  lull : 
Uieful,  I  grant^t  ferves  what  life  requires; 
But  dreadful  too,  the  dark  aifaffin  hires. 
B.  Trade  it  may  help,  fociety  extend. 
P.  But  lures  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  friend. 
B*  It  raifes  armies  in^i||iation's  aid. 
P.  But  bribes  a  fenate,  and  the  land's  betray'd. 
In  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave. 
If  fecret  gold  fap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 
Once,  we  confefs,  beneath  the  patriot's  cloak. 
From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  guinea  fpoke, 
An4  jingling  down  the  back-Hairs,  told  the  crew, 
'  Old  Cato  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you.' 
Blefs'd  paper  credit  I  lad  and  bell  fupply ! 
That  lends  Corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly ! 
Gold,  imp'd  by  theej  can  compafs  hardefl  things^ 
Can  pocket  dates,  can  feWi  or  carry  kings ; 
A  Angle  leaf  ihall  waft  an*  army  o'er, 
♦Or  ftiip  oiF  fena'tes  to  fome  diftant  ihore ; 
A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  fcatter  to  and  fro 
Our  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  winds  (liall  blow ; 
Pregnant  with  thoufands  flits  the  fcrap  unfeen. 
And  filent  fells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 

Oh !  that  fnch  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  fee,   - 
S^ill,  as  of  old,  incumber'd  villainy! 
Could  France  or  Rome  divert  our  brave  dcfigns. 
With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines? 

C  c  What 
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What  coald  they  more  than  knights  and  fyurcs  confoundy, 

Or  water  all  the  quorum  ten  miles  round  ? 

A  ftatefman's  fl umbels  how  this  fpeech  would  fpoil! 

'  Sir^  Spain  has  fpnt  a  thoufand  jars  of  oil ;  ■» 

'  Huge  bales  of  Britifh  doth  blockade  the  door  ; 

*  A  hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar.' 

Poor  Avarice  one  torment  more  would  find^. 
Nor  could  Profuiion  fquander  all  in  kind. 
Aftride  his  cheefe  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet: 
And  Worldly  crying  coals  from  ftreet  to  ftreet  j^ 
Whom,  with  a  wig  fo  wild,  and  mieu  fo  maz'/d^ 
Pity  miftakes  for  fome  poor  tradefman  craa&'d. 
Had  Colepepper's  whole  wealth  been  hops  and  hogsu 
Could  he  himfelf  have  fent  it  to  the  dogs  i 
His  grace  will  game  ;  to  White's  1||K)U  be  ]ed». 
With  fpurning  heels  and  with  a  butting  head : 
To' White's  be  carry 'd^  as  to  ancient  games^ 
Fair  courfers,  vafes,  aud  alluring  dames. 
Shall  then  Uxorio,  if  the  (takes  he  fweep« 
Bear  home  fix  whpces^  and  make  his  lady  weep  ^ 
Or  foft  Adonisy  (b  perfiim'd  and  fine. 
Drive  to  St.  James's  a  >yhole  hefd  of  fwine  ? 
Oh!  filthy  check  oa  all  induftrious  fkiU, 
To  fpoil  the  national  laft  great  trade,  quadrillje !' 
Since,  then,  my  lord}  oii  fuch  a  world  we  fall. 
What  fay  you  ? — ^B.Say !  Why,  take  it;,  gold  a»4  aH- 

P.  What  Riches  give  us  let  us  tl^ei;;!  inquire  : 
Meat>fire,  and  cloaths-—B.  What  more? — P.  Meat,  deaths^ and  i 
Is  this  too  little  ?  would  you  more  than  live  ? 
Alas  I  'tis  more  than  Turner  finds  they  give : 
Alas!  'tis  more  than  (all  his  vifions  pAfs'd)< 
Unhappy  Wharton,  waking,   foundat  lad!- 
What  can  they  giye  ?.  To  dying  Hopkins  heirS;? 
To  Chartres  vigour?  Japhet,  npfe  and  ears? 
Can  they  in  g^ins  bid.  pallid  Hipfii^  £lQ^v 
In  Fulvia's  buc^^  e^6  tl^  thro|}9  t^ojv? 

i 
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Or  heal,  old  Narfes,  thy  obfcenrt*  ail. 
With  all  th*  embroidery  plaifter'd  dt  thy  tail  ? 
They  might  (were  Harpaxnot  too  wife  tofpend) 
Give  ^arpax  felf  the  blefling  of  a  friend; 
Or  find  fome  doctor  that  would  fave  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shylock,  fpite  of  Shylock's  wife  : 
BQt  thoufands  die,  without  or  this  or  that. 
Die,  and  endow  a  cc^ege,  or  a  cat. 
To  fome,  indeed.  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate, 
T^  enrich  a  baftard,  or  a  fon  they  hate. 

Perhaps  yoiipihink  the  poor  miight  liave  their  part; 
3ond  damns  the  poor,  and  hates  them*  from  his  heart : 
The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule^ 
That  tvery  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fboK 
*  God  cannot  love,'  J[ii^  Blunt,  with  tearlefs  eyes) 
'  The  wretch  he  ftarves ! '— and  pioufly  denies : 
Bat  the  good  bifliop,  with  a  meeker  air, 
Admits-<-and  leaves  them  Providence's  care. 

Yet,  to  be  jaft  to  thefe  poor  men  of  pelf. 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himfelf : 
Pamn'd  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  flaye  that  digs  it,   and  the  (lave  that  hides. 

B.  Who  fuffer  thus,  mere  Charity  ihould  own, 
Mnft  aft  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 

P.  Some  war,  fome  plague,  or  famine,  they  forefee, 
(Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 
Why  Shylock  wants  a  meal,  the  caufe  is  found. 
He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rife  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  direAors  cheat  in  South-Sea  year? 
To  live  on  venifon  when  it  fold  fo  dear. 
Afk  you  why  Phryn6  the  whole  auftion  buys  ? 
Phryne  forefeet  a  general  excife. 
Why  ihe  and^Sapphb  raife  that  monftrous  fum? 
Alas !  they  fear  a  man  will  coil  a  plumb. 

Wife  Peter  fees  the  world's  refpeft  for  gold, 
A94  thW^ore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  fold : 

C  c  ^  Glorious 
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Glorious  ambition !   Peter,  fwell  thy  ftore,  -    ' 

And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius  was  before. 

The  crown  of  Poland «   venal  twice  an  SLgc, 
To  jttil  three  millions  ftinted  modeft  Gage.  * 

But  nobler  fcenes  Maria's  dreams  unfold. 
Hereditary  realms^  and  worlds  of  gold. 
Congenial  fouls !  whofe  life  one  avarice  joins. 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th'  Aflurian  mines. 

Much-injur'd  Blunt!  why  bears  he  Britain's  hate?, 
A  wizard  told  him  in  thefe  words  our  fate* 

*  At  length  corruption,  like  a'general  flood,  *  , 

*  (So  long  by  watchful  miniflers  withilpod) 

^  Shall  deluge  all ;  and  avarice,  creeping  on, 

*  Spread  like  a  low-boui  mill  and  blot  the  fun; 
'  Statefman  and  patriot  ply  alike  the  flocks, 

*  Pcerefs  and  butler  ihare  alike  the  box, 

'  And  judges  job,  and  bifhops  bite  the  town, 

'  And  mighty  dukes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown .         ^  . 

f  See  Britain  funk  in  Lucre's  fordid  cliarms, 

*  And  France  reveng'd  of  Anne's  and  Edward's  arms !' 
'Twas  no  court-badge,  great  Scrivener !  fir'd  thy  brain* 
Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain: 

No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  afham'd  to  fee 

Senates  degenerate^  patriots  difagree; 

And  nobly  wilhing  party-rage  to  ceafe,  / 

To  buy  both  fides,  and  give  thy  country  peace. 

*  All  this  is  tnadneft,'  cries  a  fober  fage  : 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reafon  in  his  rage?. 

*  The  ruling  paffion,  be  it  what  it  will,     ^* 

*  The  ruling  paffion  conquers  reafon  ftilL' 
Lefs  mad  the  wildeft  whim  fey  we  can  frame. 
Than  even  that  paffion,  if  it  has  no  aim  ; 
For  tho'  fuch  Qiotiyes  folly  you  may  call. 
The  folly's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Hear  then  the  truth:  *  'Tis  Heaven *each.. paffion  fends^ 
^  And  different  men  directs  to  different  ends. 

y^Extremes 
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♦  Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce, 

*  Extreihes  in  man  concur  to  general  ufe.* 
Afk  we  wh^t  makes  one  keep  and  one  bellow  ? 
Thjri?Tower  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow. 
Bids  feed-time,  harveft,  equal  courfe  maintain. 

Thro*  reconcii'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain ;  , 

Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds. 

And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  know  their  rounds. 
Riches,  like  infe6ts,  when  conceal'd  they  lie. 

Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  feafon  fly. 
^  Who  fees  palf^ammon  pine  amidll  Iiis  ftore, 
.    Sees  but  a  backward  fteward  for  the  poor: 

This  year  a  refervoir,  to  keep  and  fpare; 

The  next,  a  fountain,  fpouting  thro*  his  heir, 

Jn  laviih  ilreams  to  qtiettch  a  country's  thirft; 

And  men  and  dogs  (hall  drink  him  till  they  barft* 
Old  Cotta  ftiam'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth. 

Yet  was  not,  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth:  * 

What  tho'  (the  ufe  of  barbarous  fpits  forgot) 

]plis  kitchen  vied  in  coolnefs  with  his  grot  ? 

His  court  with  nettles,  moats  with  creiTcs  ftor'd. 

With  foups  unbought  and  fallads  blefs'd  his  board? 

If  Cotta  liv'd  on  pulfe,  it  was,  no  more 

Than  Bramins,  faints,*  and  fdges,  did  before. 

To  cram  the  rich,  was  prodigal  expenqe; 

And  who  would  take  the  poor  from  Providence? 

Like  fome  lone  Chartreux  Hands  the  good  old  hall, 

Silence  without,  and  fails  within  the  wall ; 

Ko  rafter'd  roofs^fith  dance  and  tabor  found, 

No  noontide  bell  invites  the  counU'y  round : 

Tenants  with  fighs  the  fmoaklefs  towers  furvey. 

And  turn  th'  unwilling  fteeds  another  way; 

Senigbted  wanderers  the  foreft  o'er, 

Curfe  the  fav'd  candle,  and  unopening  door; 

While  the  gaunt  maftiff,  growling  at  the  gate, 

AfHghts  t|ie  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  eat. 
■'■■  •  '■■    "'        '  No? 
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Not  fo  his  Ton :  he  mark'd  this  orerfight* 
And  then  miftook  reverfe  of  wrong  for  right. 
(For  what  to  ihiin  will  no  great  knowlodgt  nnd,  . 
Bot  what  to  follow^  is  a  tafk  indeed  1)  ^ 

Yet  Aire,  of  qualities  deferving  praife. 
More  go  to  ruin  fortunes^  than  to  raiie. 
What  flaughter'd  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine» 
Fill  the  capacious  fqnire,  and  deep  divine ! 
Yet  no  mean  motives  this  profoiion  draws ; 
HU  oxen  perifh  in  his  country's  caufis ; 
*Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup,'  t 

And  zeal  fbr  that  great  honfe  which  eats  him  op. 
The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  feat. 
The  Sylvans  groan-rrno  matter— fbr  thi  fleet: 
Next  goes  his  wool«r-to  clothe  oor  valiant  bands ; 
Laft>  for  his  country's  love,  he  fells  his  lands. 
To  town  he  come),  compleats  the  nation's  hope. 
And  heads  the  bold  train -bands,  and  burns  a  j^ope^ 
And  (hall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils; 
Britain!  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  fpoils? 
In  vain  at  court  the  bankrupt  pleads  his  caufe. 
His  thanklefs  counti^y  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 

The  fenfe  to  value  richas^  with  the  art 
T*  enjoy  them,  and'  the  virtue  to  impart. 
Not  meanly,  nor  ambitioufly  purfu'd. 
Not  funk  by  floth,  nor  rais'd  by  fervitudejj 
To  balance  fortune  by  a  jnfl  expence. 
Join  with  ceconomy,  magnificence; 
With  fplendor  charity,  with  plenty  health  ^ 
Oh,  teach  us,  Bathurft !  yet  unfpoilHl  by  wealth  \ 
That  fecret  rare,  between  th'  extremes  to  moyc, 
Of  road  good-nature,  and  of  mean  felf-love. 

B.  To  worth  or  want  well-weigh'd,  be  bounty  givenj 
And  eafe  or  emulate,  the  care  of  Heav'n ; 
(Whofe  meafure  full  overflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  Fortune's  fault,  and  juflify  her  grace^ 
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Wealch  in  the  grofs  is  death,  but  life  difFus'd; 
As  poifoB  heals,  in  juft  proportion  us'd: 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  ftink  it  lies  $ 
But  well  difpers'd,  is  incenf^  to  the  ikies. 

P.  Whoilarves  by  nobles,  or  with  nobles  eats? 
The  wretch  that  trufts  them,  and  the  rogue  that  cheats* 
Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  chearful  noon    • 
Withont  a  fiddler,  flatterer,  or  buffoon  ? 
Whofe  table,  wit,  or  modeft  merit,  fhare^ 
Un-elbow'd  by  a  gamefter,  pimp,  or  player  f 
J  Who  copies  yours,  or  Oxford's  better  part. 
To  eafe  th*  opprefs'd,  and  raife  the  finking  heart; 
Where'er  he  fhines.  Oh,  Fortune  \  gild  the  icene^ 
<And  angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  mean ! 
There  Englifh  bounty  yet  awhile  may  fbrndj^ 
And  honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

But  all  oar  praifes  why  fhould  lords  engrofa? 
Hife,  honeH  Mufe  I  and  fing  the  Man  of  Rofa:  ^ 

neas'd  Vaga  echoes  thro'  her  winding  bounds, 
And  rapid  Severn  hoarfe  applairfe  refotuids. 
"Who  hung  with  woods  yon  mountain's  fultry  brow  ? 
From  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  I 
Not  to  the  ikies  in  ufelefs  colsmns  tofs^d. 
Or  in  proud  fells  magniiiceQ|hr  loA ; 
S»t  clear  and  artlefs,  pouring  thro'  the  plain 
Health  to  the  fick,  and  fblace  to  the  fwain  ? 
Whofe  caufeway  parts  the  vale  with  ihady  rows  I 
'  Whole  feats  the  weary  traveller  repofe  ? 

Who  taught  th^  heaven-diredted  fpire  to  rife? 

♦  The  Man  of  Rofs>'  each  lifping  babe  replies^ 

Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erfpread ! 

The  Man  of  Rofs  divides  the  weekly  bread: 

He  feeds  yon  alms-houfe,  neat,  but  void  of  ilate, 

Wbm  Age  and.  Want  fit  fmiling  at  the  gate; 

Him  portion'd  maids,,  apprentic'd  orphans  bleis'd; 

The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  relL 


Is 
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Is  any  fick— the  Man  of  Rofs  relieves, 
Prefcribes,  attends ;  the  medicine  makes,  and  give^. 
Is  there  a  variance— enter  bat  his  door, 
Baulk'd  are  the  courts^  and  conted  is  no  more. 
Defpairiug  quacks  with  curfes  fled  the  place. 
And  vile  attornies,   now  an  ufelefs  race. 

B.  Thrice  happy  man !  enabled  to  purfue 
What  all  fo  wi(h,  but  want  the  power  to  do? 
Oh!  fay  what  fums  that  generous  hand  fupply? 
What  mines  to  fwell  that  boundlefs  charity  ? 

P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children  clear,  *  ^ 

This  man  poflefs'd — five  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
Blufti,  gnmdeur,  blufh!   proud  courts,  withdraw  your  blaze  T 
'   Ye  little  liars,  hide  your  diminifh'd  rays! 

B.  And  what?  no  monument,  infcription,  flone? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name,  almoft  unknown? 

P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  Fame> 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  name. 

Go,  fearch  it  there  !  where  to  be  born  and  die,  ^  j 

Of  rich  and  poor  makcb  all  the  hiflory;  .  / 

Enough  that  virtue  filPd  the  fpace  between  ;  / 

Prov'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been. 
When  Hopkins  dies,  a  th'oufand  lights  attend 
The  wretch,  who,  living,  fav'dT  a  candle's  end : 
Shouldering  God's  altar  a  vile  image  Hands, 
Belyes  his  features,  nay,   extends  his  hands ; 
That  live-lqng  wig,  which  Gorgon's  felf  might  owD> 
Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Parian  flone. 
Behold  what  blelllngs  wealth  to  life  can  lendi 
And  fee  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end ! 
In  the  worfl  inn's  worft  room,  with  mat  half-hurt g. 
The  floors  of  plaifter,  and  the  walls  of  dung. 
On  once  a  flock-bed,   but  repaired  with  draw,.  ^.^ 

With  tape-ty'd  curtains,   never  meant  to  draw. 
The  George  and  Garter  dangling  from  that  bed 
Where  tawdry  7eUov(r  ftrove  with  dirty  red. 

Great 
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Great  Villers  lies— -^alas  I  how  chaiig*4  frotti  iitn^ 

That  life  bf  pleafore,  and  tliat  foul  of  wktml 

Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  pMHid  alcove. 

The  bower  .of  wanton  Sturewflxury  and  love; 

Or  jnft  as  gay  at  council,  in  a  ring 

Of  mimick'd  ftatefmen  and  their  merry  ki^gi» 

No  wit  to  flatter^  left  of  all  his  ftore  I 

No  fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valu'd  snore  ; 

There,  vidor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  iriends^ 

And  fame,  tfis  lord  of  uielefs  thoufands  ends. 

His  grace's  fate  fage  Cutler  could  fivefee. 
And  well  (he  thought)  advis'd  him,  <  Live  like  me !' 
As  weU  his  grace  relied,  '  Like  yon.  Sir  Johnf 
'  That  I  can  do,  when  ati  I  have  is  gone.' 
Refo}ve  me,  ^eafon,  which  of  thefe  areworfe» 
Want  with  a  full  or  with  an  empty  purfef 
Thy  life  more  wretched.  Cutler!  "was  confe&'d  $ 
Ariie  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  blc&'di 
Cutler  faw  tenants  break,  and  honfes  fall. 
For  very  want ;  he  could  not  build  «  waO« 
His  only  daughter  in  a  Granger's  power. 
For  very  want;  he  could  not  pay  a  dowetf', 
A  few  gray  hairs  his  reverend  temples  ctowtVi, 
*Twas  very  want  diat  fold  them  for  two  pound. 
What !  even  deny'd  a  cordial  at  his  end, 
Banifii'd  the  dodh»%  and  cxpellM  the  friend? 
What  but  a  want,  which  yon  perhaps  think- nlad^ 
Yet  numbers  feel  the  want  of  what  he  hadi 
Cutler  and  Brntns  dying,  both  exckim, 
*  Virtue  and  wealth !   what  are  ye  but  an&me?* 

Say,  for  fuch  wor(h  are  other  worlds  prepar'd  I 
Or  are  they  both  in  this  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point !  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
B«||JK}u  are  tir'd— I'll  teU  a  tale ^B.  Agreed ! 

P.  Where  London's  column,  pointing  at  the  ikies, 

a  tall  bully ,  lifts  the  head.  an4.1y<s« 

Dd  Thert 
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There  dwelt  a  citizen  of  fober  fame, 

A  plain  good  man^  and* Balaam  was  his  name:  - 

Religious^  paa6taal>  frugal,  and  fo  forth; 

His  word  would  pafs  for  more  than  he  was  worth.' ' 

One  folld  difh  his  week-day  meal  affords. 

An  added  pudding  folemniz'd  the  Lord's : 

Conflant  at  church  and  Change,  his  gains  were  fure; 

His  givings  rare,  fave  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  devil  was  piqne'd  fuch  faintlhip  to  b6hold>    - 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old:  . 
But  Satan  now  is  wifer  than  of  yore,  •   I 

And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 

Rouz'd  by  the.  Prince  of  Air,  *the  whirlwinds  fwiep      : 
The  furge,  and  plunge  his  father  in  the  deep  5 
Then  full  ag^fk  his  Comiih  lands  they  roar. 
And  two  rich  fhipwrecks  blefs  the  lucky  fhore* 

Sir  Balaaqd noWy'he  lives  like  other' folks;  . 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes;. 

*  Live  like  yourfelf  I*  was  foon  my  lady's  word; 
And,  lo!  two  puddings  (moak'd  upoii  the  board. 

Afleep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay. 
An  honeft  fador  flftle  a  gom  away :  . 
He  pledg'd  it  to  th^.  knight ;  the  knight  had  wit^ 
So  kept  the  diamond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit*  .     . 

Some  fcruple  rofe,  but  thus  hebas'dhis  thought: 

*  ril  now  give  iixpence  where  I  gave  a  groat; 

*  Where  once  I  went  to  church  I'll  now  go  twice  ;  .    . 
'  And  am  fo  clear,  too,  of  all  other  vice  I* 

The  tempter  faw  his  time,  the  work  he  ply'd  3 
Stocks  and  fubfcriptions  pour  oh  ev'ry  fide; 
Till  all  the  daemon  makes  his  full  defcent 
In  one  abundant  (hoWer  of  cent,  per  cent. 
Sinks  deep  within  hith,  and  poflefles  whole. 
Then  dubs  t)ireftor,  and  fecures  his  foul.  '}^- 

Behold  Sir  Balaam  now  a  man  of  fpirit, 
Afcribes  his  gettings  to  Ids  parts  and  merit ;  . 

Wha 
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What  late  he  calPd  a  blefling,  now  was  wit. 
And  God's  good  providence  a  lucky  hit. 
Things  change  their  titles  as  our  manners  tum  ; 
His  compting-houfe  employ'd  the  Sunday  morn : 
Seldom  at  church,  ('twas  fiich  a  bufy  life) 
But  duly  fent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  ((b  the  devil  ordain'd)  one  Chriftmas-tid6 
My  good  old  lady  catcli'd  a  cold,  and  dy'd. 
A  nymph  of  quality  admires  our  knight ; 
He  inarries,  bows  at  court,  and  grows  polite : 
Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (to  pleafe  the  fair) 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air. 
Firft  for  his'fon  a  gay  commiffion  buys, 
'  Who  jirinks,  whores,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies. 
His  daughter  flaunts  a  vifcount's  tawdry  wife; 
She  bears  a  coronet  and  p— x  for  life. 
In  Britain's  fenate  he  a  feat  obtains. 
And  one  more  penfioner  St.  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  falls  to  play :  fo  bad  her  chance. 
He  muft  repair  it;  takes  a  bribe  from  France. 
Thehoufe  impeach  him,  Coningfby  harangues; 
The  court  forfake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs. 
Wife,  (on,  and  daughter,  &ftan!  are  thy  own; 
His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown: 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize. 
And  fad  Sir  Balaam  curfes  God  and  dies* 


Dd2  AVARO 
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AVARO     AND     AM^A^TDA. 

A      TAtZ. 
»Y    MR.    DVCR. 

WHAT  ills  froA waat q£  edncatiQtt  flov* 
From  ayarice  what  crad  fcesea  of  wot^ 
I  mean  to  fing;  except  the  tnnefiil  maid 
Negled  my  n\imben«  tnd  refufe  her  auL 
Say,  goddefsy  firft,  wtiat  made  the  yoath  explow 
A  foreign  clin^e,  and  quit  his  native  (bore  I 
Say^  too,  how  on  die  barbVont  ifle  he  came; 
What  mov'd  the  kindneG  of  the  Negro  da«ef 
What  could  provoke  a  faithlefs  yovth  to  Ml 
A  friend,  whofe  only  crime^  was  loving  welll 

Now  had  Avaro  twenty  winters  pais'd 
His  blooming  features  cv^ry  beauty  grac'd; 
In  filver  rings,  his  loofely  flowing  hair 
Hung  o'er  his  ihoulders  with  a  comely  air; 
Robufthis  limbs^  and  daring  wm'.his  ibuly 
And  vigour  crown'd  the  welL-pn!|kp£tiaa'd  whole  ; 
His  graceful  charms  the  ladies  oft  fofvey'dv 
And  ofc  their  eyes  an  am'rous  iignal  made,| 
But  never  could  the  tender  paflion  move^ 
The  Hubborn  youth  was  (till  averfe  to  love; 
Yet^  tho'  his  breall  was  proof  to  Cupid's  dart^ 
A  more  ignoble  god  enflav'd  his  heart. 

No  myfleries  of  faith  diilurb^d  his  head; 
For  my  Series  of  faith  he  feldom  cead; 
That  moral  law,  which  Nature  had  impreft^ 
He  blotted  from  the  volume  of  his  breaft; 
Yet 'in  his  mind  his  father's  precepts  bearSj 
Who  often  rung  this  leffion  in  his  eat^i 


Woo: 
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'W'oald  you,. my  fim»  to  htppinis(s  afpjre. 

Know,  Gold  alone  dn  happine^  acqaire;  zt 

He  that  has  Goldi^  is  pow'rful  as  a  king*. 

Has  valour,  virtue,  wifdom,  cv'ry  thing  I 

This  to  obtain,  your  atmoft  fldli  bellow; 
^    And  if  you  gain  it,  benttcarefnl  how: 
'   If  in  the  court,  or  camp^you  take  delight^ 
'  Then  dare  to  flatter  there,  or  here  to  fight; 

*  Or,  4ionld  the  merchant's  life  yonr  fancy  pfeaicit 

*  Be  bold,  and  bravely  venture  on  the  feas; 

*  Many  by  merchandiae  hare  gain'd  renown, 

*  And  made  the  Indies  weahh  become  their  ow«.^ 
The  youth  imbib'd  the  precepts  of  his  tongve, 
Neglcfting  ev'ry  law  of  right  and  wrong ; 
Taught  by  his  fire  to  ccMurt  deirndive  gain. 

Re  bums  to  try  his  fortune  on  the  main* 

^While  other  youths,  hy  wit  or  pleaAire  {Way'd» 
Frequent  the  play,  the  ball,  or  mafqnerade; 
A  v^o,  ftttdious,  in  his  chamber  ftays, 
Carelefs  of  balls,  of  masquerades,  and  plays; 
There  adds,  fubtrafis,  and,  with  un weary 'd  pain, 
Learns  all  the  rides  of  intereft,  iofa,  and  gain. 

Next,  from  an  old  aiironomer,  he  tries 
^o  learn  the  planets  jo«n»^  thro'  the  (kies; 
With  hifla,  at  nigkt,  when  heiav'n  ierene  appears. 
He  points  the  quadrant  at  the  ihining  fpheress  » 

"Rie  Hyades,  and  fix)zeit  pole  fnrveys, 

Which  guide  the  iaibr  o'er  the  diftant  feas  ; 

Then  maps  and  models  of  our  globe  prepares. 

And  carefolly  infpeds  both  hemifpheres. 

From  eaft  to  weft  he  views  the  fpacious  round, 

?lea8*d  with  the  modern  world  Columbus  found: 

I&  hope  elate,  the  youth  impatient  ftands, 

A&d  feems  to  grafp  both  Indies  in  his  hands. 

This  fees  the  fire,  ai\d  hafiily  provides 

4  veflel,  proof  agaiail  the  Winds  an^  tides. 
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The  youth  embarks,  the  fofc  propitious  gales 
Anfc,  and  Toon  expand  the  fuelling  fails; 
The  (hip  glides  fwifdy  o'er  the  liquid  plain. 
And  Neptune  fmiles,  and  courts  him  on  the  main* 

But  fee,  how  mortals  are  the  fport  of  fate! 
How  oft  unhappy,. driving  to  be g|«at !. 
Ere  Cynthia  twice  her  monthly  nee  had  rim. 
An  omen  of  the- fatal  florm  begun : 
The  murm*ring  wind  arifes  by  degrees. 
And  rocks  the  (hip,  and  fweeps  the  curling  ftas. 
Now  louder,  with  impetuous  force  it  roars. 
And  (hoves  the  fwelling  furges  to  the  ihores; 
Till  rapid  rain,  and  flakes  of  bick'ring  flame. 
With  dreadful  thunder  vex  th'  ethereal  frame. 
Struck  with  furprize,  the  tim'rons  merchant  (brnds^ 
Nor  knows  what  he  forbids,  or  what  commands : 
Nor  fafely  back,  nor  can  he  forwards  go; 
But  trembling  waits,  and  fears  the  fatal  blow. 
Long  time  the  failors  work  again (i:  the  wind. 
With  fruitlcfs  toil,  to  gain  the  port  aflign'd; 
Till  courage^  hope,  and  all  provifions  fail'd. 
And  fear,  defpair,  and  want,  their  fouls  aflail'd* 
Forc'd  by  the  dorm  into  a  winding  bay, 
Their  joyful  eyes  an  Indian  iflefarvey; 
When  flraight  they  quit  their  (hip,  and  gain  the  (horen^ 
And  for  recruits  the  favage  land  explore. 

Adjoining  to  the  dreary  beach,  there  ftood 
Wild  (hrubs  and  trees,  that  form'd  a  gloomy  wood ; 
Where,  clofe  obfcur'd,  the  crafty  natives  lay. 
And  watch'd  the  wand'ring  crew,  remote  from  fea : 

I 

Then  forth  they  ru(h,  and  ftraight  their  bows  prepare^  • 
Too  late  the  failors  fee  th'  approaching  war  ! 
In  vain  the  brave  engage,  or  tim'rous  fJy ; 
The  tim'rous  and  the  brave  promifcuous  die : 
The  barb'rous  fields  are  ftain'd  with  purple  gore,^ 
And  dreadful  groanings  echo  to  the  fliore. 
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Our  youthful  merchant  Tcapes,  and  flies  alone ; 
His  fear  impels,  and  fafety  prompts  him  on : 
Thro'  dafky  woods  he  takes  his  trembling  flight. 
The  ddky  woods  conceal  him  from  their  fight ; 
Till  in  the  devious  wilds,  remote  from  foes. 
Then  on  the  ground  he  weeping  vents  his  woes; 

Oft  cors'd  his  haplefs  fate,  and  often  thought 

On  what  the  hoary  flar-monger  had  taught : 

Row,  at  our  birth,  as  dilF'rent  planets  rule, 

Tiiey  form  a  wit,  or  conltitute  a  fool ; 

How,  in  the  maze  of  life,  we  adt,  as  they 

-Attradl,  retard,  or  force  us  in  the  way. 
And,  as  he  thefe  uncertain  cenfures  made, 
Againft  the  ftars  he  thus  exclaiming  faid : 

•  The  planets,  fure,  fome  noxious  pow'r  difplay, 
'  And  rule  my  life  with  arbitrary  fway ; 
'  £lfe  had  I  ne'er  forfook  my  native  home, 

*  Nor  in  this  baleful  defart  met  my  doom— 

*  And  yet,  when  I  rcfleft,  I  cannot  fee,  * 
'  How  globes  infenfible  fhould  influence  me : 

*  I  chufe  my  adions;  when  the  choice  is  made^ 
'  I  nor  invoke,  nor  yet  confult  their  aid. 

*  When  mortals  aft  according  to  their  will,  .    . 

*  Can  Heaven  be  call'd  the  author  of  their  ill  ? 

*  Too  late  I  find,  the  (lars  are  not  in  fault; 

*  But  'tis  that' golden  wifh  iny  fire  has  taught: 

*  Entiaing  Gold,  that  damn'd  deceiving  guide, 
'  Induc'd  me  firfl  to  flem  the  foaming  tide ; 

'  Fallacious  ^harm  I  that  led  me  from  repofe, 
'  Now  leaves  me  in  a  labyrinth  of  woes. 
'  So,  when  cpmpafted  vapours,  in  the  night, 

*  Skim  o'er  the  fields,  with  a  deluiive  light, 

*  The  injudicious  traveller  furveys 

*  Th*  alluring  fccne,  and  courts  the  glift'ring  blaze; 

*  Till,  tempted  o'er  a  rock's  impending  brow, 
^  He  falh  to  fome  tremendous  gulph  below  1' 

Thus 
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Thas  the  ualuppy  youtk  laments  hia  (kUp 
Confcious  of  all  the  ills  that  roond  him  wait  | 
Till  fetting  Phcsbus  leaves  the  blofhiag  flcy. 
And  glimm'ring  flars  a  feeble  light  fopply : 
The  ihades  of  night  increafe  his  anjdoiu  cavt^ 
And  add  a  greater  horror  to  defpair. 

All  nighi  in  tears  the  penfive  nerchanc  la/^ 
And  often  wiQi'd*  and  fear'd  the  coming  day; 
Till,  on  the  hills,  the  rifing  fun  difplay'd 
His  golden  beams,  and  chas'd  away  the  fluidtti 
Harmonious  birds  falule  his  chearfal  raysj 
And  hail  the  rofy  morn  with  joyful  lays ; 
While,  fb-etch'd  upon  the  ground,  ATato  moanit 
Anfw'ring  their  tuneful  fongs  with  piercing  groam* 
Not  diftant  far  from  where  the  youth  was  laid, 
A  purling  flream,  in  pleafing  murmurs^  P^X*^  I 
And,,  by  the  margin  of  the  chryfbl  flood. 
Two  rows  of  trees  in  beauteous  order  f&ood  ; 
Whofe  branches  form'd  a  pendant  arch  abow^ 
Diffufing  gloomy  verdure  o'er  the  grove* 
An  Indian  princefs  hither  daily  came, 
Pleas'd  with  the  grateful  (hade,  and  cooling  ftreata  2 
She  now  was  walking  to  her  loWd  retreat. 
And  heard  the  mourning  yonth  lament  his  fate. 
Fix'd  in  amaze,  awhile  (he  lift'niag  Hood ; 
Then  fwift  approached  him,  ruihing  thmagh  the  wood. 
Th'  affrighted  merchant  rofe  with  gazing  eyes. 
And  tim'rous  looks  that  ceftify'd  furpriae; 
Backward  he  fiarts ;  the  dame,  with  equal  feerSf 
Recedes  as  faft,  and  wonders  what  appears. 
Yet,  bolder  grown,  Ihe  foon  advanced  again, 
Smit  with  the  beauty  of  the  god-like  man* 
His  drefs  and  fair  complexion  charm'd  her  %ht; 
Each  glowing  feature  gave  her  new  delight : 
While  love  and  pity  both  »t)fe  within,  , 

And  kindled  in  her  foul  a  flame  uiifeen. 

Wi 
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To  whom  Amanda,  (paufing  at  the  narn^) 

What  meatit  Avaro  by  the  doubting  dame  f 

Has  any  of  your  Britiih  damfels  made 

A  doubt  of  what  fuch  godlike  beings  faid  ? 

Or  is  it  cuftomary  to  your  clime? 

tfas  ever  youth  committed  fuch  a  crime. 

As  bafe  ingratitude?  Has  any  there 

Deluded  firft,  and  then  forfook  the  fairf 

I  cannot  think  your  love  Will  e*er  decline. 

Nor  can  my  radiant  angel  queftion  mine. 

By  yon  bright  beams,  which  paint  the  rifmg  day ; 

By  thy  bright  charms,  as  beautiful  as  they  x 

By  all  our  pleafing  hours  of  love,  I  vow 

To  0iare  your  fate  thro*  ev'ry  fcene  of 'woe ! 

Content,  with  you,  to  yield  my  vital  breath: 

For  life,  without  you,  would  but  lengthen  death/ 
With  fuch  fweec  talk  their  moments  they  beguQei 
Both  ieem  impatient  for  the  deftin*d  iile : 
He  daily  vows,  and  daily  is  believ'd ; 
She  daily  hears,  and  daily  is  deceiv'd. 

Farewei,  bright  goddefs  of  th'  Idallan  grove  1 
Farewel,  ye  fportive  deities  of  love ! 
No  longer  I  your  pleafing  joys  rehearfe; 
A  rougher  theme  demands  my  peniive  verfet 
A  fcene  of  woes  remains  to  be  difplay'd,  . 
Indalgent  love  with  flavery  repaid* 
Ingratitude,  and  broken  vows,  and  lyesi 
The  mighty  ills  that  fpring  from  avarice. 
Provoke  my  lays :  your  aid,  ye  mufes,  bring  t 
Afltft  my  tragick  numbers,  while  I  iing; 
Say,  what  enfu'd,  when,  on  the  briny  deep,    ;: 
The  watchful  dame  beheld  $,  Hoating  fhip  ? 
She  caird,  and  beckoned  to  it  from  the  ihore» 
Then  to  the  youth  the  grateful  tidings  bore;        .  ,     .   . 
And  (aid,  •  I  fomething  fee  like  winged  trees, 
*  (Strangle  to  behold  !)  fly  fwiftly  o'er  the  fcas^. 

F  f  »  t:v.v.t 
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Their  bulkj  roots  apoa  ckc  biUowi  float; 

Sxj,  is  flot  tkis  eke  Bup  yxM  Loa^  kavc  fought? 

Or  I  miAake,  or,  b^  the  gods  commaad^ 

This  comes  to  hear  us  to  your  naiive  land. 

Then  hafkn,  fee  the  partner  of  your  heart. 

With  fo«,  her  guide*  is  re^y  to  depart : 

My  father,  mother,  friends,  I  bid- adieu; 

Friends,  father,  mother^  not  (6  dear  zi  yon.' 

To  whom  the  youth,  wi^th  fmiling  brow*  reply*ds 

O  thou  true  pattern  of  n  £uthful  bride  J 

Who dar'Hthy  father,  mother,  friends reixgn i 

And  riik  thy  own  dear  life,  to  refcne  mine ! 

If  I  forget  the  debt  I  owe  to  thee. 

May  all  the  gbds  forget  their  care  of  me ! 

In  more- wild  deiarts  let  me  rove  again; 

Nor  find  a  friend,  like  thee,  to  eafe  my  pain ! 

There  let  the  Yultures,  wolves,  and  tigers  tear 

This  body,  thou  haft  kindly  nouri(h'd  here!' 

So  faying,  to  the  beach  he  -ibraight  defcends  ; 
And,  by  the  flag,  difcerns  the  crew  his  &iends:       ^ 
And  now  his  heart  exults  within  his  breaft. 
His  loving  mate  an  equal  joy  confefs*d ; 
She,  with  him,  gladly  ventures  on  the  main. 
Unthinking  of  her  future  toil  aikd  pain* 

So,  to  the  plough,  the  heifer,  yet  unbroke. 
Walks  chearful  on,  nor  dreads  th'  impending  yoke^ 
Till;  in  the  fields,  urg*d  with  the  piercing  goad. 
She  groans,  and  writher,  relu^lant  with  her  load. 

The  Britiih  bark  was  to  Barbados  bound ; 
Th'  expcGted  fliore  the  failors^  (jnickly  found : 
Where,  fafe  from  danger,  now  the  perjured  youth,:  ^  *'*• 
Falfe  to  his  former  vows  of  fecred  truth, 
Refleding,  counts  the  int'reft  he  had  loft. 
While  fate  detained  him  0[^  the  Indian  coaft^; 
The  frugal  thoughts  fupprefs  his  aiii^rous  flamej  •  -  '  « 
And  prompt  him  to  betray  the  faithful  dame. 
.*;■■.  Yet 
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Yet  Icarce  he  can  the  coried  -fa^  porTne  ; 
B  ot  hefitates  at  what  he  fain  woo)d  do :  ^ 
For,  tho*  his  av'iice  moves  him  to  the  ill^    . 
liis  gratitude  within  him  itruggles  ftill ; 
And>  'twixt  two  pai&ons^  ^either  guides  his  will* 

As  when  two  fcales,  which  eqpal  loads  ftt(jpei^> 
Sway  to  and  fro»  alterpate  both  defceiyl^ 
Tili>  andeclining>  each  aloft,  abides ; 
Mot  this,  nor  that,  the  doubtful  weight  decidejs. 

So  flood  the  doubtful  youth  av^hile;  nor  won'd 
Torfake  the  evil,  nor  purfiie  the  good ;         -    •  ■ 
Till,  as  the  failors  in  the  haven  ilay. 
To  purchaie  Haves,  the  planters  croud  the  key* 
One  aiks,  for  what  the  Neg^o  may  be  fold; 
Then  bids  a  price,  and  fhews  the  tempting  gold; 
Which,  when  Avaro  views  with  greedy  eyes. 
He  ibon  refolves  to  gain  th'  alluring  prize; 
Nor  oaths,  nor  gratitude,  can  longer  bind. 
Her  fate  he  thus  determines  in  his  mind. 

'  Suppofe  I  ihould  condu£l  this  Indian  o'er, 

*  And  tlyis,  inilead  of  gold,  import  a  Moor; 

*  Would  not  my  fire,  with  flern  contraded  brovf^s, 

<  Condemn  my  choice,  and  curfe  my  nuptial  tows? 

*  Was  it  for  this  I  leam'd  the  merchant's  art? 
^  Only  to  gain  a  doating  Negro's  heart! 

*  Was  it  for  this  the  raging  feas  I  crofs'd  ? 
^  No !  gold  induc'd  me  to  the  Indian  coafl; 
'  And  gold  is  ofFer'd  for  this  fimple  dame : 
f  Shall  I  refufe  it,  or  renounce  my  ili^e  ? 

*  Let  am'rous  fools  their  tirefome  joys  renew, 
'  And  doat  on  love,  while  interefl  I  purfue.' 
He  added  not;  for  now,  intent  on  gold. 
And  dead  to  all  remorfe,  the  dame  he  fold. 

Amanda  ftood  confounded  with  furprlze. 
And  filently  reproach'd  him  with  her  eyes; 

Ff  2 
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She  often  try*d  to  fppjik;  bat,  when  (he  try'd. 
Her  heart  fwell'd  fall,  her  voice  it*s  aid  denyM; 
And,  when  (he  made  her  fkalt*ring  tbngae  obey, 
The(e  words,  con\mix'd  with  fighs,  found  oat  their  W^y  \ 
'     *  Who  cah  the  myftic  ways  of  f^te  exphux^  I 
'  Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  again  ? 
'  Is  this  the  fad  reward  of  all  my  care? 
'  Was  it  for  this  I  cbearM  thee  in  defpair? 
'  The  gods  above  (if  any  gods  there  be) 
'  Witnefs  ^at  I  have  done  to  fuccoar  thee ! 

*  Yet,  if  my  kindnefs  can't  thy  pity  move« 
^Pity  the  fr  aits  of  oar  atohappy  love: 

*  Oh!  let  the  infant  in  my  pregnant  womb, 

'  Excite  thee  to  revoke  my  threatened  doom  f 
'  Think  how  the  future  (lave,  in  climes  remote, 
^  Shall  cqrfe  the  treach'roas  lire  that  him  begot.* 

So  (pake  the  mourning  dame,  bat  fpake  in  vain; 
Th*  obdurate  youth  infults  her  with  difdain : 
Not  all  her  kindnefs  could  his  pity  move,  "' 

Nor  yet  the  fruits  of  their  unhappy  love. 
3at  as  the  flames,  which  foften  wax,  difplay 
The  fame  warm  force  to  harden  fordid  clay; 
That  motive,  which  would  melt  another  heart. 
More  harden'd  his,  and  made  him  a^  a  double  vilUin's  part. 
He,  for  the  child,  demands  a  larger  fu|n ; 
And  fells  it,  while  an  embryo  in  the  womb. 

And  now  he  (lemly  takes  her  by  the  hand : 
Then  drags  her  on,  relu^nt,  to  the  land ; 
While,  as  fhe  walks,  her  difmal  fate  (he  moans. 
The  rocks  around  her  echo  to  her  groans. 

•  O  bafe !  ungrateful  youth  I*  (he  loudly  cries ; 

•  O  bafc!  ungrateful  youth!'  the  (hdre  replies; 
'  And  can'fl  thou,  cruel,  perjur'd  villain !  leave 

•  Thy  tender  infant,  too,  an  abjeft  (lave ; 

•  To  toil,  and  groan,  and  bleed  beneath  the  rod? 
f  Fool,  that  I  was,  tp  think  thou  wert  a  God ! 

*  Sure 
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*  Sare  from  fome  favage  tiger  arc  thou  fprung— « 
'  No !  tigers  feed,  and  fawn  upon  their  young : 
^  But  thou  defpifef!:  all  paternal  cares; 

*  The  fate  of  infants^  and  their  mothers  pray'rs.* 
In  vain  fhe  does  her  wretched  (late  deplore ; 

Fleas'd  with  the  gold>  he  gladly  quits  the  (hore* 
The  ruffling  winds  dilate  the  fails,  the  ihip 
.^        Divides  the  waves,  and  Ikims  along  the  deep. 
Three  days  the  bellying  canvas  gently  fwells. 
Clear  fliines  the  fun,  and  friendly  blow  the  gales: 
Then  frowning  clouds  inveft  the  vaulted  fky,  A 

And  hollow  winds  proclaim  a  temped  nigh  ; 
Fierce  fioreas  loudly  o'er  the  ocean  roars. 
Smoke  the  white  waves,  and  found  the  adverfe  fhores  ;  . 
^hile^  to  increafe  the  horrors  of  the  main, 
Pefcends  a  deluge  of  impetuous  rain. 
The  giddy  (hip  on  circling  eddies  rides^ 
TofsM,  and  re-tofs*d,  the  (port  of  winds  and  tides; 
Redoubled  ))eals  of  roaring  thunder  roll. 
And  flames,  conflicting,  fla(h  from  pole  to  pole^ 
"While  gailty  thodghts  diflradt  Avaro's  foul. 
Of  life  defpairing,  though  afraid  to  die. 
One  fatal  eflbrt  yet  he  means  to  try : 
While  4U  thebufy  crew,  with  panting  breath. 
Were  lab'ring  to  repel  the  liquid  death ; 
Avah>  from  the  flem  the  boat  divides, 
Ai^d  yields  up'  to  the  fury  of  the  tides. 
'iPc&^Stm  the  boifl'rous  wave,  the  veflel  flies; 
Kow  finking  low,  now' mounting  to  the  (kies  : 
Till  foon  the  ftorm  decreas*d;  and,  by  degrees^ 
Hu(h'd  were  the  winds,  and  calm  the  ruflled  fcas ; 
The  failgrs  fafely  fl:eer  their  courfe  again. 
And  leave  Avaro  floating  on  the  main ; 
Who  landed  quickly  on  a  lonely  ifle, 
Vfhtxc  human  feet  ne'er  print  the  baleful  (oil. 

A  dreary 
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A  dreaiy  wildernefs  was  all  appear'd. 
And  howling  wolves  the  only  found  he  heard; 
A  thonfand  deaths  he  views  before  his  eyesj 
A  thonfand  guilt-created  fiends  arife : 
A  confcioos  hell  within  his  bofom  burns, 
Jbkd  racks  his  tortur'd  fouI«  while  thus  he  mourns. 
*  CursM  be  the  precepts  of  my  felfife  fire. 
Who  bade  me  after  fatal  gold  afpire  * 
Curs*d  be  myfelf,  and  doubly  cursM,  who  fold 
A  faithful  friend,  to  gain  that  fatal  gold  ! — 
O !  could  thefe  gloomy  woods  my  (in  conceal. 
Or  in  my  bofom  quench  this  fiery  hell ! 
Here  would  I  pine  my  wretched  life  away. 
Or  to  the  hungry  favage  fall  a  prey. 
But  can  the  gloomy  wpods  conceal  zoy  fin  ? 
Or  cooling  fhadows  quench  the  hell  within  ? 
No ;  like  fome  fpirit  baniih'd  heav'n,  I  find 
Terrors  in  ev*ry  place  to  ^:aj:k  my  mind ; 
Tormenting  confcious  plagues  increase  my  care. 
And  guilty  thoughts  indulge  my  juil  defpair. 
O  !  where  (hall  I  that  piercing  eye  evade. 
That  fcans  the  depths  pf  hell's  tremendous  fliade  I' 
So  faying,  ftraight  he  gave  a  hideous  glare. 
With  rolling  eyes,  that  witnefsM  flrong  defpair : 
Then  drew  his  pointed  weapon  from  the  fheath, . 
Confos'dly  wild,  and  all  his  thoughts  on  death; 
To  pierce  his  trembling  heart  he  thrice  efifay'd^ 
And  thrice  his  coward  arm  deny'd  it's  aid. 
Meanwhile,  a  howling  wolf,  with  hunger  prefs'd, 
Leap'd  on  the  wretch,  and  feiz'd  him  by  the  breaft: 
Tore  out  his  heart,  and  lick'd  the  purple  Hopd  | 
For  earth  refas'd  to  drink  the  villun's  blood. 
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BY    MRS;    J)ARWALL. 

NO  more  will  I  attempt  16'  Ahg 
The  vivid  charms  of  gieek-Toh'd  fptivig^ 
The  rofeate  bloom  of!  Ms^y 
No  more  dcfcribe  the  frididlj|rSbW*rs, 
Where  oft  I  hailM  the  morning  l^oiuri. 
Or  blefs'd  the  cloimg  iky. 

With  muiick  tho*  the  groves  refotmd, 
Tho*  recent  verdure  fmUe  arotfnd^ 
^    And  flow'rexs  paint  the  vale ; 
Where  limpid  (beams  foft-mnrm*ring  glided 
And  the  cool  poplar's  leafy  pride 
Invites  the  welcdme  gale  ; 

The*  Colin  pipe,  or  Chlbc  fing. 
While  hills  and  woods  with  tcHoel  liilg; 

I  chearlefs  flUl  complaki : 
While  youths  and  maids  the  dance  pta^aie, 
Abftraded  from  the  jocund  crew, 

I  moam  my  abfent  fwain* 

^ejardlefs  of  my  fleecy  care. 

To  yonder  row  of  beeches  fair  

My  wand'ring  conrfe  I  ftecr ; 
Where  I  with  pleafure  met  die  yoothy 
Where  vows  of  conflancy  and  trath 

AiZail'd  my  willing  efti*. 

Sometimes  to  an  adjacent  grore,  .      ik 
Where  firft  I  heard  his  tale  of  love^ 
I  heedlefsly  have  ftr^iy 'd : 
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Bat  BO  Philander  now  is  there; 
I  turn  me  homeward  with  a  tezr. 
And  cr]r»  '  Ah !  haplei&  maid  !* 

In  vain,  near  Arrowe's  glafly  ftream» 
Redin'd,  I  woo  the  mufefiil  dream^ 

That  once  infpir'd  my  breaft; 
In  vain  I  climb  the  green  hill's  brow» 
And  laew  the  varied  vales  below« 

With  Nature's  bounty  bleft. 


While  fighs  the  feft  gale  thro*  the  gladc^ 

And  love-Iays  wide  from  ev'ry  fliade 

In  pleafing  concert  flow ; 
Unharmoniz'd  I  ftill  remain^ 
And  to  the  deaf  woods  poor  my  pain» 

Or  tell  the  fireams  my  woe 


«« 


*Mid  thefe  fweet  fcenes  no  more  I  find 
That  happy  vacancy  of  mind. 

Whence  ev'ry  picafure  fpk-ung; 
When  gay  I  ranged  my  native  plains. 
And  Love  and  Fancy's  blitheft  ftrains 

Fell  artljefs  from  my  tongae« 

Ah !  now  no  more  by  Fancy  fir'd. 
No  more  by  Nature's  charms  infpir'd, 

I  tune  the  fprightly  lay : 
My  heart,  with  tender  anguifh  torn. 
Sad  fighing  wakes  each  rifing  morn. 

And  weeps  the  night  away. 

Great  Venus!  kindly  deign. to  hear  • 

Thy  fuppliant  handmaid's  votive  pray'r; 
Be  dear  Phil^^der  mine ! 

\  If  ft 
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♦ 

With  equal  joy  Avaro  now  furvcy*d 

The  native  graces  of  the  Negro  maid : 

He  view'd  her  arms,  with  various  ribbands  bound ; 

Her  downy  head,  with  painted  feathers  crown'd; 

With  bredes,  and  lucid  fhells,  in  circles  ftrung. 

Which  (hone  refulgent,  as  they  round  her  hung. 

As  when,  in  fplendid  robes,  a  courtly  maid 
Begins  the  dance  at  ball  or  mafquerade ; 
The  pearls  and  diamonds  fhine  with  mingled  lights 
And  glitt'ring  pendants  blaze  againd  the  fight. 

So  ihone  the  beauteous  ihells  around  her  wsdtt. 
And  fparkling  gems,  that  deckM  her  jetty  breaft; 
All  which  AvarO's  gazing  eyes  purfue, 
CharmM  with  her  lovely  fliape,  difclosM  to  view : 
Each  limb  appears  in  juft  proportion  made. 
With  elegance  thro*  ev'ry  part  difplayM: 
And  now  his  cares  diffolve,  new  paflions  move; 
And  Nature  intimates  the  change  is  Love. 

Not  far  remote,  a  cooling  grot  was  made. 
In  which  the  virgin  often  fought  a  (hade : 
Thick  fhrubs,  and  fruitful  vines,  around  it  grew  ; 
And  none,  except  herfelf,  the  manfion  knew* 
To  th!   obfcure  recefs  the  royal  dame, 
Rejoicing,  with  her  lovely  captive  came: 
Then,  from  the  branches,  with  officious  hade. 
She  plucks  the  fruits,  which  yield  a  fweet  repaft : 
That  done,  flie,  with  her  bow,  explores  the  wood; 
Pierc'd  with  her  (haft,  the  fowl  reiigns  his  blood* 
Then  back  (he  haftens  to  her  cool  retreat^i 
And  for  Avaro  drefs'd  the  grateful  meat: 
To  flack  his  thirft,  fhe  next  directs  his  way. 
Where  cryftal  flreams  in  wild  meanders  ^ay : 
Nor  lets  him  there  exposed  to  foes  remain. 
But  ta  the  cave  condu&s  him  fafe  again. 

So  doats  Amanda  on  the  merchant,  while 
She  fcorns  the  loven  of  her  native  ifle: 

£  e  Fof 
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For  all  the  heroes  of  )ier  coantry  (Irove^ 
With  emulation  to  attrad  her  love ; 
And,  when  they  coald  the  planted  fowls  infuare^ 
Or  pierce  the  favage  beall  in  fylvan  war. 
The  flcins  «nd  feathers,  trophies  of  their  fame^ 
They  gave  for  prefents  to  the  royal  dame ; 
All  which  (he  to  her  lov'd  Avaro  brought. 
And  with  them  gaily  deck'd  his  ihining  grot. 
The  fpotted  panther  here  ihe  hung ;  and  there^ 
With  paws  extended,  frown'd  the  fhaggy  bear : 
Here  gaudy  plumes  appear,  in  luflre  bright; 
There  ihells  and  pearls  difftife  a  fparkling  light* ' 

As  wlien,  to  grace  fome  royal  prince's  hallj 
The  fkilful  painter  animates  the  wall ; 
Here  warlike  heroes  frown  in  martial  arips^ 
There  a  foft  nymph  difplays  her  bloihing  charms  ; 
A  pleafing  landfcape  next  invites  our  eye^ 
And  the  room  glows  with  fweet  variety. 

Yet,  ftill  to  give  her  lover  more  delight, 
(Left  what  he  daily  faw,  fhould  pall  the  fight) 
When  Sol  with  purple  doath'd  the  weftern  flcy. 
And  ihades  extended  ihew'd  the  ev'ning  nigh. 
She  to  fome  verdant  grove  the  youth  convey'd. 
Where  nightingales  harmonious  mufick  made : 
Soft  fiowVets  were  their  coach;  and,  all  around, 
DiiFufive  fweets  perfum'd  the  fragrant  ground. 
There  oft  (he  would  his  fnowy  bofom  bare,  ^ 

Oft  round  her  fingers  wind  his  iilver  hair; 
Charm'd  with  the  contraft,  which  their  colours  made« 
More  pleafing  than  the  tulip*s  light  and  ihade.  " 

Kor  was  the  youth  infenfible;  but  foon 
Repaid  her  love  by  fhewing  of  his  own.  j. 

Oft  would  his  bofom  heave  with  fpeaking  fighs ; 
Oft  would  he  gaze,  and  languifii  with  his  eyes: 
Now  on  her  panting  breaft  his  head  repofe; 
To  meet  his  head  Ker  ^ting  breaft  arpfe ; 


•*/ 


*• 


Whi: 


r« 
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While  in  her  foul  extatic  raptures  g1owM» 

/fhd  her  fond  arms  believM  they  clafpM  a  God. 

So  liv'd  the  happy  pair  obferv'd  by  none, 
'  ^ill  b«th  had  learn'd  a  language  of  their  own ; 

In  which  the  youth,  one  ev'ning  in  the  Ihade^ 

BegSiles  the  harmlefs  nnfufpicious  maid: 

Leans  on  her  breaft,  and  with  a  kifs  betrays ; 

T%n  v«||fts^  his  fpecious  fraud  in  words  like  thefe* 

*  Witnefs,  ye  gods,  and  all  ye  blefs'd  above, 
§g  (For  ye  can  witnefs  beft  how  well  I  love) 

*  If  e'er  anMpg  our  blooming  nymphs,  I  knew 
^  Such  pleafures,  as  my  foul  receives  from  you !  • 
'  Odear  Amanda !  could  I  but,  with  thee, 

*  Once  more  my  happy  native  country  fee; 

*  You  fhould  not  th*re  in  lonely  caves  retreat, 
'  N^Ftrace  the  burning  lands  with  naked  feet: 
'  Yo&r  limbs,  which  now  the  fun  andwind  invade, 
^  Should  neatly  be  in  fofteft  filks  array'd ; 
'  In  {Ifeied  houfes  gaily  fhould  you  Hd^,*  <« 

*  By  horfes  drawn,  which,  prancing  fide  by  fide, 
'  Neigh,  foam,  and  champ  the  bit  with  graceful  pride  ! 

*  Ou{  time  in  pomp  and  peace  fhould  flide  away, 

*  AiuMlooming  pleafures  crown  the  fmiling  day; 

*  And,^hen  the  fetting  fun  forfook  the  fkies, 

*  Approaching  night  fhould  but  increafe  our  joys. 
'  We  would  not  on  the  chilling  ground  embrace  ; 

*  Nor  foes,  as  now,  fhould  interrupt  our  peace : 

*  But  both  repofing  on  feme  eafy  bed, 

*  Soft  as  ihe*  fleecy  down  that  decks  thy  head, 

*  Tie  fportive  god  of  Idlrc  fhould  round  us  play,  .^ 

*  WhiJl  we,  in  raptures,  pafs'd  the  night  away. 

*  Then  let  Ifc  carefully,  my  dear,  explore 

*  The  haven,  where  I.  &rft  approach'd  the  fhore: 

*  Perhaps  we  fhall  fbme  floating  fhip  furvey, 
'  Safe  to  yudaft  us  o'er  the  wat'ry  way. 

4|  Be  2  Nor 
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<  Nor  let  the  foaming  waves  yoar  fteps  retard  ;  »  ' 

<  I'll  gaard  yoa  o'er>  and  be  a  faithful  guard.'  % 

How  oft,  alas !   is  innocence  bctray'd. 
When  love  invites,  and  flatterers  perfuade  ?  ,  -^ 

How  coald  tde  dame,  a  ftranger  to  deceit. 
Imagine  fuch  a  heay'nly  form  a. cheat?  ^ 

Shefaus'd,  fhqfigh'd^  then,  with  a  penfive  look. 
Half  lothe,  and  half  confenting,  thus  (he  fpoke:  m      -0  0 

*  Once  has  Avaro  Tcap'd  the  raging  main; 

'  Why  would  you  tempt  the  fickle  feas  again  ?  #     ^ 

*  To  feek  new  dangers,  when  in  fafety  here,     -  {_ 

*  Would  but  provoke  the  deities  you  fear.  ^ 

*  Sometimes,  I  own,  we've  been  furpriz'd  by  foes»       |^  ^ 

*  Whofe  nightly  walks  have  wak'd  you  from  repofe;  a 

*  Yet  flill  I  guard  your  facred  life  fecure, 

*  And  always  will What  can  Adiianda  more?'         0 

Thus  faid,  ihe  clafp'd  him  in  her  loving  arms,  ^ 

•  <■  • 

Embraced  his  neck,  and  doated  on  his  charms: 

And  now  both  fhew  their  paflions  in  their  look,  ik 

And  now  conni>bial  Hymen  both  invoke; 

In  fportive  joys  they  clos'd  the  genial  day. 

While  Philomela  fung  the  nciptial  lay; 

Till  loon  the  youth  reclin'd  upon  her  bread,  9 

And  golden  flumbers  feal'd  their  eyes  to  relL  -# 

Soon  as  the  fun  began  to  gild  the  day. 
And  on  the  jiills  exxiit  a  trembling  ray ; 
Amanda,  fro  pi  her  flow.'ry  bed  awoke; 
Sad  was  her  heart,  and  difcompos'd  her  look; 
The  briny  torrent  flows  adown  her  cheeks. 
While  thus  (he  to  her  dear  Avaro  fpiaks :  ^ 

•  O  thou !  on  whom  my  life  and  love  depend,         * 

*  If  e*er  Amanda  cjaim'd  the  name  of  friend;  ^ 

*  If  e'er  I  gave,  thy  troubled  mind  repffe, 

«  Or  hid  thte,  when  purfu'd  with  furious  foes; 

*  Explain  this  Dream^  that  terrifies  my  bread;     ^ 
*.  <  The  flrangefi,  fear  or  fancy,  e'er  imjMpfs'd! 

^  '  Methoogkt 


lb 
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*  Methonght  a  god  defcended  from  the  ikies; 

*  CelAial  beauty  fparkled  in  his  eyes : 

^  f  Like  rays  of  Phoebus  fhone  his  radiant  hair; 
"'  0^  His  fbapelike  thine,  Hke  thine  his  gracefal  air. 

^  A  robe  was  neatly  girt  about  his  waift, 

*•  Fine  as''  my  lov'd  Avaro- s  filkcn  veft ; 

*  His  ihining  lips  upon  my  breaft  he  laid, 

0  And  ftftly  f  refs'd  my  hand>  and  fmiling  faid: 

^'  Arife,  my  deit,  my  lov'd  Amanda  rife; 
f '  AB;Ctffief  lodging  waits  thee  in  the  ikies. 
^'.  I  am  defce^id^  from  the  blefl  abodes, 
f^  ^To  bear. thee  hence  to  heav'n  among  the  gods; 
V  No  entmies  ihali  there  diftarb  thy  reft;  ' 

««  There,  with  t^y  lover,  live  for  ever  bleft !" 
f  Thus  faid,  he  rais'd  me  froip  the  dewy  plain,  v 

f  And  boli,  or  feem'd  to  bear  me,  e'er  the  main. 

But  foon  he  led  me  to  a  diilant  ifle. 

Where  horrors  reign,  and  eomforts  never  fmile; 

Thick  biK^s-  and  brambles  choakM  the  dreary  coaft. 

The  only  produd  which  the  land  could  bpail: 

Till  a  dejeded  iervile  race  arofe. 

With  gloomy  fafinefs  brooding  on  their  brows. 

This  croHl)  )>roinircuous,  with'inceiTant  toil. 

Or  rooted  qp  the  wood,  or  ploughed  the  foil. 

How  each  pcrform'd  his  tafk,  a  tyrant  view'd ; 

And  fternly  (hook  his  whip,  and  menacM  as  he  ilood. 

Sometimes,  tQ'ihun  the  direful  laih,  they  fled; 

Th'  infultihg  lord  purfa'd  with  greater  fpeed : 

Sure  not  fo  ffafful  ily  the  trembling  bears. 

To  ihunuour  hunters  darts,  -and  miffive  fpears! 

Sure  not  iil^fwift  pur  hunters  e'er  purfu'd 

The  trembling  bears,  when  ilying  through  the  wood  I 

As  from  the  tyrant's  wratk'they  fwiftly  run ; 

Or,  as  the  tyrant,  fwifter,  urg'd  them  on  !  ^ 

Each  to  his.  \i^oiited  taik,  he  drove  again. 

And  made  me  mix  axpon^  Ab  fervile  traiiji^ 

^  Doomed 
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'  Doom'd  with  the  reft  to  groan  beneath  the  yoke, 

•  Alike  I  felt  the  dire  correding  ftroke  ! 

'  But,  O  !  what  added  moft  to  my  defpair, 

'  My  godlike  guide  was  falfc^  and  left  me  there——* 

As  thus  (he  fpake,  confiis'd  her  looks  appear*d ; 
For  ftill  her  foul  the  dreadful  vifion  fear'd : 
Deciding  reafon  from  her  feat  withdrew. 
And  fancy  painted  all  the  fcene  anew. 
The  youth  to  chear  the  drooping  dame  e/Tay'd, 
When  ftraight  a  boar  came  rufhing  through  the  flude; 
The  cralhing  woods  proclaim'd  his  rapid  fbfce. 
While  two  fleet  youths  purfu'd  the  fylvan  cooHe : 
TH%  lovers  ftarted  from  their  flow'ry  feats, 
Surpriz'd,  and  each  a  different  way  retreats. 
V    As  when  fome  mufquet's  thvnder  has  expell'd  ■ 
Two  loving  turtles  from  the  verdant  field ;  *' 

Both)  diverfe,  thro'  the  wide  ethereal  plain 
Fly  fwift;  and  flyings  fear  thek  mate  is  (lain* 

So  parting,  di^vious  fled  th'  afirighted  pair;     ^*  . 
Such  was  Avaro's,  fuch  Amanda's  fear. 
The  foaming  boar  between  'cm  fwiftly  pafs'd. 
The  nimble  courfers  urge  the  chafe  as  faft : 
Till  foon  they  pierce  him  with  a  mortal  wound  i' 
He  fallsj  and- purple  gore  diftains  the  ground; 
Then  from  the  favage  war  they  take  their  way; 
And  to  the  cave  triumphant- bear  the  prey. 

Soon  as  the  fportive  hunters  left  the  wood. 
The  loving  pair  conceal'd  no  longer  flood ; 
But  trembling  both  forfook  the  dufky  fliade. 
Both  trembling  met  upon  the  op'ning  glade. 
Mute  with  furprize  a-while  they  flood ;  the  man 
Broke  filence  firft/  and  thus  his  tale  began : 

VD  dear  Amanda !  foon  we  have  furveyM 

•  Thl^myftick  vifion  of  the  night  difplay'd ; 

*  Thefe  are  the  frowning  tyrants  in  thy  dream/ 

♦  That  chas'd  the  flave,  and  wc  their  flying  game,' 
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•  Some  part/  faid  fhe,  '  refembled  this,  I  own ; 
And  fome  remains  a  riddle  yet  unknown : 
S^hat  meant  that  god,  which  ilill,  methinks,  I  view; 
That  radiant  deity^  fo  much  like  you  ? 
And  what  the  fields  above,  which  he  propos'4? 
Say,  if  the  myftery  can  be  difclosM?' 
To  whom  the  youth :  '  Our  adive  fancy  feems 
?or  ever  roving,  roving  moil  in  dreams ; 
?or  then  the  foul,  difburden*d  of  her  load, 
>oars  high,  and  grows  prophetick,  like  a  god ; 
Mlinds  things  when  pail,  as  prefent  to  our  view  ; 
And,  by  allufion^  knows  the  future  too. 
Thus,  when  to  deep  your  mufing  head  reclin'd> 
>he  kept  our  ev'ning  converfe  in  her  mind; 
^efleded  on  the  joys  my  country  yields, 
f  oys  fweet  as  thofe  in  yonder  azure  fields  ; 
rill  foaring  higher,  llriving  to  difcern 
3er  hidden  fate,  and  future  fortune  learn, 
ti^eav'n  ihewM  her  fomething  like  this  morning  chace^ 
5y  trembling  flaves,  who  fled  their  tyrant's  face: 
Perhaps,  to  warn  us  timely  from  our  bed; 
Por,  O  my  dear  Amanda!  had  we  flay'd, 
I  had  not  liv'd  to  tell  this  myflic  tale^ 
Nor  you,  *  to  hear  the  fecrets  I  reveal ! 
But  let  us  to  my  happy  country  fteer, 
Kor  longer  wait  impending  ruin  here/   . 
So  ipake  the  youth;  and,  with  a  gracious  look, 
[e.feem'd  to  fan£lify  the  words  he  fpoke, 
*  Go,*  fhe  replied^  *  go  where  you  are-inclin'd ; 
Your  faithful  lover  will  not  flay  behind. 
If  o'er  the  feas  you  fhall  attempt  your  way. 
The  feas  fhall  not  compel  me  here  to  flay :  > 

Nor  will  I  fear  the  furges  of  the  deep ; 
(For  furges  oft,  you  fay,  affail  the  fhip)  f\ 

Calm  and  composed,  intrepid  will  I  fland. 
Till  yon  conduct  m%  to  your  nativt  land. 

'^Or, 
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Or,  if  yoa  would  Tome  other  diine  porfue;  ' 
Then  fhall  feme  other  climate  pleafe  me  too*   * 
And  when  th#  happy  deftin'd  land  we  meet. 
Where  Providence  fliall  fix  our  wandering  feet; 
With  joyful  fervltade  I'll  ftill  attend 
On  you,  my  nuptial  lord,  and  deareft  friend* 
Soon  as  Aurora  fpreads  her  purple  ray,      .    >    - 
When  you  awake  to  chace  the  nimble  prey, 
I'll  alfo  rife ;  and,  with  an  equal  art, 
DUplay  the  net,  or  fpeed  the  pointed  dart ; 
Or  fearch  the  plains,  and  tafteful  herbs  provide  f 
Or  ftrip  the  /incs,  and  prefs  their  juicy  pride: 
Each  ev'ning  will  I  fondly  deck  your  bed 
With  fweeteft  flowerets  gather'd  from  the  mead  ; 
And  when  dilTolv'd  in  downy  fleep  yon  lie?i 
I'll  wake,  and  watch  if  foes  approach  too  nigh* 
To  guard  your  life,  all  hazards  will  I  run; 
And,  for  your  fafcty,  facrifice  my  own.* 
To  whom  the  youth :  *  No  hazards  ihall  yoa  ma  ; 
Nor  for  my  fafety  facrifice  your  own ; 
Nor  yet  at  ev'ning  fondly  deck  my  bed 
With  fwe^teft  flow'rets,  gather'd  from  the  meadi  ^ 
Nor  (hall  Amanda  tafteful  herbs  explore ;       ' 
Nor  fhall  Avaro  chafe  the  favage  boar, 
A  fofter  bed  than  flow'rs,  (hall  give  you  reftj 
A  choicer  meat  than  fruits,  indulge  your  tafie4 
Ten  thoufand  things  my  grateful  foul  (hall  find. 
To  charm  your  fancy,  and  delight  your  mind : 
I'll  vary  love  a  hundred  diff'rent  ways. 
And  inHitute  new  arts  to  make  it  pleafe. 
So  (hall  our  future  race  of  children  fee 
A  conftant  proverb  made  of  you  and  me : 
When  Britifh  youths  (hall  court  the  doubting  dame^ 
And  want  expreflion  equal  to  their  flame ; 
Then,  ftrongly  to  atteft  it,  fhall  be  faid, 
*  True  as  Avaro  to  the  Indian  Maid/* 
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\  aik  nor  wealth,  not  ,potnp  nor  powV, 
Thofe  glitt'ring  pageants  of  au  hour 
Unenvions  I  refign. 

Reflore,  fair  queen,  reftore  my  love ! 
So  fhall  thy  name  thro'  ev'ry  grove 

Refound  in  ibfteil  lays ; 
With  myrtles  crown 'd  thy  altars  rife> 
Arabian  odours  mount  the  ikies. 

And  virgins  fing  thy  praife* 
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>fOR  OF  BRETACNE.*,  TO  SVOOESt  THE    IMPBRFECt  PL£A-» 
■  '  '^RES    OF    A    SOLITARY     LIFE* 

WHEN  Beauty  mourns,  by  Fate's  injuriovs  doom, 
Hid  from  th^  chearful  glance  of  human  eye ;. 
^Kcn  Nature'j  pride  inglorious  waits  the  tomb* 
liard  is  that  heart  which  checks  the  rifing  figh. 

■  .'      ■■: '  -         "f 

f  ^  Eleonora!  would  no  gallant  mind 

The  caufe  of  Love,  the  caufe  of  JufUce,  own  I 
Matchlefs  thy  charms,  and  was  no  life  refign*d 
To  fee  them  fparkle  from  their  native  throne  f 

ff 

*  Eleanor  of  Bretogne,  thtt  lawful  hetrefs  of  the  Engiifh  crovTA,  upon  the 
^th  of  Arthur,  in  the  reign  of  King  John.  She  w^s  efteemed  the  beauty  o| 
Jlier  time  J  was  imprifoned  forty  years  (till  the  time  of  het  death)  in  Briftol 

G  g  Of 
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O  had  fair  Freedom's  hand  unveil'd  thy  charms! 

Well  might  fuch  brows  the  regal  gem  refign ; 
Thy  radiant  mien  might  fcorn  the  guilt  of  arms^ 

Yet  Albion's  awful  empire  yield  to  thine. 

I 

O  ihame  of  Britons!   in  one  fallen  tow'r 
She  wet  with  royal  tears  her  daily  cell ; 

She  found  keen  anguifh  ev'ry  rofe  devour: 
They  fprung^  they  fhone^  ihey  faded,  and  they  felL 

Thro*  one  dim  lattice^  fring'd  with  ivy  round, 
Succeffive  funs  a  languid  radiance  threw; 

To  paint  how  fierce  her  angry  guardian  frown'd. 
To  mark  how  fad  her  waning  beauty  flew. 

This  Age  might  bear ;  then  fated  Fancy  palls. 
Nor  warmly  hopes  what  fplendour  can  fupply  > 

Fond  youth  inceilant  mourns,  if  rigid  walls 
Reilrain  it's  liU'ning  ear,  it's  curious  eye. 

Believe  me  •  •  the  pretence  is  vain ! 

This  boafled  calm  that  fmooths  our  early  days  ; 
For  never  yet  could  youthful  mind  reilrain 

Th'  alternate  pant  forpleafure  and  for  praife. 

E'en  me,  by  fhady  oak  or  limpid  fpring. 

E'en  me  the  fcenes  of  poliih'd  life  allure; 
Some  genius  whifpers,  '  Life  is  on  the  wing, 

*  And  hard  his  lot  that  languifhes  obfcure* 

«  What  tho'  thy  riper  mind  admire  no  more— 

*  The  fliining  cindture,  and  the  broider'd  fold, 
*  Can  pierce  like  lightning  thro'  the  fi^ur'd  ore, 
'  ^  And  melt  to  drofs  the  radiant  forms  of  gold. 
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*  Pars,  ermines,  rods^  may  well  attract  thy  icorn^ 

*  The  fudle  prefents  of  capricious  Pow'r  ! 

*  But  wit,  but  worth,  the  public  fphere  adorn, 

*  And  who  but  envies  then  the  focial  hour? 

*  Can  virtue,  carelefs  of  her  pupil's  meed, 

*  Forget  how  *  *  fuftains  the  ihepherd's  caufe? 

*  Content  in  fhades  to  tune  a  lonely  reed, 

*  Nor  join  the  founding  paean  of  applaufe? 

*  For  public  haunts,  impell'd  by  Britain's  weal, 

*  Sec  Grenville  quit  the  mufes'  fav'rite  eafc ; 

*  And  ihall  not  fwains  admire  his  noble  zeal  ? 

'  Admiring  praife,  admiring  drive  to  pleafe  ? 

*  Life,*  fays  the  fage,  *  affords  no  blifs  fincere, 

*  And  courts  and  cells  in  vain  our  hopes  renew : 
But,  ah  \  where  Grenville  charms  the  lift'ning  ear, 

'  Tis  hard  to  think  the  chearlefs  maxim  true. 

*  The  groves  may  (mile,  the  rivers  gently  glide, 

*  Soft  thro'  the  vale  refound  the  lonefome  lay ;    , 

*  E'en  thickets  yield  delight,  if  tafte  prefide, 

'  But  can  they  pleafe  when  Lytteltoo's  away? 

*  Pure  as  the  fwain's  the  breaft  of  •  •  glows; 

*  Ah!  were  the  fliepherd's  phrafe  like  his  refin'd ! 

*  But  how  improved  the  genVous  diflate  flows 

*  Thro'  the  clear  medium  of  a  polifh'd  miad  \ 

*  Happy  the  youths,  who,  warm  with  Britain's  love, 

'  Her  inmoU  wifli  in  •  *  periods  hear ! 
'  Happy  th^t  in  the  radiant  circle  move, 

*  Attendant  orbs,  where  Lonfdale  gilds  the  fphere ! 

Gg  z  *  While 
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'  While  rur^  faith,  and  ev^ry  poliOi'd  art»  . 

*  Each  friendly  charnij  in  •  •  •  confpirc, 

*  From  public  fcenes  all  penfive  muft  you  part; 

*  All  joylefs  to  the  greeneil  fields  retire ! 

*  Go,  plaintive  youth !  no  more  by  fount  or  dream, 

'  Like  fome  lone  halcyon,  foetal  pleafure  fliun ; 

*  Go,  dare  the  light,  enjoy  it's  chearful  beam, 

*  And  hail  the  bright  proceflion  of  the  fun. 

*  Then,  covered  by  thy  ripen'd  (hades,  refume 

'  The  filent  walk,  no  more  by  pafiion  toil ; 
'  Then  feek  thy  ruftic  haunts,  the  dresiry  gloom, 

*  Where  ev'ry  art  that  colours  life  is  loft.* 

In  vain !  the  lift'ning  Mufe  attends  in  vain ! 

Reftraints  in  hoftile  bauds  her  motions  wait-* 
Yet  will  I  grieve,  and  fadden  all  my  ftr^n. 

When  injur'd  BeaHty  mourns  the  mufe's  fate. 


THE      WANDERER. 

A      V  IS  10  N. 
iNrZVXCANTOS. 

INSCRIBED     TO      LORD      VISCOUNT     T  Y  R  C  O  If  N  E  t. 
BY     RICHARD     SAVAGE,    ESQ^ 

Nulla  mall  nova  mi  fades  inopinave  furgit.  tzrg. 

CANTO    I. 

FAIN  would  my  verfe,  Tyrconn?!!  bpaft  thy  name; 
Brownldwe!  at  once  my  fubjeft  and  my  fame. 
Oh !  could  that  fpirit  which  thy  bofom  warms, 
Whofe  ibrength  furpris^esj  and  whofe  goodnefs  charms ; 

Th^t 
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That  various  worth  1  xrould  that  iiifpire  my  lays, 
£nvy  (hoald  fmile,  aod  Cenfure  leara  to  praife : 
Vet,  tho'  unequal  to  a  foul  like  thine> 
A  gen'rous  foul,  approaching  to  divine  ! 
When  blefs'd  beneath  fuch  patronage  I  write. 

Great  my  attempt,  tho'  hazardous  my  flight. 

0*er  ample  nature  I  extend  my  views ; 

Kature  to  rural  fcenes  invites  the  mufe: 

She  flies  all  public  care,  all  venal  flrife. 

To  try  the  ftill  comparM  with  adHve  life ; 

To  prove  by  thefe  the  fons  of  men  may  owe 

The  fruits  of  blifs  to  burfting  clouds  of  woe; 

That  e'en  calamity,  by  thought  rcfin'd, 

Infpirits  and  adorns  the  thinking  mind. 

Come,  contemplation  !  whofe  unbounded  gaze. 

Swift,  in  a  glance,  the  courfe  of  things  furveys. 

Who  in  thyfelf  the  various  view  can'ft  find. 

Of  fea,  land,  air,  and  heav'n,  and  human-kind; 

What  tides  of  pafllon  in  the  bofom  roll. 

What  thoughts  debafe,  and  what  exalt  the  foul ; 

Whofe  pencil  paints,  pbfequious  to  thy  will. 

All  thou^  furvey'ft  with  a  creative  (kill ! 

jOh  !  leave  a  while  thy  lov'd  fequefter'd  ihade, 

A  while  in  wintry  wilds  vouchfafe  thy  aid ; 

Then  waft  me  to  fome  olive,  bow'ry  green. 

Where,  cloth'd  in  white,  thou  fliew'ft  a  mind  fercne; 

Where  kind  Content  from  noife  and  court  retires, 

And  fmiling  fits,  while  Mufes  tune  their  lyres :  , 

Where  Zyphyrs  gently  breathe,  while  Sleep  profound 

To  their  foft  fanning  nods,  with  poppies  crown'd ; 

Sleep  on  a  treafure  of  bright  dreams  reclines 

Py  thee  beftpw'd ;  whence  Fancy  colour'd  fhines. 

And  flutters  ireund  his  bro>V  4  hoy'ring  flight. 

Varying  her  pl^Qies  in  vifionary  light. 
The  (blar  fires  now  faint  and  wat'ry  burn, 

Jttft  where  with  ice  Aquarii^s  frets  his  urn; 

If 
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If  thawM,  forth  iflue,  from  it's  moath  fcvere, 
Kaw  clouds,  that  fadden  all  th'  inverted  year. 

When  froft  and  6rc,  with  martial  pow'rs  engag'dj 
Froft,  northward,  fled  the  war  unequal  wag'd; 
Beneath  the  pole  his  legions  urg'd  their  flight. 
And  gain'd  a  cave  profound  and  wide  as  night ; 
O'er  chearlefs  fcenes,  by  Defolation  own'd. 
High  on  an  alp  of  ice  he  fits  enthron'd ; 
One  c1ay«cold  hand  his  chryftal  beard  fuflains. 
And,  fceptred,  one  o'er  wind  and  tempcft  reigns ; 
O'er  ftony  magazines  of  hail,  that  florm 
The  bloflbm'd  fruit,  and  flow'ry  Spring  deform ; 
His  languid  eyes  like  frozen  lakes  appear. 
Dim-gleaming  all  the  light  that  wanders  here  ; 
His  robe  fnow-wrought,  and  hoar'd  with  age ;  his  breath 
A  nitrous  damp,  that  ftrikes  petrifick  death  ! 

Far  hence  lie»,  ever  freez'd,  the  northern  main. 
That  checks,  and  renders  navigation  vain; 
That,  (hut  againft  the  fun's  difl^blving  ray. 
Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquifli'd  day; 
And,  ftretching  eaftward,  half  the  world  (ecures. 
Defies  difcov'ry,  and  like  time  endures ! 

Now  Froft  fent  Boreal  blafts  to  fcourge  the  air. 
To  bind  the  ftreams,  and  leave  the  landfcape  bare ; 
Yet  wheti,  far  weft,  his  violence  declines. 
The'  here  the  brook  or  lake  his  pow'r  confines. 
To  rocky  pools,  to  cataradb,  arc  unknown 
His  chains— to  rivers  rapid  like  the  Rhone ! 

The  falling  moon  caft,  cold,  a  quiv'ring  light, 
Juft  filver'd  o'er  the  fnow,  and  funk — pale  Night 
Retir'd  !   the  dawn  in  light  grey  mifts  arofe  ! 
Shrill  chants  the  cock! — the  hungry  heifer  lows ! 
Slow  blufti  yon  breaking  clouds— the  fun's  uproll'd! 
Th*  expanfive  grey  turns  azure  chas'd  with  gold ! 
White-glitt'ring  ice,  chang'd  like  the  topai,  gleams, 
RefledUng  fafFron  luftre  from  his  beams ! 

OCoi 
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O  Contemplation  !  teach  me  to  explore^ 
Prom  Britain  far  remote,-  fome  diftant  (hore ; 
Prom  Sleep  a  dream  diftinft  and  lively  claim; 
Clear  let  the  vifipn  ilrike  the  moral's  aim ! 
It  comes  I  I  feel  it  o'er  my  foul  ferene! 
Still  Morn  begins,  and  Froil  retains  the  fcene ! 

Hark ! — the  loud  horn's  enliv'ning  note's  begun. 
From  rock  tp  vale  fweet- wand 'ring  echoes  run ! 
Still  floats  the  found  fhrill-winding  from  afar! 
Wild  beafts  aftonifh'd,  dread  the  fylvan  war ! 
Spears  to  the  fun  in  files  embattled  play, 
March  on,  charge  briikly,  and  enjoy  the  fray  ! 

Swans,  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  the  wing'd  winter-brood. 
Chatter  difcordant  on  yon  echoing  flood  ? 
At  Babel  thus,  when  Heav'n  the  tongue  confounds. 
Sudden  a  thoufand  diif'rent  jargon  founds. 
Like  jangling,  bells,  harih  mingling,  grate  the  ear ; 
All  flare !  all  talk !  all  mean  !   but  none  cohere  ! 
Mark!  wily  fowlers  meditate  their  doom. 
And  fmoky  Fate  fpeeds  thund'ring  thro'  the  gloom! 
Stopp'd  fliort  ?  they  ceafe  in  airy  rings  to  fly. 
Whirl  o'er  and  o'er,  and,  flutt'ring^  fall  and  die! 

Still  Fancj  wafts  me  on  !  deceived  I  fland, 
Eftrang'd,  advent'rous  on  a  foreign  land ! 
Wide  and  more  wide  extends  the  fcene  unknown ! 
Where  fliall  I  turn,  a  Wand'rer  I  and  alone? 

From  hilly  wilds,  and  depths  where  fnows  remain, 
M[y  winding  fleps  up  a  fleep  mountain  flrain; 
Hmers'd  a- top,  I  mark  the  hilb  fubflde, 
And  tow'rs  afpire  but  with  inferior  pride. 
On  this  bleak  height,  tall  firs,  with  ice-work  crown'd. 
Bend,  while  their  flaky  winter  fliades  the  ground  j 
Hoarfe,  and  dire^,  a  blufl'ring  north-wind  blows ; 
On  boughs,  thick-ruftling,  crack  the  crifped  fnows; 
Tangles  of  frofl  half  fright  the  wilder'd  eye, 
^7  htskt  oft'  blacken'd  like  a  louring  iky; 

Hence 
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Hence  down  the  fide  two  turbid  riv'lets  pour. 
And  devious  two,  in  one  huge  catarafl  roar ; 
While  plcAj)*d  the  wat'ry  progrefs  I  purfue. 
Yon*  rocks  in  rough  afiemblage  rufli  in  view; 
In  form  an  amphitheatre  they  rife^ 
And  a  dark  gulf  in  their  broad  centre  lies: 
There  the  dimm'd  fight  with  dizzy  weaknefs  fails^ 
And  horror  o'er  the  firmefl  brain  prevails ! 
Thither  thefe  mountain  ilreams  their  paflage  take^ 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a  dreadful  lake  I 
The  lake,  high  fwelling,  fo  redundant  grows 
From  the  heap'd  ftore  dcriv'd  a  river  flows. 
Which  dcep'ning ,  travels  thro'  a  diftant  wood. 
And  thence  emerging,  meets  a  fifler-flood  ; 
Mingled  they  flaih  on  a  wide-op'ning  plain » 
And  pafs  yon'  city  to  the  far-feen  main. 

So  blend  two  fouls  by  Heav'n  for  union  made^ 
And  ftrength'ning  forward  lend  a  mutual  aid. 
And  prove  in  cy*ry  tranfient  turn  their  aim 
Thro'  Hnite  life  to  infinite  the  fame. 

Nor  ends  the  landfcape— Ocean,  to  my  fight. 
Points  a  blue  arm,  where  failing  fhips  delight. 
In  profpedl  IcfTen'd !— Now  new  rocks,  rear'd  htgh, 
Stretch'd  a  crofs  ridge,  and  bar  the  curious  eye ; 
There  lies  obfcur'd  the  rip'ning  diamond's  ray. 
And  thence  red-branching  coral's  rent  away: 
In  conic  form  there  gelid  chryftal  grows ; 
Thro*  fuch  the  palace-lamp  gay  luflre  throws! 
Luftre  which,  thro'  dim  night,  as  various  plays 
As  play  from  yonder  fnows  the  changeful  rays  1 
For  nobler  ufe  the  chryftal's  worth  may  rife. 
If  tubes  perfpeAive  hem  the  fpotlefs  prize; 
Thro'  thefe  the  beams  of  the  far-lengthen'd  eye 
Meafure  known  flars,  and  new  remoter  fpy; 
Hence  Commerce  many  a  fhorten'd  voyage  ftcers, 
Shorten'd  to  months,  the  hazard  once  of  years  | 


Hence 
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Jttence  Halley's  foul  ethereal  flight  eflays ; 

tnflrodive  there  from  orb  to  orb  flie  ftrays. 

Sees,  round  new  cpuntlefs  funs,  new  fyftems  roll ! 

Sees  God  in  all !  .and  magnifies  th^  whole! 

Von  rocky  fide  enrich'd  the  fummer  fcene. 

And  peafaRts  fcarch  for  herbs  of  healthful  green; 

Now  naked,,  pale,  and  comfortlefs,  it  lies, 

Like  youth  extended  cold  in  Death's  difguife : 

There,  while  without  the  founding  temped  fwelh> 

Incav'd  fecure  th'  exulting  eagle  dwells; 

And  there,  when  Nature  owns  prolific  fpring. 

Spreads  o'er  her  young  a  fondling  mother's  wing* 

Swains  on  the  coail  the  far-fam*d  fifh  defcry. 

That  gives  the  fleecy  robe  the  Tyrian  dye ; 

While  fhells  a  fcatter'd  ornament  bellow. 

The  tindtur'd  rivals  of  the  fhow 'ry  bow. 

Yon  limelefs  fands,  loofe-driving  with  the  wind. 

In  future  cauldrons  ufeful  texture  find ; 

Till  on  the  furface  thrown,  the  glowing  mafs 

Brightens,  and  brightening  hardens  into  glafs. 

When  winter  halcyons,  flickering  on  the  wave. 

Tune  their  complaints,  yon  fea  forgets  to  rave ; 

Tho*  laih'd  by  ftorms,  which  naval  pride  overturn,  * 

^he  foaming  deep  in  fparkles  feems  to  bum  ; 

Loud  winds  turn  zephyrs  to  enlarge  their  notes, 

A  nd  each  fafe  neft  on  a  calm  furface  floats. 

Now  veers  the  winds  full  eafl;  and  keen,  and  fere^ 
It's  cutting  influence  aches  in  ev'ry  pore. 
Mow  weak  thy  fabrick,  Man ! — A  puff,  thus  blown, 
Staggers  thy  ftrength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groan : 
A  tooth's  minuteft  nerve  let«^angui(h  feize. 
Swift  kindred  fibres  catch  ;  (fo  frail  our  eafe  !) 
Pinch'd,  pierc'd,  and  torn,  inflam'd,  and  unaflTwag'd, 
They  fmart,  and  fwell,  and  throb,  and  (hoot  enrag'd ! 
Pronriierve  to  nerve  fierce  flies  th'  exalting  pain  I— 
And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabrick-  vain  ? 

H  h  Now 
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Now  my  blood  chilb !  fcarce  thro*  my  veins  it  glides ! 
Sare  on  each  blail  a  ihivVing  ague  rides ! 
WarnM,  lee  me  this  bleak  eminence  forfake. 
And  to  the  vale  a  different  winding  take ! 
Half  I  defcend  :  my  fpirits  fail  decay ; 
A  terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way. 
Clo(e  with  this  dage  a  precipice  combines. 
Whence  dill  the  fpacious  country  far  declines: 
The  herds  1feem  infedts  in  the  dilUnt  gladefi. 
And  men  diminiHi'd,  as  at  noon  their  (hades ! 
Thick  on  tliis  top,  overgrown,  for  walks  are  (een 
Grey  leaflefs  wood,  and  winter-greens  between ! 
The  redd'ning  berry  deep  ting*d  holly  (hows. 
And  matted  miflletoe  the  white  beftows ! 
Tho'  lofl  the  banquet  of  autumnal  froits, 
Tho*  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  (boots ; 
Thefe  boughs  the  filenc'd  (hiv'ring  fongfters  feek,   . 
Thefe  foodful  berries  (ill  <he  hungry  beak ! 
Beneath  appears  a  place  all  outward  bare. 
Inward  the  dreary  man(ion  of  Defpair ! 
The  water  of  tiie  mountain  road,  half-ftray'd. 
Breaks  o'er  it  wild,  and  falls  a  brcwn  cafcade. 

*  Has  Nature  this  rough  naked  piece  defign'd, 
*  To  hold  inhabitants  of  mortal  kind?' 

She  has.     Approach'd,  appears  a  deep  defcent. 

Which  opens  in  a  rock  a  large  extent ; 

And,  hark !— it's  hollow  entrance  reach'd,  I  hear 

A  trampling  found  of  footfteps  haft'ning  near ! 

A  death-like  chillnefs  thwarts  my  panting  breaft : 

Soft !   the  wilh'd  objeft  (land?  at  length  confefsM ! 

Of  youth  his  form !— .but  why  with  anguilh  bent? 

Why  pin'd  with  fallow  marks  of  difcontent? 

Yet  Patience,  laboring  to  beguile  his  care, 

Seems  to  raife  hope,  and  fmiles  away  defpair; 

Compaffion  in  his  eye  furveys  my  grief, 

And  in  his  voice  invites  me  to  relief.  |^ 


'  Prevent!* 
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Preventive  of  thy  call,  behold  my  hade/ 

fays,  *  nor  let  warm  thanks  thy  fpirits  wade ! 
•All  fear  forget — each  portal  I  poffefs 

*  Duty  wide  opens  to  receive  diftrefs.* 
ObligM,  I  folVow^'by  his  guidance  led; 
The  vaulted  roof  re-echoing  to  our  tread ! 
And  now,  in  fquar'd  divifion^»  I  furvey 
Chambers  fequefler'd  from  the  glare  of  day ; 
Yet  needful  lights  are  taught  to  intervene 
Thro*  rifts,  each  forming  a  perfpcftive  fcene. 

In  front  a  parlour  meets  my  ent*ring  view, 
Oppos'd  a  room  to  fweet  refedion  due: 
Here  my  chiird  veins  arc  warm'd  by  chippy  fires. 
Thro'  the  bor'd  rock  above  the  fmoke  expires : 
Neat,  o*er  a  homely  board,  a  napkin's  fpread. 
Crown *d  with  a  heapy  canider  of  bread* 
A  maple  cup  is  next  difpatch'd  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  ialutary  fpring  : 
Nor  mourn  we  abfent  bledings  of  the  vine. 
Here  laughs  a  frugal  bowl  of  rofy  wine  ; 

And  fav'ry  cates,  upon  clear  embers  cad, 

lie  hilHng,  till  fnatch'd  off;  a  rich  repad  I 

Soon  leap  my  fpirits  with  enliven'd  pow'r. 

And  in  gay  converfe  glides  the  feadful  hour. 
The  hermit  thus:  *  Thou  wonder'd  at  thy  fare: 

*  On  me  yon  city,  kind,  bedows  her  care ; 

'  Meat  for  keen  famine,  and  the  gen'rous  juice 

*  That  warms  chill'd  life,  her  charities  produce. 

*  Accept,  without  reward ;  unaik'd  'twas  mine : 

*  Here  what  thy  health  requires  as  free  be  thine. 

'    Xience  learn  that  God,  (who,  in  the  time  of  need, 
Xn  frozen  d^farts  can  the  raven  feed) 
A^cU  fought,  will  delegate  fome  pitying  bread,  _ 
is  fecond  means,  to  fuccour  man  didref&'d. - 
paus'd ;  deep  thought  upon  his  afped  gloom *d ; 
Then  he,  with  fmilc  humane,  his  voice  refum'd. 

H  h  2  ' Tm 
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rm  jaft  inform'dy  (and  laagh  me  not  to  iconi) 

By  one  onieen  by  thee,  thou'rt  Englifli  born. 

Of  England  I— To  me  the  Britifh  ibte 

Rifesy  in  dear  memorial ,  erer  great! 

Here  ftand  we  coufcious^-difiidence  fafpend ! 

Free  flow  our  words ! — ^Did  ne'er  thy  Mufe  extend 

To  grots>  where  Contemplation  froiles  ierene. 

Where  angels  vifit,  and  where  joys  convene  f 

To  groves  where  more  than  mortal  voices  rife. 

Catch  the  rapt  ibal,  and  waft  it  to  the  ikies  ? 

This  cave-^yon  walks— But>  ere  I  more  unfold. 

What  artful  fcenes  thy  eyes  (hall  here  behold 

Think  fubjeds  of  my  toil ;  nor  wond'ring  gate; 

What  cannot  Induftry  a>mpleatly  raife  f 

Be  the  whole  earth  in  one  great  landfeape  foand. 

By  induftry  is  all  with  beauty  crown 'd ! 

He^  he  alone^  explores  the  mine  for  gain. 

Hues  the  hard  rock,  or  harrows  up  the  plain; 

He  forms  the  fword  to  fmite»  he  (heaths  the  fkttl; 

Draws  health  from  herbs,  and  fhews  the  balm  to  heal; 

Or  with  loom'd  wool  the  native  robe  fupplies. 

Or  bids  young  plants  in  future  forefts  rife ; 

Or  fells  the  monarch  oak,  which,  borne  away. 

Shall,  with  new  grace,  the  diftant  ocean  fway ; 

Hence  golden  Commerce  views  her  wealth  increaft. 

The  blifsful  child  of  Liberty  and  Peace : 

He  fcoops  the  ftubborn  Alps,  ^nd,  ftill  employ'd*. 

Fills  with  foft  fertile  mould  the  fteril  void ; 

Slop'd  up  white  rocks  fmall  yellow  harvefts  grow« 

And  green  on  terrac'd  flages  vineyards  blow ! 

By  him  fall  mountains  to  a  level  fpace. 

An  iflhmns  iinks,  and  funder'd  feas  embrace! 

He  founds  a  city  on  the  naked  ihore. 

And  Defolation  ilarves  the  tra£t  no  more ; 

From  the  wild  waves  he  won  the  Belgic  land ; 

f  Where  wide  they  foamed  her  towns  ^nd  traflkks  ftand-; 
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'"  He  clearM,  manur'd,  enlarged,  the  furtive  ground, 
^  And  firms  the  conqoeil  with  his  fenceful  mound : 
'  E'en  mid  the  wat*ry  world  his  Venice  rofe, 

*  Each  fabrick  there  as  Pleafure's  feat  he  fhows ! 

*  There  marts,  fports,  councils,  are  for  aftion  fought* 

*  Landfcapes  for  health,  and  folitude  for  thought. 

*  What  wonder,  then,  I,  by  his  potent  aid, 

*  A  manfion  in  a  barren  mountain  made? 

*  Part  thou  haft  view'd— If  farther  we  expbre, 

*  Let  Induftry  deferve  applaiife  the  more. 

*  No  frowning  care  yon  blefs'd  apartment  fees ; 
^  There  Sleep  retires,  and  finds  a  couch  of  eafe: 

*  Kind  dreams,  that  fly  remorfe,'  and  pamper*d  wealtk, 
'  There  ihed  the  fmiles  of  Innocence  and  Health. 

'  Mark ! — here  defcends  a  grot,  delightful  feat  I 
^  Which  warms  e'en  winter,  tempers  fummer  heat  1 
^  See ! — gurgling  from  a  top  a  fpring  diftils ! 
*■  In  mournful  meafures  wind  the  dripping  riUs; 
^  Soft  cooes  of  diftant  doves,  received  around, 

*  In  foothing  mixture  fwell  the  wat'ry  found  ; 

*  And  hence  the  ftreamlets  fcek  tlie  terrace  fhade, 

*  Within,  without,  alike  to  all  convey'd. 

^  Pafs  on— new  fcenes,  by  my  creative  powV, 

*  Invite  Reflc6lion's  fweet  and  (blemn  hour.' 

We  cnter'd  where,  in  well-rang'd  order,  ftood 
*rh'  inftrudtive  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good. 

*  Thefe  friends,'  faid  he,  *  thb'  I  defert  mankind, 
^  Good  angels  never  would  permit  behind. 

*  Each  genius  youth  conceals  or  time  difplays 

*  I  know ;  each  work  fbme  feraph  here  conveyiS. 
'  Retirement  thus  prefents  my  fearchful  thought 

'  What  Heav'n  infpir'd,  and  what  the  Mufe  has  taught; 
'  What  Young  fatirick  and  fublime  has  writ, 

*  Whofe  life  is  virtue,  and  whofe  Mufe  is  wit. 

*  Rapt 
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*  Rapt  I  fbrefee  thy  Mallet's  early  aim  *, 

*  Shine  in.  full  worth,  and  ihoot  at  length  to  fame: 

*  Sweet  Fancy's  bloom  in  Fenton's  lay  appears, 

*  And  the  ripe  jwdgment  of  inllru^ve  years. 
*■  In  Hiil  is  all  that  gen'rous  fouls  reveK, 

*  To  Virtue  and  the  Mufe  for  ever  dear: 

*  And,  Thomfon!  in  this  praife  thy  merit  fee; 

*  The  tongue  that  pratfes  merit  praifes  thee.* 

*  •  Thefe  fcorn,'  faid  I,  *  the  verfe-wright  of  their  age, 

*  Vain  of  a  laboor'd,  languid,  nfelefs,  page ; 

*  To  whofe  dim  faculty  the  meaning  fong- 

*  h  glaring  or  obfcure  when  clear  and  ifarong-; 
*■  Who  in  cant  phraies  gives  a  work  difgrace, 

*  Hb  wit  and  oddnefr  of  hts  tone  and  face; 
*■  Let  the  weak  malice,  nurs'd  to  an  effay, 
'  In  fomelow  libel  a  mean  heart  dt^lay ; 

*  Thofc  who  once  prais'd^  now  undeceiv'd,  deipife, 

*  It  lives  contemn'd  a  day,  then  harmlefs  dies. 

*  Or  ihould  fome  nobler  bard  their  worth  unpraife,. 

*  Deferting  morals  that  adorn  his  lays, 

*  Alas !  too  oft  each  fcience  (hews  the  fame, 

^  •  The  great  grow  jealous  of  a  greater  name. 

*  Ye  bards !  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brave  the  (hock  ;: 

*  Has  not  a  StilHngfleet  oppos'd  a  Locke? 

'  Oh !  dill  proceed,  with  facred  rapture  fir'd; 

*  Unenvy'd  had  he  liv'd  if  unadmir'd.' 

*  Let  Ei»vy,'  he  rcply'd,  '  all  ireful  rife, 

*  Envy  purfues  alone  the  brave  and  wife ; 

*  Maro  and  Socrates  infpire  her  pain, 

*  And  Pope,,  the  monarch  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 

*  To  whom  be  Nature's  and  Britannia's  praife! 

*  All  their  bright  honours  rufh  into  his  lays ! 

'  And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal, 
^  Which  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriots,  feel ! 

*  He  bad  then  juft  written  the  Excurfion. 

•  Tho 
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*  Tho'  gay  as  Mirth,  as  curious  ThougTit  fedate^ 

*  As  elegance  polite,  as  pow'r  elate ; 

^  Profound  as  Reafon,  and  as  Judice  clear; 

*  Soft  as  Companion,  yet  as  Truth  feverc; 

*  As  Bounty  copious,  as  Perfuaiion  fweet, 

*  Like  Nature  various,  and  like  Art  complcat; 

*  So  fine  her  morals,  fo  fublime  her  views, 

*  His  life  is  almoft  equali'd  by  his  Mufe. 

*  O  Pope! — fincc  Envy  is  decreed  by  Fate, 
^  Since  ihe  purfues  alone  the  wife  and  greats 

*  In  one  fmall  emblematick  landfcape  fee 

*  How  vaft  a  defiance  'twixt  thy  foe  and  thee! 

*  Truth  from  an  eminence  furveys  our  fcene, 
'  '{A  hill  where  all  is  dear  and  all  fcrene) 

*  Rude  earth- bred  ftorms  o'er  meaner  vallles  blow* 

*  And  wand'ring  mifts  roll,  blackening,  far  below; 

*  Dark  and  debas'd,  like  them,  is  Envy's  aim, 

*  And  clear  and  eminent,  like  Truth,  thy  fame.* 

Thus  L — *  From  what  dire  caufe  can  envy  fpringf 

*  Or  why  embofom  we  a  viper's  fting  ? 

*  *Tis  Envy  ftings  our  darling  paffion  pride.* 

*  Alas!*  the  man  of  mighty  foul  reply'd, 

*  V/hy  chufe  we  mis'ries?  Moft  derive  their  birth 

*  Krom  one  bad  fource — we  dread  fuperior  worth; 

*  I*referr'd,  it  feems  a  fatire  on  our  own; 

*  Then  heedlefs  to  excel  we  meanly  moan  : 

*  Then  we  abflradt  our  views,  and  envy  fliow, 

*  "Whence  fprings  the  mis'ry  pritie  is  doom'd  to  know. 

*  Thus  folly  pain  creates :  by  wifdom's  pow'r 

'  We  (hun  the  weight  of  many  a  reftlefs  hour— 

*  Lo !  I  meet  wrong ;  perhaps  the  wrong  I  feel 

*  Tends,  by  the  fcheme  of  things,  to  publick  weal. 

*  I  of  the  whole  am  part — the  joy  men  fee 

*  Muft  circulate,  and  fo  revolve  to  me. 

*  Why  fliould  I  then  of  private  lofs  complain? 

*  Of  lofs  that  proves  perchance  a  brother's  gain  ? 

<The 
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The  wind  that  binds  one  bark  within  the  bay 

May  waft  a  richer  freight  it's  wifli'd-for  way. 

If  rains  redundant  flood  the  abjedt  ground. 

Mountains  are  but  fupply'd  when  vales  are  drown'd^ 

If  with  foft  moifture  fwell'd  the  vale  looks  gay. 

The  verdure  of  the  mountain  fades  away. 

Shall  clouds  but  at  my  welfare's  call  defcend? 

Shall  Gravity  for  me  her  laws  fufpend? 

For  me  fliall  funs  their  noon-tide  courfe  forheax  f 

Or  motion  not  fubfift  to  influence  air? 

Let  the  means  vary,  be  they  frofl  or  flame ; 

Thy  end,  O  Nature !  dill  remains  the  fame. 

Be  this  the  motive  of  a  wife  man's  care — 

To  flinn  deferving  ills,  and  learn  to  bear.' 


CANTO    II. 

XT7HI.LE  thus  a  mind  humane  and  wife  he  fliows. 

All  eloquent  of  truth  his  language  flows: 
Youth,  tho'  deprefs'd,  thro'  all  his  form  appears. 
Thro'  all  his  fentiments  the  depth  of  years. 
Thus  he. — *  Yet  farther  Jnduftry  behold, 
'  Which  confcious  w^ts  new  wonders  to  unfold. 
'  Enter  my  chapel  next — Lo !  here  begin 

*  The  hallow'd  rites  that  check  the  growth  of  fln. 

'  When  firft  we  met,  how  foon  you  feem'd  to  know 
'  My  bofom,  lab'ring  with  the  throbs  of  woe! 

*  Such  racking  throbs ! — Soft !  when  I  rouze  thofe  cares, 

*  On  my  chill'd  mind  pale  RecoUetlion  glares  I 

*  When  moping  Frenzy  drove  my  thoughts  to  fway, 

*  Here  prudent  labours  chas'd  her  pow'r  away. 

'  Full  and  rough-riiing  from  yon  fculptur'd  wall, 
'  Bold  prophets  nations  to  repentance  call ! 

*  Meek  martyrs  fmile  in  flames !  gor'd  champions  groan 
'  And  mufe-like  cherubs  tune  their  harps  in  flone ! 
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'  Next  ihadow'd  light  a  rounding  force  beftows« 

*  Swells  into  life>  and  fpeaking  adion  grows ! 

*  Here  pleaiing  melancholy  fubjeds  find, 

*  To  calm,  amufe*  exalt,  the  penfive  mind  I 

*  This  figure  tender  grief  like  mine  implies, 

*  And  femblant  thoughts  that  earthly  pomp  defpife* 
'  Such  penitential  Magdalene  reveals ; 

Loofe-veird,  in  negligence  of  charms  (he  kneels.: 
Tho'  drefs,  near-ftor'd,  it's  vanity  fupplies. 
The  vanity  of  drefs  unheeded  lies. 
The  finful  world  in  forrowing  eye  fhe  keeps. 
As  o'er  Jerufalem  Mefliah  weeps. 
One  hand  her  bofom  fmites,  in  one  appears 
The  lifted  lawn  that  drinks  her  falling  tears. 
'  Since  evil  outweighs  good,  and  fways  mankind. 
True  fortitude  affumes  the  patient  mind : 
Such  prov'd  Mefliah's,  tho'  to  fufPring  born. 
To  penury,  repulfe,  reproach,  and  fcorn. 
Here,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  flight  defign'd; 
The  weary'd  virgin  by  a  ftream  reclin'd, 
Who  feeds  the  child.    Her  looks  a  charm  exprefs, 
A  modeft  charm!  that  dignifies  diftrefs. 
Soughs  o'er  their  heads  with  blufliing  fruits  depend, 
"Which  angels  to  her  bufied  confoit  bend. 
Hence  by  the  fmiling  infant  feems  difcern'd. 
Trifles,  concerning  Him,  all  heav'n  concerned. 

*  Hcire  the  transfigur'd  Son  from  earth  retires ; 
See !  the  white  form  in  a  bright  cloud  afpires ! 
lull  on  his  followers  burlh  a  flood  of  rays, 
Roftrate  they  fall  beneath  th'  o'erwhelming  blaze ! 
Xike  noon- tide  fummer-funs  the  rays  appear, 
^nfufferable,  magnificent,  and  near! 

*  What  fcene  of  agony  the  garden  brings ! 

*  The  cup  of  gall !  the  fuppliant  King  of  kings ! 

*  The  crown  of  thorns  I  the  crdfs  that  felt  him  die ! 

*  I'hefe,  languid  in  the  iketch,  unfiniih'd  lie. 

I  i  *  i:\vtt% 
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*  There,  from  the  dead  centurions  fee  him  rife. 
See !  but  ftruck  down  with  horrible  farprize ! 
As  the  firfl  glory  feem'd  a  fun  at  noon. 
This  cafts  the  filver  fplendor  of  the  moon* 

*  Here  peopled  day  th'  afcending  God  furveys! 
The  glory  varies  as  the  myriads  gaze ! 
Now  foftenM,  like  a  fun  at  diflance  feen. 
When  thro*  a  cloud  bright-glancing,  yet  (erene! 
Now  fail-increafing  to  the  crowd  amaz'd. 
Like  fome  vafl  meteor  high  in  ether  raisM ! 

'  My  labour  yon  high-vaulted  altar  (tains 
With  dies  that  emulate  ethereal  plains. 
The  convex  glafs,  which  in  that  opening  glows. 
Mid  circling  rays  a  pidtur'd  Saviour  (hows ! 
Bright  it  collefls  the  beams,  which,  trembling  all. 
Back  from  the  God  a  (how'ry  radiance  fall : 
Lightning  the  fcene  beneath,  a  fcene  divine ! 
Where  faints,  clouds,  feraphs,  intermingled  (hine  I 
'  Here  water-falls,  that  play  melodious  romid. 
Like  a  (weet  organ,  (well  a  lofty  found; 
The  folemn  notes  bid  earthly  pafiions  fly. 
Lull  all  my  cares,  and  lifl  my  foul  on  high. 
'  This  monumental  marble — this  I  rear 
*  To  one — Oh,  ever  mourn*d! — Oh,  ever  dear!* 
He  ftoppM — pathetick  fighs  the  paufe  fupply. 
And  the  prompt  tear  ftarts,  quiv'ring,  on  his  eyet 
I  look'd — two  columns  near  the  wail  were  fcen. 
An  imag'd  beauty  flretch'd  at  length  between* 
Near  the  wept  fair  her  harp  Cecilia  ftrung; 
Leaning  from  high,  a  lift'ning  angel  hung; 
Friend(hip,  whofe  figure  at  the  feet  remdns, 
A  phcenix  with  irradiate  creit  fulbdns. 
This  grac'd  one  palm,  while  one  extends  t'  impart 
Two  foreign  hands  that  clafp  a  burning  heart; 
A  pendent  veil  two  hov*ring  (eraphs  rai(e. 
Which  opening  heav'n  lipon  the  roof  difplays; 
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,  benevolent,  lefs  diftant,  hold 
rolledive  of  perfumes  uproU'd; 
m  the  heart,  by  Friendihip  held^  zti&, 
IS  incenfe  gath'ring  in  the  ikies, 
id  pelican  is  love  exprefs'd, 
ns  to  her  young  her  tender  bread. 
ed  turtles  hov'ring  hang  in  air, 
falcon  ilruck !— — In  wild  defpair^ 
at  cries—'  So  death,  alas !  defboyt 
ider  confbrt  of  my  cares  and  joys !' 
ft  tears  upon  his  eye-lid  hung, 
eck'd  founds  dy'd,  fluttering,  on  his  tongoe« 
his  pining  inmoft  thought  I  know; 
e'en  iilencc  tells  the  ftory'd  woe ; 
y  figlis,  to  his  my  tears  reply; 
;r  all  the  tomb  a  wat'ry  eye. 
»n  the  wall  her  fcenes  of  life  I  gaz'd^ 
I  back4eaning,  by  a  globe  half-rw'd; 
a  profier'd  crown  of  glory  fhow> 
ful  by  th*  admiring  h\r  below, 
eloqoent  difpos'd  her  hands, 
's  her  breaft,  in  rapture  one  expands ! 
fond  hermit  feiz'd— o'er  all  his  foul 
wild,  wailing,  am'rons  pafiion  ftole ! 
k  gaase  his  eyes  her  aipeft  keep^ 
n  away,  a  while  dejected  weep: 
reverts  them ;  but  reverts  in  vain, 
with  the  fwelling  grief  that  ftreams  again* 
now  is  jny  philofbphy  ?'  he  cries; 
,  hope,  reafon,  my  Olympia  dies  ! 
d  I  e'er  that  prime  of  bleilings  know  f 
ye  cruel  Fates !  t'imbitter  woe? 
3uld  your  bolts  not  level  firftmy  head? 
uft  I  live  to  webp  Olympia  dead  ? 
[  had  once  a  wife !  fair  bloom'd  fier  yonth^i 
IQ  was  beauty,  and  her  foul  wat  truth  (, 

UZ  •Oh, 
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'  Oh,  (he  was  dear !  how  dear  what  words  can  (ay  t 
'  She  dies !  my  heav'n  at  once  is  fnatchM  away ! 

*  Ah !  what  avails  that  by  a  father's  care 

*  I  rofc  a  wealthy  and  illaftrious  heir? 

*  That  early  in  my  youth  I  learn'd  to  prove 

*  Th' inflrudive,  pleafing,  acad em ick  grove? 

*  That  in  the  fenate  eloquence  was  mine? 

*  That  valour  gave  me  in  the  field  to  (bine? 

*  That  love  fhow'r'd  bleflings  too^-far  more  than  all 

*  High-rapt  Ambition  e'er  could  happy  call? 

*  Ah!— what  are  thefe,  which  e'en  the  wife  adore? 

*  Loft  is  my  pride ! — Olympia  is  no  more  !— 

*  Had  I,  ye  perfecuting  pow'rs !  been  bom 

*  The  world's  cold  pity,  or  at  beft  it's  fcorn ; 

*  Of  wealth,  of  rank,  of  kindred  warmth  bereft; 

*  To  want,  to  fhame,  to  ruthlefs  cenfure  left! 

*  Patience  or  pride  to  this  relief  fupplies; 

*  But  a  loft  wife ! — there!  there  diftraftion  lies  I 

*  Now  three  fad  years  I  yield  me  all  to  grief^ 

*  And  fly  the  hated  comfort  of  relief: 

*  Tho*  rich,  great,  young,  I  leave  a  pompous  feat, 

*  (My  brother's  now)  to  feek  fome  dark  retreat; 

*  Mid  cloifter'd  folitary  tombs  1  ftray, 

*  Defpair  and  Horror  lead  the  chearlefs  way  I 

*  My  forrow  grows  to  fuch  a  wild  excefs, 

*  Life,  injur'd  life!  muft  wi(h  the  paflion  lefs, 
**  Olympia! — My  Olympia's  loft!'*  I  cry; 

•'  Olympia's  loft  I"  the  hollow  vaults  reply, 
'  Louder  I  make  my  lamentable  moan, 

*  The  fwelling  echoes  learn  like  me  to  groan ; 

*  The  ghofts  to  fcream,  as  thro'  lone  aifles  they  fwecp, 
'  The  ftirines  to  (hudder,  and  the  faints  to  weep! 

*  Now  grief  and  rage,  by  gath'ring  fighs  fupprefs'd> 

*  Swell  my  full  heart,  and  heave  my  lab'ring  breaft; 
'  With  ftruggling  ftarts  each  vital  ftring  they  ftrain, 

*  And  ftrike  the  tott'ring  fabrick  of  my  brain  1 
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*  O'er  my  funk  fpirits  frowns  avap'ry  fcenc, 

▼  Woe's  dark  retreat,  the  madding  maze  of  Spleen ! 

*  A  deep  damp  gloom  o'erfpreads  the  murky  cell, 
^  Here  pining  thoughts  and  fecret  terrors  dwell ; 
^  Here  learn  the  great  unreal  wants  to  feign, 

?  Unpleafing  truths  here  mortify  the  vain; 

*  Here  Learning,  blinded  firft,  and  then  beguil'd, 

*  Looks  dark  as  Ignorance,  as  Frenzy  wild) 
^  Here  firft  Credulity  on  Reafon  won, 

*  And  here  falfe  Zeal  myfterious  rants  begun ; 

f  Here  Love  impearls  each  moment  with  a  tear, 

*  And  Superftition  owes  to  Spleen  her  fear ! 

•  Fantaftick  lightnings,  thro'  the  dreary  way, 
'  In  fwift  fiiort  iignals  Ha(h  the  burfting  day; 

*  Above,  beneath,  acrofs,  around,  they  fly, 
'  A  dire  deception  ib-ikes  the  mental  eye ! 

*  By  the  blue  fires  pale  phantoms  grin  fevere, 

*  Shrill  fancy 'd  echoes  wound  th'  affrighted  ear, 
'  Air-banifh'd  fpirits  flag  in  fogs  profound, 

*  And,  all  obfcene,  flied  baneful  damps  around ; 

*  Now  whifpers,  trembling  in  fome  feeble  wind, 
f  Sigh  out  prophetick  fears,  and  freeze  the  mind ! 

•  Loud  laughs  the  hag — (he  mocks  complaint  away, 

*  Unroofs  the  den,  and  lets  in  more  than  day. 

*  Swarms  of  wild  fancies,  wing'd  in  various  flight, 

*  Seek  emblematick  (hades,  and  myftick  light ! 

*  Some  drive  with  rapid  fteeds  the  fliining  car ! 

*  Thefe  nod  from  thrones ;   thofe  thunder  in  the  war  ! 
'  Till  tir'd,  they  turn  from  the  delu(ive»fhow, 

*  Start  from  wild  joy,  and  fix  in  ftupid  woe  1 

'  Here  the  lone  hour  a  blank  of  life  difplays, 

*  Till  now  bad  thoughts  a  fiend  more  active  raife; 

*  A  fiend  in  evil  moments  ever  nigh  I 

'  Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  her  eye  I 

*  Her  eye  all  red.  and  funk  ! — A  robe  (he  wore, 

*  With  life's  calamities  embroidered  o'er, 

«  A  mirror 
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A  mirror  in  one  hand  coUedive  fhows, 
Vary'd  and  multiply'd,  that  group  of  woei* 
This  endlefs  foe  to  gen'rous  toil  and  pain 
Lolls  on  a  couch  for  eafe,  but  lolls  in  vain; 
She  mufes  o'er  her  woe-embroider 'd  veft. 
And  felf-abhorrence  heightens  in  her  breaib 
To  fhun  her  care  the  force  of  fleep  Ihe  tries. 
Still  wakes  her  mind,  tho'  ilumbers  doze  her  eytfss 
She  dreams>  flarts>  rifes,  ftalks  from  place  to  placej 
With  refUefs,  thoughtful,  interrupted  pace* 
Now  eyes  the  fan,  and  curfes  every  ray ; 
Now  the  green  ground,  where  colour  fades  twty. 
Dim  fpe£tres  dance:  again  her  eye  fhe  rears; 
Then  from  the  blood-fhot  ball  wipes  purpled  tnrs. 
Then  prefTes  hard  her  brow,  with  mifchief  firanght^ 
Her  brow  half  bnrfls  with  agony  of  thought. 

From  me,''  (he  cries,  <'  pale  wretch  1  thy  comfort  dnm; 

Bom  of  Defpair,  and  Suicide  my  name ! 

Why  fhould  thy  life  a  moment's  psfin  endure  ? 

Here  ev'ry  obje£l  proffers  grief  a  cure," 
She  points  where  leaves  of  hemlock  black'ning  ihoot : 

Fear  not!  pluck!  eat,"  faid  (he,  "  the  fovereign  root!    ' 

Then  Death,  rerers'd,  fhall  bear  his  ebon  lance. 

Soft  o'er  thy  fight  ihall  fwim  the  fiiadowy  trance ! 

Or  leap  yon  rock,  po^efs  a  wat'ry  grave. 

And  leave  wild  forrow  to  the  wind  and  wave ! 

Or  mark-<-this  poniard  thus  from  mis'ry  frees  !"-^ 
She  wdunds  her  breafi— 'the  guilty  flee!  I  ieize. 
Straight  where  fhe  ftruck  a  fmoking  fpring  of  gore 
Wells  from  the  wound »  and  floats  the  crimfon'd  floor. 
She  faints,  fhe  fades  t^-calm  thoughts  the  deed  revolvej^ 
And  now,  unftartling,  fix  the  dire  refolve  : 
Death  drops  his  terrors;  and,  with  charming  wiles. 
Winning  and  kind;  like  my  Olympia,  fmiles  I 
H«  points  the  paflTage  to  the  feats  divine. 
Where  poets,  heroes,  fainted  lovers  fhine  !— 

^  I  conifji 
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•'  I  come,  Olympia !"— -my  rcar*d  ann  extends; 

f  Half  to  my  breaft  the  threatening  point  defcendss 

'  Straight  thunder  rocks  the  land,  new  lightnings  pl^; 

*  When,  lol  a  voice  reibands — "  Arife !  away  I 

**  Away !  nor  marmur  at  th'  afHi£tive  rod, 

•'  Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  God  t 

"  Fly'ft.thon  fixnn  Providence  for  vain  reKef  ? 

"  Such  ill-fought  eafe  fhall  draw  avenging  grief* 

"  Honour,  the  more  ob(lru£led,  fbonger  fhzaes; 

*'  And  zeal  by  perfecntion's  rage  refines. 

By  woe  the  foul  to  daring  adion  fwells  | 

By  woe  in  paintlefs  patience  it  excels ; 

From  patience,  prudent  clear  experience  fpringt, 
"  And  traces  icnowledge  thro'  the  courfe  of  things* 
*'  Thence  hope  is  form'd,  thence  fortitude,  fuccefs» 
••  Renown— whatever  men  covet  and  carefs." 

'  The  vanifli'd  fiend  thus  fent  a  hollow  voice: 
*'  Would'ft  thou  be  happy  ?  ilraight  be  death  thy  chMcee 
*'  How  mean  are  thofe  who  pafiively  complain, 
**  While  adUve  fouls,  more  free,  their  fetters  ftratn? 
'*  Tho*  knowledge  thine,  hope,  fortitude,  focccfs, 
•*  Renown — ^whate'cr  men  covet  and  carefs; 
*'  On  earth  fuccefs  muft  in  it's  turn  give  way. 

And  e'en  perfedion  introduce  decay : 

Never  the  world  of  fpirits  thus— their  reft 
**  Untouch'd,  entire — once  happy,  ever  blefs'dl** 

'  Eameft  the  heav'nly  voice  refponfive  cries, 
••  Oh !  liften  not  to  fubtilty  unwife ! 
**  Thy  guardian  fabt,  who  mourns  thy  b^plefs  faleg 
*•  Heav'n  grants  to  prop  thy  virtue  ere  too  late. 
••  Know,  if  thou  wilt  thy  dear-lov'd  wife  deplore, 
**  Olympia  waits  thee  on  a  foreign  (horej^ 
V  There  in  a  cell  thy  laft  remains  be  fpent : 
*•  Away!  deceive  Defpair,  and  find  Content!" 

*  I  heard,  obey'd,  nor  more  of  Fate  complain'd ; 
'  Long  leas  I  meafar'd,  and  this  mountain  gain'd* 


t;6  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRV. 

Soon  to  a  yawning  rift  chance  turn*d  my  way, 
A  den  it  prov'd  where  a  huge  Terpen t  lay : 
Flame- ey'd  he  lay — he  rages  now  for  food. 
Meets  my  firfl  glance^  and  meditates  my  blood. 
His  bulk,  in  many  a  gathered  orb  uproll'd. 
Rears  fpire  on  fpire.     His  fcales,  bedropp'd  with  goId# 
Shine  burni(h'd  in  the  fun.     Such  height  they  gain. 
They  dart  green  luftre  on  the  diftant  main. 
Now  writh'd  in  dreadful  Hope  he  (loops  his  creft. 
Furious  to  fix  on  my  unfliielded  bread  ! 
Juft  as  he  fprings,  my  fabre  fmitcs  the  foe; 
Headlefs  he  falls  beneath  th'  unerring  blow! 
Wrath  yet  remains,  tho'  ftrength  his  fabrick  leaves. 
And  the  meant  hifs  the  gafping  mouth  deceives ; 
The  length'ning  trunk  flow-loofens  ev'ry  fold. 
Lingers  in  life,  then  flretches  flifF  and  cold. 
Juft  as  th'  invct'rate  fon  of  mifchief  ends. 
Comes  a  white  dove,  and  near  the  fpot  defcends: 
I  hail  this  omen  5  all  bad  pafiions  ccafe. 
Like  the  flain  fnake,  and  all  within  is  peace. 
•  Next  to  religion  this  plain  roof  I  raife. 
In  duteous  rites  my  hallow'd  tapers  blaze ; 
I  bid  due  incenfe  on  my  altars  fmoke. 
Then  at  this  tomb  my  promis'd  love  invoke. 
She  hears,  fhe  comes  '.—My  heart  what  raptures  warm ! 
All  my  Olympia  fparkles  in  the  form  I 
No  pale,  wan,  livid,  mark  of  death  (he  bears; 
Each  rofeate  look  a  quick'ning  tranfport  wears : 
A  robe  of"  light,  high  wrought,  her  fhape  invefts, 
Unzon'd  the  fwelling  beauty  of  her  breafts; 
Her  auburn  hair  each  flowing  ring  refumes. 
In  her  fair  hand  Love's  branch  of  myrtle  blooms  I 
Silent  a  while  each  well-known  charm  I  trace. 
Then  thus,  (while  nearer  (he  avoids  th'  embrace) 
*  Thou  dear  deceit! — muft  I  a  (hade  purfue? 
» Dazzled  I  gaze— thou  fwioun'ft  before  my  view  I" 

•DippN 
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*  I>ipp'd  in  ethereal  dews,  her  bough  divine 

*  Sprinkles  my  eyes,  which,  ftrengthen'd,  bear  the  (hine* 

*  Still  thus  I  urge,  (for  ftill  the  ihadowy  blifs 

*  Shuns  the  warm  grafp,  nor  yields  the  tender  kifs) 
**  Oh !  fly  not — fade  not ;  liften  to  love's  call  !— 
•*  She  lives  !  ^  no  more  I  'm  man  1 — I'm  fpirit  all  !— 

*'  Then  let  me  fnatch  thee ! — prefs  thee ! — take  me  whole! 
•'  Oh,  clofc!— yet  clofer  !— <:lofer  to  my  foul!" 

*  Twice  round  her  waift  my  eager  arms  entwin'd;  .    * 
'  And  twice,  deceived,  my  frenzy  clafp'd  the  wind ! 

*  Then  thus  I  rav'd — "  Behold  thy  hufband  kneel, 
**  And  judge,  O  judge  !  what  agonies  t  feel ! 

'*  Oh !  be  no  longer,  if  unkind,  thus  fair; 

**  Take  Horror's  fhape,  and  fright  me  to  defpair ! 

*'  Kather  than  thus,  unpi tying,  fee  my  moan, 

**  Far  rather  frown,  and  fix  me  here  in  ftone ! 

•'  But  mock  not  thus!"—'*  Alas!"  (the  charmer  faid. 

Smiling,  and  in  her  fmile  foft  radiance  play'd) 
**  Alas !  no  more  eluded  ftrength  employ,  i 

**  To  clafp  aihade! — what  more  is  morta}  joy? 
**  Man's  blifs  is,  like  his  knowledge,  but  furmis'd : 
*•  One,  ignorance  ;  the  other,  pain  difguis'd ! 
"  Thou  wert  (had  all  thy  wifh  been  ftill  poflefs'd) 
'*  Supremely  curs'd,  from  being  greatly  blefs'd : 
**  For,  oh !  fo  fair,  fo  dear,  was  I  to  thee, 
**  Thou  hadft  forgot  thy  God,  to  worlhip  me! 
**  This  he  forefaw,  and  fnatch'd  me  to  the  tomb  ; 
**  Above  I  flourilh  in  unfading  bloom. 
**  Think  me  not  loft ;  for  thee  I  Heav'n  implore. 
Thy  guardian  angel,  tho'  a  wife  no  more. 

**  1,  when  abftraded  from  this  world  you  {eem, 

"  Hint  the  pure  thought,  and  frame  the  heav'nly  dream; 

**  Clofe  at  thy  fide,  when  morning  ftreaks  the  air, 

'*  In  mufick's  voice  I  wake  thy  mind  to  pray'r. 
**  By  me  thy  hymns,  like  pureft  incenfe  rife, 
'•  Fragrant  with  grace,  and  pleafmg  to  the  Ikies. 
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«*  And  when  that  form  fhall  from  it's  clay  refine, 
"  (That  only  bar  betwixt  my  foul  and  thine) 
«*  When  thy  lov'd  fpirit  moonts  to  realms  of  lights 
«*  Then  fhall  Olympia  aid  thy  carlieft  flight; 
«'  Mingled,  we'll  flame  in  raptures  thet  afpire 
•'  Beyond  all  youth,  all  fcnfe,  and  all  dcfirc.*' 

«  She  ended.    Still  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells  behind,. 
«  Th'  enchanting  voice  ftill  warbles  in  my  mind! 
«  But,  lo !  th*  unbody'd  vifion  fleets  away— 
•'  Stay,  my  Olympia — I  conjure  thee,  ftay! 
•*  Yet  flay— for  thee  my  mem'ry  learns  to  fmart; 
**  Sure  ev'ry  vein  contains  a  blcedfng  heart  1 
"  Sooner  ihall  fplendor  leave  the  blaze  of  day, 
•'  Than  love  fo  pure,  fo  vaft  as  mine,  decay : 
•*  From  the  fame  heav'nly  fource  it's  lullre  came, 
''  And  glows  immortal  with  congenial  flame. 
**  Ah  l-*let  me  not  with  fires  ncgleded  bum ; 
*'  Sweet  milb-efs  of  my  foul  1  return,  return  !'* 

*  Alas  ! — fhe's  fled — I  traverfe  now  the  place, 
«  Where  my  euamour'd  thoughts  her  footfteps  trace. 

*  Now  o'er  the  tomb  I  bend  my  drooping  head, 

*  There  tears  the  eloquence  of  forrow  fhed ; 

*  Sighs  choak  my  words,  unable  to  exprefs 

*  The  pangs,  the  throbs,  of  fpeechlefs  tetidernefs* 
«  Not  with  more  ardent,  more  tranfparent  flame, 

*  Call  dying  faints  on  their  Creator's  name, 

«  Than  I  on  her's!— But,  thro*  yon  yielding  door, 

*  Glides  a  new  phantom  o'er  th*  illumin'd  floor; 

*  The  roof  fwift  kindles  from  the  beaming  ground, 

*  And  floods  of  living  luflre  flame  around : 

*  In  all  the  majefliy  of  light  array 'd, 

*  Awfulit  fhines — 'tis  Cato's  honour'd  (hade  I 

*  As  I  the  heav'nly  vifitant  purfue, 

*  Sublimer  glory  opens  to  my  view. 

«  He  fpeaks — But,  oh !  what  words  fliall  dare  repeat 

*  His  thoughts  '."^they  leave  me  fir'd  with  patriot  heat  f 
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Aoxe  tkan  pc^tick  raptures  now  I  feel, 
^nd  own  that  godlike  paffion^  publick  zeal! 
But  from  my  frailty  it  receives  a  flain; 
1  grow,  unlike  my  great  infpirer,  vain; 

And  burn,  once  more  the  bufy  world  to  know, 
'  And  would  in  fcenes  of  aflion  foremoft  glow  ; 
'  Where  proud  Ambition  points  her  dazzling  rays, 
'Where  coronets  arid  crowns  attraftive  blaze! 
'  When^y  Olympia  leaves  the  realms  above, 
'  And  lures  me  back  to  folltary  love. 

She  tells  me,  truth  prefers  an  humble  ftat<. 
That  genuine  greatnefs  fliuns  the  being  great ; 
That  mean  are  thofe  who  falfe-term'd  honour  prixe, 
Whofe  fabricks  from  their  country's  ruin  rife; 
Who  look  the  traitor^  like  the  patriot,  fair; 
Who,  to  enjoy  the  vineyard,  wrong  the  heir, 

•  I'hear !— thro'  all  my  veins  new  tranfports  roll ; 
I  gaze !— warm  love  comes  ru filing  on  my  foul: 

Rayifh'd  I  gaze ! — again  her  charms  decay; 

Again  my  manhood  to  my  grief  gives  way  ! 
'  Cato  returns — zeal  takes  her  coqrfe  to  reign ! 
'But  zeat  is  in  ambition  lofl  again ! 

*  I'm  now*the  flave  of  fondnefs — now  of  pride  ! 

*  By  turns  they  conquer,  and  by  turns  fubiide ! 

*  Thefe  balanc'd  each  by  each,  the  golden  mean 

*  Betwixt  them  found,  gives  happincfs  ferene ; 

*  This  I'll  enjoy  I' He  ended !— I  reply'd, 

'  O  Hermit!  thou  art  worth  feverely  try'd  I 

*  But  had  not  innate  grief  produc'd  thy  woes, 
^cn,  barbVous  men  !  had  prey'd  on  thy  repoft. 
When  feeking  joy,  we  feldom  forrow  mif§ ; 

'  Aod  often  mis'ry  points  the  path  to  blifs, 
* '^e  foil  moft  worthy  of  the  thrifty  fwain, 
Is  Wounded  thus,  ere  trufted  with  the  grain ; 
THe  ftruggling  grain  muft  work  obfcure  it's  way, 
w  the  firll  green  fprings  upward  to  the  day; 
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In  froft-work  now  delight  the  fportive  kind ; 
Now  court  wild  fancy  in  the  whiftling  wind*. 

*  Hark!   the  funereal  bell's  deep-founding  toll. 
To  blifs,  from  mis'ry,  calls  fome  righteous  foul ! 
Juft  freed  from  life,  like  fwift-afcending  fire. 
Glorious  it  mounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  fpire ! 
Light  claps  it's  .wings  !-^It  views,  with  pitying  iight. 
The  friendly  mourner  pay  the  pious  rite : 
The  plume  high-wrought,  that  black'ning  nods  in  ^r;     * 
The  flow-pac'd,  weeping  pomp;  the  folemn prayers 
The  decent  tomb;  the  verfe  that  Sorrow  gives. 
Where,  to  remembrance  fweet,  fair  virtue  lives, 

'  Now  to  mid  heav'n  the  whiten'd  moon  inclines^ 
And  fhades  contrad,  mark'd  out  in  clearer  lines; 
With  noiieleis  gloom  the  plains  are  delugM  o'er: 
See  1 — from  the  north  what  ilreaming  meteors  pour ! 
Beneath  Bootes  fprings  the  radiant  train. 
And  quiver  thro'  the  axle  of  his- wain. 
O'er  altars  thus,  impainted,  we  behold 
Half-circling  glories  Ihoot  in  rays  of  gold* 
Crofs  ether  fwift  elance  the  vivid  iires ; 
As  fwift  again  each  pointed  flame  retires  ! 
In  Fancy's  eye  encount'ring  armies  glare. 

And  fanguine  eniigns  wave  unfjurl'd  in  air  1 
^Hence  the  weak  vjalgar  deem  impending  fatCj 

A  monarch  ruin'd,  or  unpeopl'd  flate. 

Thus  comets,  dreadful  viiitants !  arife 

To  them  wild  omens !  fcience  to  the  wife  ! 

Thefe  mark  the  comet  to  the  fun  incline. 

While  deep-red  flames  around  it's  centre  (hine! 

While  it's  fierce  rear  a  winding  trail  difplays. 

And  lights  all  ether  with  the  fwcepy  blaze! 

Or  when,  compell'd,  it  flies  the  torrid  zone. 

And  ihoots  by  worlds  unnumber'd  and  unknown; 

By  worlds,  whpfe  pfeople,  all  aghaft  with  fear. 

May  view  that  minifUr  of  vengeance  near ! 

•Till 
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*  Till  now  the  traniient  glow,  remote  and  loft, 

*  Decays,  and  darkens  'mid  involving  froft ! 

«  Or  when  it,  fun-ward,  drinks  rich  beams  again, 

*  And  burns  imperious  on  th*  ethereal  plain!    • 

*  The  learn'd-one  curious  eyes  it  from  afar, 

*  Sparkling  thro'  night,  a  new,  illuftrious  ftar!' 

The  moon,  defcending,  faw  us  now  purfuc 
The  various  walk — the  city  near  in  .view. 
"  *  Here  frdm  ftill  life,'  he  cries,  *  avert  thy  fight, 
'  Aad  mark  what  deeds  adorn  or  fhame  the  night  I 
*But,  heedful,  each  immodeft  profpeftfly ; 

*  Where  decency  forbids  enquiry's  eye. 

*  Man  were  not  man,  without  love's  wanton  fire; 

*  But  reafon's  glory  is  to  quell  defire. 

*  What  are  thy  fruits,  O  Luft?  Ihort  bleflings,  boughf 

*  With  long  remorfe,  the  {eed  of  bitter  thought ! 

*  Perhaps  fome  babe  to  dire  difeafes  born, 

*  Doom'd  for  another's  crimes  thro'  life  to  mourn  ; 

*  Or  murdeu'd,  to  preferve  a  mother's  fame; 

*  Or  c^ft  obfcure,  the  child  of  want  and  fhame! 

*  Falfe  pride  !  what  vices  on  our  condu6t  fteal, 

*  Firom  the  world's  eye  one  frailty  to  conceal ! 

*  Ye  cruel  mothers Soft!  thofe  words  command; 

*  So  near  Ihall  Cruelty  and  Mother  fland? 

*  Can  the  dove's  bofom  fnaky  venom  draw? 

*  Can  it's  foot  Iharpen  like  the  vulture's  claw? 

*  Can  the  fond  goat,  or  tender  fleecy  dam, 

*  Howl  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid  or  lamb  ? 

*  Yes,  there  are  mothers—*   There  I  fear'd  his  aifti  ;^ 
^nd,  confcious,  trembled  at  the  coming  name  : 
*Xhen,  with  a  figh,  his  ifluing  words  oppos'd. 
Straight  with  a  falling  tear  the  fpeech  he  clos'd. 
*Xhat  tendernofs  which. ties  of  blood  deny, 
Mature  repaid  me  from  a  ftranger's  eye. 

l*ale  grew  ray-  cheeks ! — But  now  to  gen'ral  views  '     '  * 

iur  conyerfe  turnsi,  which  thus  my  friend  renews. 


*X^^ 
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'  Yon  manfion,  made  by  beaming  tapers  gay, 
'  Drowns  the  dim  night,  and  counterfeits  the  day* 

*  From  lumin'd  windows  glancing  on  the  eye, 
^  Around^  athwart,  the  friiking  fhadows  fly. 
•'There  midnight  riot  fpreads  illufive  joys, 

*  And  fortune,  health,  and  dearer  time,  deilroys* 
'  Soon  Death's  dark  agent  to  luxuriant  eafe 

*  Shall  wake  fharp  warnings  in  fome  fierce  difeafe* 

*  O  mail  I  thy  fabrick's  like  a  well-form'd  State : 

«  Thy  Thoughts,  iirft  rank'd,  were  fure  defign'd  the  Greart 

*  Pailions  Plebeians  are,  which  fadion  raife ; 

*  Wine,  like  pour'd  oil,  excites  the  raging  blaze  1  ^ 

*  Then  giddy  Anarchy's  rude  triumphs  rife; 

*  Then  fov 'reign  Reafon  from  her  empire  flies ! 

*  That  ruler  once  depos'd,  Wifdom  and  Wit, 

*  To  Noife  and  Folly,  Place  and  Pow'r,  fubmit;' 

*  Like  a  frail  bark  thy  weaken'd  mind  is  tofs'd, 
.   •  Unfteer'd,  unbalanced,  till  it's  wealth  is  loft! 

*  The  mifer-fpirit  eyes  the  fpend thrift  heir; 

*  And  mourns,  too  late,  efFefts  of  fordid  care:, 

*  His  treafurcs  fly  to  cloy  each  fawning  flave, 

*  Yet  grudge  a ftone  to  dignify  his  grave! 

*  For  this  low- though  ted  craft  his  life  employ  *d; 
«  For  this,  tho'  wealthy,  he  no  wealth  enjoy'd: 

*  For  this  he  grip'd  the  poor,  and  alms  deny'd; 

*  Unfriended  liv'd,  and  unlamented  dy'd. 

*  Yet  fmile,  griev'd  fhade  1  when  that  unprofp'roos  fior« 

*  Faft  leflTens,  when  gay  hours  return  no  more: 

*  Smile  at  thy  heir;  beholding,  in  his  fall, 

*  Men  once  oblig'd,  like  him,  ungrateful  all! 

*  Then  thought-infpiring  woe  his  heart  ihall  mend« 
'  And  prove  his  only  wife,  unflattering  friend. 

*  Folly  exhibits  thus  unmanly  fport, 

*  While  plotting  Mifchief  keeps  referv'd  her  court. 

*  Lo !  from  that  mount,  in  blafting  fulphur  broke, 

*  Stream  flames  vola;Biinous  enwrapp'd  with  iixioke  1 
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'  In  chariot- (hapb  they  Wh^rl  up  yonder  tow'r, 
'  Lean  on  it^s  brow,  and  like  deflru£tion  lour  I 
'  From  the  black  depth  a  fiery  legion  fprings ; 

*  Each  bold,  bad  fpe^re,  claps  her  founding  wings: 
''  And  ftraight  beneath  a  fummon'd  trait'rous  band^ 

*  On  horror  bent,  in  dark  convention  ftand. 

*  From  each  fiend's  mouth  a  ruddy  vapour  flows^ 

*  Glides  thro'  the  roof,  and  o'er  the  council  glows* 

*  The  villains,  clofe  beneath  th'  infedlion  pent, 

*  Feel,  all-poffefs'd,  their  rifing  galls  ferment; 

*  And  burn  with  fadion,  hate,  and  vengeful  ire, 

*  For  rapine,  blood,  and  devaftation  dire  ! 

*  But  Juftice  marks  their  ways ;  ihe  waves  in  air 

*  The  fword  high-threat'ning,  like  a  comet's  glare* 

*  While  here  dark  villainy  herfelf  deceives, 

*  There  ftudious  honefty  our  view  relieves. 

*  A  feeble  taper,  from  yon  loncfome  room, 

*  Scattering  thin  rays,  juft  glimmers  thro'  the  gloom  t 

*  There  fits  tht  fapient  Bard,  in  mufbful  mood, 

*  And  glows  impafiion'd  for  his  country's  good  ; 

*  All  the  bright  fpirits  of  the  juH,  combin'd, 

*  Inform,  refine,   and  prompt  his  tow'ring  mind ! 
'  He  t&kes  the  gifted  quill  from  hands  divine, 

*  Around  his  temples  rays  refulgent  fhine ! 

'  Now  rapt;  now  more  than  man  i     I  fee  him  climb, 
^  To  view  this  fpeck  of  earth  from  worlds  fublime  I 

*  I  fee  him  now  o'er  Nature's  works  prefide ! 

'  How  clear  the  vifion !  and  the  fcene  how  wide ! 

*'  Let  fome  a  name  by  adulation  raife, 

"  Or  fcandal,  meaner  than  a  venal  praife! 

"  My  Mufe,"   he  cries,   **  a  nobler  profpeft  view  I 

*'  Thro'  Fancy's  wilds  fome  moral's  point  purfue  I 

From  dark  deception  clear-drawn  truth  difplay^ 

As  from  black  chaos  rofe  refplendent  day; 
*'  Awake  companion,  and  bid  terror  rife ; 
"  Bid  humble  forrows  ftrike  fuperior  eyes ; 

LI  <<  So 
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*'  So  pampcr'd  PowV,  unconfcioas  of  dillrds, 

*'  May  fee,  be  mov'd;  and,   being  mov'd,  redrcfs." 

*  Ye  traitors  \  tyrants  \  fear  his  flinging  lay; 

*  Ye  pow'rs  unlov'd,  unpity'd  in  decay ! 

*  But  know,  to  you  fwect-bloflbm'd  Fame  he  brings, 
'  Ye  heroes,  patriots,  and  paternal  kings ! 

*  O  Thou  1  who  form'd,  who  rais'd*  the  poet's  art, 

*  (Voice  of  thy  will !)  unerring  force  impart ! 

*  If  wailing  worth  can  gen'rous  warmth  excite, 

*  If  verfe  can  gild  inftruflion  with  delight, 

*  Infpire  his  honeft  Mufe  with  orient  flame, 
'  To  rife,  to  dare,  to  reach  the  noblefl  aim ! 

*  But,  O  my  friend  1  myflerious  is  our  fate; 

*  How  mean  his  fortune,  tho'  his  mind  elate ! 

*  iEneas-like  he  paffes  thro'  the  crowd, 

*  Unfought,  unfeen,  'beneath  misfortune's  cloud  ! 
'  Or  feen  with  flight  regard;  unprais'd  his  name; 
'  His  aftep'honour,  and  our  afcer-fhame. 

*  The  doom'd  defert  to  Av'rice  flands  confefs'd, 

*  Her  eyes  averted  are,  and  (leel'd  herbreaft: 

*  Envy  afquint  the  future  wonder  eyes; 

*  Bold  Infult,  pointing,  hoots  him  as  he  flies  ; 

'  While  coward  Cenfurc,  fkilPd  iii  darker  ways, 

*  Hints  fure  detraction  in  difTembled  praife ! 

*  Hunger,  thirft,  nakednefs,  there  grievous  fall ! 

*  Unjufl  derifion,  too!— that  tongue  of  gall! 

*  Slow  comes  Relief,  with  no  mild  charms  enduM, 

*  Ufher'd  by  Pride,  and  by  Reproach  purfu'd. 

*  Forc'd  Pity  meets  him  with  a  cold  refpedk, 

*  Unkind  as  Scorn,  ungen'rous  as  Negledl. 

*  Yet,  fufPring  Worth  I  thy  fortitude  will  fhlne  ; 

*  Thy  foes  are  Virtue's,  and  her  friends  are  thine ! 

*  Patience  is  thine,  and  peace  thy  days  fliall  crowti; 

*  Thy  treafure  prudence,  and  thy  claim  renown : 

*  Myriads  unborn  fhall  mourn  thy  haplefs  fate; 
•    *  And  myriads  grow,  by  thy  example,  greal ! 


'HmU 
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*  Hark !  from  the  watch-tow*r  rolls  the  trnmpct's  fonnd* 
Sweet  thro*  ftill  night  proclaiming  fafety  round  t 

Von  (hade  illuftrious  quits  the  realms  of  reft^ 
T'o  aid  fome  orphan  of  it's  race  diftrcfs'd ; 
Safe  winds  him  thro'  the  fnbterranedus  way. 
That  mines  yon  manfion,  grown  with  ruin  grey^ 
And  marks  the  wealthy  unfufpeded  ground. 
Where,  green  with  ruft,  long-bury'd  coins  aboand* 
This  plaintive  ghofl,  from  earth  when  newly  fied^ 
Saw  thofe  the  living  trufted  wrong  the  dead ; 
He  faw,  by  fraud  abus*d,  the  lifelefs  hand 
Sign  the  falfe  deed  that  alienates  his  land ; 
Heard  on  his  fame  injurious  cenfure  thrown. 
And  mourn'd  the  beggar'd  orphan's  bitter  groan: 
Commiffion'd  now  the  falfhood  he  reveals. 
To  juftice  foon  th' enabled  heir  appeals; 
Soon  by  this  wealth  are  coftly  pleas  maintain'd^ 
And  by  difcover'd  truth  loft  right  regain'd. 

•  But  why,  (may  fome  enquire)  why  kind  facceft. 
Since  myftick  Heav'n  gives  mis'ry  oft  to  blefs  ? 
Tho'  mis'ry  leads  to  happinefs  and  truth, 
XJnequal  to  the  load,  this  languid  youth, 
TJnftrcngthen'd  virtue  fcarce  his  bofom  fir'd, 
-And  fearful  from  his  growing  wants  retir'd. 

Oh  !  let  none  cenfure,  if,  untry'd  by  grief, 

If,  amidft  woe,  untempted  by  relief. 

He  ftoop'd  reluctant  to  low  arts  of  fhame, 

V^hich  then,  e'en  then!  he  fcorn'd,  and  blulh'd  to  name. 

Heav'n  fees,  and  makes  th'  imperfedl  worth  it's  care, 

^nd  chears  the  trembling  heart  unform'd  to  bear. 

Kow  rifing  fortune  elevates  his  mind. 

He  (hines  unclouded,  and  adorns  maftkind. 

'  So,  in  fome  engine  that  denies  a  vent, 
H  unrefpiring  is  fome  creature  pent, 
Kt  fickens,  droops,  and  pants,  afid  gafps  for  breath, 
Sad  o'er  the  fight  fwim  fhadowy  mifl^  of  desth ; 

LI  2  «If 
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If  then  kind  air  poors  pow'rfal  in  again. 
New  heats,  new  pulfes,  quicken  ev'ry  vein  ; 
From  the  cleared,  lifted,  Hfe^rekindled  eye, 
Difpers'd,  the  dark  and  dampy  vapours  fly* 

'  From  trembling  tombs  the  ghofls  of  greatnefs  rife. 
And  o*er  their  bodies  hang  with  wiftful  eyes; 
Or  difcontented  ftalk,  and  mix  their  howls  . 
With  howling  wolves,  their  fcreams  with  (creaming  owlflk 

'  The  interval  'twiyt  night  and  mom  is  nigh; 
Winter,  more  nit'roas,  chills  the  ihadowM  iky: 
Springs  with  foft  heats  no  more  give  borders  green« 
Nor  fmoaking  breathe  along  the  whiten'd  fcene; 
While  ileamy  currents,  fweet  in  profped,  charm 
Like  veins  blue-winding  on  a  fair-one*s  arm. 

<  Now  Sleep  to  Fancy  parts  with  half  his  power^ 
And  broken  (lumbers  drag  the  reftlefs  hour : 
The  murJer*d  feems  alive,  and  ghaftly  glares. 
And  in  dire  dreams  the  confdous  murd'rer  fcares; 
Shews  the  yet-fpouting  wound,  th' enianguin'd  floOTt 
The  walls  yet  fmoaking  with  the  fpatter*d  gprti 
Or  (hrieks  to  dozing  Juftice,  and  reveals 
The  deed  which  fraudful  Art  from  Day  conceals; 
The  delve  obfcene,  where  no  fufpicion  pries. 
Where  the  disfigur'd  corfe  unflirouded  lies; 
The  fure,  the  ftriking  proof,  fo  ftrong  maintain'da 
Pale  guilt  ftarts  fclf-convidcd  when  arraign'd, 

•  Thefe  fpirits  treafon  of  it's  pow'r  diveft. 
And  turn  the  peril  from  the  patriot's  bread: 
Thofe  folemn  thought  infpire,  or  bright  defcesd 
To  fnatch  in  vifion  fweet  the  dying  friend. 

'  But  we  deceive  the  gloom  ;  the  matin  bell 
Summons  to  pr^y'r  !— :Now  breaks  th'  enchanter's 

And  now But  yon  fair  fpirit's  form  furvey ! 

'Tis  fhe ! — Olympia  beckons  me  away  ! 

I  hafle  !-F-I  fly !-— Adieu !— and  when  you  fee 

The  youth  who,  bleeds  with  fondnefs,  think  on  m 
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^  Tell  him  my  tale«  and  be  his  pain  carefs'd ; 

*  By  love  I  tortur'd  was,  by  love  I'm  blefs'd. 

*  When  worfhipp'd  woman  we  entranced  behold, 

*  We  praife  the  'Maker  in  his  faired  mould  ; 
'  The  pride  of  nature,  harmony  combinM, 

'And  light  immortal  to  the  foul  refin'd! 

'  Deprived  of  charming  woman,  foon  we  mifi 

*  The  prize  of  friendfhip,  and  the  life  of  blifs! 

«  Still  thro'  the  (hades  Olympia  dawning  breaks  I 

*  What  bloom,  what  brightnefsj  loilres  o'er  her  cheeks! 

*  Again  Ihe  calls !— I  dare  no  longer  ftay  I-^ 

*  A  kind  farewel—— Olympia!  I  obey/ 

He  tum'd,  nor  longer  in  my  fight  remained  | 
The  mountain  h^,  I  fafe  the  city  gain'd. 


CANTO    IV. 

OTILL  o'er  my  mind  wild  Fancy  holds  her  (Way, 

Still  on  ftrange  vifionary  land  I  ftray : 
Now  fcenes  croud  thick,  now  indidindl  appear; 
Swift  glide  the  months,  and  turn  the  varying  year. 

Near  the  Bull's  horn  light's  riiing  monarch  draws| 
Now  on  it's  back  the  Pleiades  he  thaws : 
From  vernal  heat  pale  winter  forc'd  to  fly. 
Northward  retires,  yet  turns  a  wat'ry  eye ; 
Then  with  an  aguifh  breath  nips  infant  blooms. 
Deprives  unfolding  fpring  of  rich  perfumes. 
Shakes  the  flow-circling  blood  of  human  race. 
And  in  fharp  livid  looks  contrads  the  face* 
Now  o'er  Norwegian  hills  he  fhides  away; 
Sach  flipp'ry  paths  Ambition's  fteps  betray: 
Turning,  with  (ighs,  far  fpiral  &n  he  fees. 
Which  bow  obedient  to  the  fouthera  breeze. 
Now  from  yon  Zemblan  rock  his  crefl  he  ihronds, 
tike  Fame's,  obfcvr'd  amid  the  whitemng  clouds^ 

Theace 
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Thence  his  loft  empire  is  with  tears  deplor'd  : 
Such  tyrants  ihcd  o'er  Liberty  reftor'd. 
Beneath  his  eye  (that  throws  malignant  light 
Ten  times  the  meafur'd  round  of  mortal  fight) 
A  wade,  pale  glimm'ring,  like  a  moon  that  wanesj 
A  wild  expanfe  of  frozen  fca  contains. 
It  cracks ! — vaft  floating  mountains  besit  the  ihore  I 
Far  off  he  heArs  thofe  icy  ruins  roar. 
And  front  the  hideous  crafh  diilra£led  flies, 
Like*on'e  who  feels  his  dying  infant's  cries. 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  rufhing  torrents  found. 
And  one  great  rift  runs  thro*  the  vaft  profound. 
Swift  as  a  (hootiftg  meteor ;  groaning  loud. 
Like  deep-roll*d  thunder  thro'  a  rending  cloud. 
4  The  late  dark  pole  now  feels  unfetting  day; 
In  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way; 
O'er  many  a  polar  Alp  to  Froft  he  goes. 
O'er  crackling  vales,  embrown'd  with  melting  fnows ; 
Here  bears  llalk  tenants  of  the  barren  fpace. 
Few  men,  unfocial  thofe — a  barb'rous  race! 
At  length  the  cave  appears,  the  race  is  run: 
Now  he  recounts  vaft  conquefts  loft  and  won; 
And,  taleful^  in  th'  embrace  of  Froft  remains, 
Barr'd  from  our  climes,  and  bound  in  icy  chains. 

Meanwhile  the  fun  his  beams  on  Cancer  throws. 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmeft  influence  glows. 
From  glowing  Cancer  fall'n,  the  king  of  day. 
Red  thro'  the  kindling  Lion  Ihoots  his  ray : 
The  tawny  harveft  pays  the  earlier  plough. 
And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough, 
•Tis  day-fpring.     Now  green  lab'rinths  I  frequent. 
Where  Wifdom  oft  retires  to  meet  Content. 

The  mounting  lark  her  warbling  anthem  lends; 
From  note  to  note  the  ravifti'd  foul  afcends ; 
As  thus  it  would  the  Patriarch's  ladder  climb. 
By  fome  good  angel  led  to  worlds  fublime : 
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Oft  (legends  fay)  the  fnake^  with  waken'd  ire. 
Like  envy,  rears  in  many  a  fcaly  fpirc ; 
Then  fongfters  droop,  then  yield  their  vital  gore. 
And  innocence  and  mufick  are  no  more ! 

Mild  rides  the  morn,  in  orient  beauty  dreik. 
An  azure  mantle^  and  a  purple  vefl; 
Which,  blown  by  gales,  her  gemmy  feet  difplay. 
Her  amber  treiles  negligently  gay. 
CoUeded  now  her  rofy  hand  they  fill. 
And,  gently  wrung,  the  pearly  dews  di&i\ : 
The  fongful  zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  hours. 
Breathe  fweet,  and  drew  her  op'nrng  way  with  flow'rs. 

The  chatt'ring  fwallows  leave  their  netted  care. 
Each  promiiing  return  with  plenteous  fare : 
So  the  fond  fwain,  who  to  the  market  hies. 
Stills  with  big  hopes  his  infant's  tender  cries. 

Yonder  two  turtles,  o'er  their  callow  brood. 
Hang  hov'ring  ere  they  feek  their  guiltlefs  food; 
Pondly  they  bill :  now  to  their  morning  care,- 
liike  our  firft  parents,  pairt  the  am'rous  pair ; 
But,  ah!— a  pair  no  more!— With  fpreading  wings 
Prom  the  high-founding  cliff*  a  vulture  fprings; 
Steady  he  fails  along  th'  aerial  grey. 
Swoops  down,  and  bears  yon  tim'rous  dove  away! 
Start  we !  who,  worfe  than  vultures,  Nimrods  find  ; 
Men  meditating  prey  on  human-kind  ! 

Wild  beafts  to  gloomy  dens  repace  their  way. 
Where  their  couch 'd  young  demand  the  flaughter'd  prey ; 
Rooks  from  their  nodding  nefts  black-fwarming  fly. 
And  in  hoarfe  uproar  tell  the  fowler  nigh. 

Now,  in  his  tabernacle  rouz'd,  the  fun 
Is  warn'd  the  blue  ethereal  lleep  to  run ; 
While  on  his  couch  of  floating  jafper  laid. 
From  his  bright  eye  Sleep  calls  the  dewy  fliade. 
The  chryftal  dome  tranfparent  pillars  raife. 
Whence,  heam'd  from  fapphires,  living  azure  plays;  . 

r  ^  The 
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The  liquid  floor»  inwroaght  with  pearls  divine^ 
Where  all  hb  labours  in  Mofaick  (hine* 
His  coronet  a  cloud  of  filver  white; 
His  robe  with  unconfnming  crimfon  bright. 
Varied  with  gemsj  all  heav'n's  colleded  ftore ! 
"While  his  loofe  locks  defcend^  a  golden  iltowV. 
If  to  his  fteps  compared,  we  tardy  find 
The  Grecian  racers,  who  out-fbippM  the  wind: 
Fleet  to  the  glowing  race  behold  him  ftart ! 
His  qaick*ning  eyes  a  quivering  radiance  dart; 
And,  while  this  Isifk  noAurnal  flag  is  furl'd. 
Swift  into  life  and  motion  look  the  world* 
The  fun-flow'r  now  averts  her  blooming  cheek 
Froqi  weft,  to  view  his  eaftern  luftre  break. 
What  gay  creative  pow'r  his  prefence  brings ! 
Hills,  lawns,  lakes,  villages—the  face  of  things^ 
All  night  beneath  fucceffive  fhadows  mifs'd^ 
Inftant  begins  in  colours  to  exifl ! 
But  abfent  thefe  from  fons  of  riot  keep. 
Loft  in  impure  unmeditating  deep. 
T'  unlock  his  fence  the  new-ris'n  fwain  prepares> 
And  ere  forth-driv'n  recounts  his  fleecy  cares; 
When,  lo!  an  ambufli'd  wolf,  with  hunger  bold^ 
,  Springs  at  the  prey,  and  fierce  invades  the  foldi 
But  by  the  paftor  not  in  vain  defy'd. 
Like  our  arch-foe  by  fome  celeftial  guide. 

Spread  on  yon  rock  the  fca-calf  I  furvey; 
Bafk'd  in  the  fun  his  fkin  refledls  the  day : 
fle  fees  yon  towV-like  fhip  the  waves  divide^ 
And  flips  again  beneath  the  glaflTy  tide* 

The  wat'ry  herbs,  and  flirubs,  and  vines,  and  flow'rs. 
Rear  their  bent  heads,  o'ercharg'd  with  nightly  fliow'rs* 

Hail,  glorious  fun  1  to  whofe  attradive  fires. 
The  weakn'd  vegetative  life  afpires ! 
The  juices,  wrought  by  thy  direftive  force. 
Thro'  plants  and  trees  perform  their  genial  courfei 
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Extend  in  root*  with  bark  nnyielding  bind 
The  hearted  trunk,  or  weave  the  branching  find  ; 
Expand  in  leaves,  in  fiow'ry  bloflbois  (hoot. 
Bleed  in  rich  gams,  and  fwell  in  ripen'd  fruit. 
From  thee,  bright  univerfal  PowV,  began 
Inftinf^  in  brute,  and  gen'rous  love  in  man* 

TalkM  r  of  love?*— Yon  fwain,  with  am'rous  air. 
Soft  fwells  his  pipe  to  charm  the  rural  fair. 
She  milks  the  flocks;  then,  lift*ning  as  he  plays. 
Steals  in  the  running  brook  a  cbnfcious  gaze. 

The  tront,  that  deep  in  winter  ooz*d  remains, 
Up-fpringSy  and  funward  turns  it's  crimfon  ftains* 

The  tenants  of  the  warren,  vainly  chas*d,  .  ^ 

Now  lur'd  to  ambient  fields  for  green  repaft. 
Seek  their  fmall  van] ted  labyrinths  in  vain; 
Entangling  nets  betray  the  fkipping  train; 
Red  mafTacres  thro'  their  republick  fly. 
And  heaps  on  heaps  by  ruthlefs  fpaniels  die. 

The  filher,  who  the  lonely  beach  has  ftray'd. 
And  all  the  live-long  night  his  net-work  fpread^ 
Drags  in,  and  bears  the  loaded  fnare  away; 
Where  flonnce,  deceiv'd,  th*  expiring  finny  prey. 

Near  Neptune's  temple,  (Neptune's  now  no  more) 
Whofe  fUtue  plants  a  trident  on  the  (hore. 
In  fportive  riings  the  gen'rous  dolphins  wind. 
And  eye,  and  think  the  image  human-kind: 
Dear,  pleafing  friendihip !— -See !  the  pile  commanda 
The  vale,  and  grim  as  Superftiiion  Hands !      . 
Time's  hand  there  leaves  it's  print  of  mofly  green, 
With  hollows  carv'd  for  fnakes  and  birds  obfcene. 

O  Gibbs !  whofe  art  the  folemn  hne  can  raife, 
"Where  Ood  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praife; 
When  moulder'd  thus  the  column  falls  away. 
Like  fome  great  prince  majeftick  in  decay; 
When  Ignorance  and  Scorn  the  ground  fhall  tread. 
Where  Wifilom  tutor'd  and  Drvotion  pray'd; 

Mm  Whezt 
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Where  (hall  thy  ponq)ou«  work  bwr  wonder  MfUkf 
What,  bnt  Hit  Mtife  alone,  preferve  thy  niMie? 

The  fun  (hines  broken  thro'  yon  arch  that  )Mtri 
This  once  round  fabrick,  half-deprir'd  by  fnx^. 
Which  rofe  a  ftately  colonnade,  and  crowned 
Encircling  pillars,  now  nnfaithfiil  foond  ; 
In  fragments  thefe  the  ftlll  of  thofe  ferebode. 
Which  noddkig,  jaft  np-heaTe  ihm  crttmbling  1ob& 
High  on  yon  eohrinn,  which  has  batter''d  ftood. 
Like  fome  ftrippM  oak,   the  grandetkr  bf  tiie  waofl^ 
The  flork  inhabits  her  a&ial  nefl; 
By  her  are  liberty  and  peace  carefs'id ; 
She  flies  the  renins  ^t  own  defpotidc  kitfgs^ 
And  only  fpread^  o'er  free-bom  ftates  hier  wings* 
The  roof  is  now' the  daw's  or  raven's  hatfnt^ 
And  loathfome  teABJds  in  the  darkerithince  )pBMp 
Or  fnakes,  that  lurk  to  fnapthe  he^kls  fly» 
And  faced  bird,  that  6ft  conies  flutt'Mng  by. 

An  aquedttft  acrofs  yon  vale  is  laid^ 
It's  channel  thro'a  roin'd  arch  bctray'd; 
Whirl'd  down  a  HJtep,  it  flits  with  tortent-fbrcc^ 
Fla(he»  and  roars,  and  plows  a  devious  courie. 

AttraA^  ttifts  a  gbldto  doud  ctfiAih^ce, 
While  thro'  high-iolonr'd  air  HHfce  rays  intenfe*  • 
Betwixt  two  poiii^ts,  which  yon  fteep mountains  ftoWr^ 
Lies  a  imld  bay,  «t>  which  kind  bte«fces  Amf.        ■■"■' 
Benea^a^ve^o,"  arthM  for  calm  retreat. 
Leads  length'ning  in  the  rtk:k-«-4»e  this  Uy  &kU 

Heat  nev^  ^Vc'rs  h«*re,  bnt  coolhtsfs  reigns 

...  .   .     • 

O'er  zeph^fe,  kad  diftilfing  wat'ry  veins* 
Secluded  now  I  trace  th'  ihibii&ve  p^e> 
And  live  o'er  ISeftes^  of  many  a  backward  age^ 
Thro'  days,  months,  years,  thro*  time's  wholetottrie't  tMf 
And  prefent  ftand  where  tinie  itfe)f  begun^ 
Ye  mighty  dead!  bf  juft  diftinguifli'd  fame,  ^ 

Your  thottghtsi  ye  bright  inftrwftors !  -here Idsdm:: 

.  .  -  •  J 


Here  ancieat  knowledge  open«  natyrfr'a  Qninglt . 
Here  truths  hiftorick  give  tihe  hearts  of  kings  § 
Hence  co^LtemplaUoii  l^ama  white  kours  to£qd> 
And  labours  virtue  oo  th'  attentive  mind* 
O  lov'd  retreat  \  thy  joys  content  beftow* 
Nor  guilty  nor  fhame,  nor  iharp  repentance  know. 
What  the  fifth  Charles  long  aim'd  in  pow>  to  iee^ 
Thathappinefs  he  found  reierv'd  in  thee. 

Now  let  me  change  the  page — Here  Tolly  weeps* 
While  ia  death'«  icy  arms  his  Tullia  ileeps^ 
His  daughter  deorl— Itetir'd  I  fee  him  mourn^ 
By  all  the  frenzy  now  of  anguifh  torn. 
WU4  his  complaint  I  nor  fweeter  ibrrow'a  feaina 
When  Singer  for  Aloxb  loft  complains. 
Each  friend  condoles*  ezpoftulates,  reproveas 
More  than  a  fat)ier  raving  Tally  loves ; 
Or  Salluft  cenfures  thos  {—Unheeding  blam^ 
He  fchemes  a  temple  to  his  Tallia's  name. 
Thus  o*er  my  hermit  once  did  grief  prevail; 
Thus  rofe  Olympiads  tomb,  his  moving  tale. 
The  fighs,  uars,  frantick  darts,  that  baniih  reil. 
And  all  the  bnrfling  fbrrows  of  his  breafl. 

But,  hark !  a  Ciid4en  pow'r  attunes  tlvEi  jur ; .  ... 

4 

Th'  enchanting  found  enamour'd  breea^s  bear; 
Now  low»  now  high,  they  fink  or  lift  the  fong. 
Which  the  cave  ech9es  fweet,  and  fweet  the  creeks  prolong* 

I  liften*df  gaz'd;  when,  wond'rous  to  behold!  .  .. 

From  ocean  fteam'd  a  vapour  gathering  roll'd ; 
A  blue  round  fpot  on  the  mid-roof  it  came. 
Spread  broad,  and  r^den'd  into  dazzling  flame: 
FuU-orb'd  it  ihone^  and  dimm'd  the  fwimming  fight^ 
While  doublii^g  obje&s  danc'd  with  darkling  light. 
Amaz'd  I  fioodl — amaz'd  I  ftill  remain  1-— 
What  earthly  pow'r  this  wonder  can  explain? 
Gradual,  at  lc;;Bgtl{,  the  Juftre  di^s  awaj; 
My  eyes  reftor'd,  a  mgvt^  Jtfm.  f»^%X^ 

M  m  2  My 
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My  Hermit-fnend!  'Tis  he!—'  All  hsdl!*  he  cries; 
I  fee,  and  would  alleviate  thy  forprize. 
The  vahi(h*d  meteor  was  Heaven's  meflage  meant 
To  warn  thee  hence :  I  knew  the  high  intent. 
Hear,  then:  in  this  fequ-fterM  cave,  retired. 
Departed  faints  converfe  with  men  infpir'd« 
•Tis  facred  ground ;  nor  can  thy  mind  endure^ 
Yet  unprepar'd,  an  intercourfe  fo  pare. 
Quick  let  us  hence.-— And  now  extend  thy  views 
O'er  yonder  lawn,  there  find  the  heav*n  born  Mufe!     - 
Or  feek  her  where  (he  trails  her  tunefal  tale 
To  the  mid,  filent  wood,  or  vocal  vale; 
Where  trees  half  check  the  light  with  trembling  fliades» 
Clofe  in  deep  glooms,  or  open  clear  in  glades; 
Or  wher.^  farronnding  villas  far  defcend. 
The  landfcapj|Mrary'd  at  each  lefTning  end  ; 
She,  only  fhe,  can  mortal  thought  refine* 
And  r^fe  thy  voice  ta  viiitants  divine.* 


CANTO     V. 

"TTT  E  left  the  cave.     '  Be  fear,*  faid  I,  *  defy»d  t 
*  Virtue  (for  thou  art  virtue)  is  my  guide** 

By  time-worn  fteps  a  ftcep  afcent  we  gain, 
Whofe  fnmmit  yields  a  profpe^  o*er  the  plain ; 
There,  bench*d  with  turf,  an  oak  our  feat  extends^ 
Whofe  top  a  verdant  branched  pavilion  bends  ; 
Villas  with  leaves  diveriify  the  fcene. 
Some  pale,  fome  brown,  and  fome  of  lively  green. 

Now  from  the  full-grown  day  a  beamy  ftiow'r 
Gleams  on  the  lake,  and  gilds  each  glolTy  flow*r  ; 
Gay  infedU  fparkle  in  the  genial  blaze. 
Various  as  light,  and  countlefs  as  it's  rays ; 
They  dance  on  ev'ry  flream,  and  pidtur'd  play« 
Till  by  the  wat'ry  racer  (hatck'd  away* 


rfc 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  277 

Now  from  yon  range  of  roclcs  ftrong  rays  rebound^ 
IDoubling  the  day  on  flow'ry  plains  around ; 
Xing-cups  beneath  far-ftriking  colours  glance. 
Bright  as  th'  ethereal  glows  the  green  expanfe : 
Gems  of  the  field!— the  topaz  charms  the  fight. 
Like  thefe,  effulging  yellow  flreams  of  light; 
From  the  fame  rocks  fall  rills  with  foften'd  force. 
Meet  in  yon  mead^  and  well  a  river's  fource. 
Thro*  her  clear  channel  fhine  her  finny  flioals; 

•v. 

0%  fands  like  gold  the  liquid  chrydal  rolls. 

Dimm'd  in  yon  coarfer  moor^  her  charms  decay. 

And  (hape  thro'  ruftling  reeds  a  rufHed  way. 

Near  willows  fhort  and  bufhy  fhadows  throw; 

Now  loft,  (he  feems  thro'  nether  tracks  to  flow; 

Yet  at  yon  point  winds  out  in  filver  ftate,         ^ 

Like  Virtue  from  a  labyrinth  of  fate. 

In  length'ning  rows,  prone  from  the  monntaiiis,  ron 

The  flock^— their  fleeces  glift'ning  in  the  fun ; 

Her  ftrearos  they  feek,  and  'iwixt  her  neighboring  tree* 

Recline  in  various  attitudes  of  eafe; 

Where  the  herds  fip,  the  little  fcaly  fry. 

Swift  from  the  fhore,  in  fcatt'ring  myriads  fly. 

Each  liv'ri'rd  cloud  that  round  th'  horizon  glows. 
Shifts  in  odd  fcenes,  like  earth,  from  whence  it  rofe<: 
The  bee  hums  wanton  in  yon  jafmine  bow'r. 
And  circling  fettles,  and  defpoils  the  flow'r. 
Melodious  there  the  plumy  fongilers  meet. 
And  call  charm'd  Echo  from  her  arch'd  retreat. 
Neat-polifh'd  manfions  rife  in  profpedt  gay, 
Time-batter'd  tow'rs  frown  awful  in  decay; 
The  fun  plays  glitt'ring  on  the  rocks  and  fpires. 
And  ^e  lawn  lightens  with  relieved  fires. 

Here  Mirth  and  fancy's  wanton  train  advance, 

* 

And  to  light  meafures  turn  the  fwimming  dance ; 
Sweet,  flow-pac'd  Melancholy,  next  appears, 
Fompous  in  griefs  ^d  eloquent  of  tears. 

Here 
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Here  Mediution  ibiAes,  ia  azore  dreft'd, 

All  ftarr'd  with  gema;  a  fun  adorns  her  crcft: 

Religion,  to  whofe  lifted  raptur'd  eyet 

Seraphick  hofU  delcend  from  op'oing  ikies; 

Beauty,  who  fvrays  the  heart,  and  chanos  tke  fig|tj 

Whofe  tongue  it  mafick,  and  whofe  finile  ddi^t^ 

Whofe  brow  is  majefty,  whofe  bofom  peace« 

Who  bade  creation  be,  and  chaos  ceafe; 

Whofe  breath  perfumes  the  fpring,  whofe  eye  dime 

Kindled  the  fun,  and  gave  it's  light  to  (hine  ;  f 

Here,  in  thy  likenefs,  fair  Ophelia  *  feca. 

She  throws  kind  laftre  o'er  th'  enliven'd  greea* 

Next  her,  Defcription,  rob'd  in  various  huesj 

Invites  attention  from  the  peniive  Mufe : 

The  Mufe!^ihe  comes!  refin'd  the  Paffions  wait, 

And  Precept;  ever  winning,  wife,  and  great. 

The  Mufe !-— a  thoufand  fpirits  wing  the  air; 

(Once  men,  who  made,  like  her,  mankind  their  care) 

Enamour 'd,  round  her  prefs  th'infpiring  throng, 

And  fwell  to  extafy  her  folemn  fong. 

Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  grace  we  find^ 
Fair  Wortley's  angel-accent,  eyes,  and  mind; 
Whether  her  fight  the  dew-bright  dawn  furveys. 
The  noon's  dry  heat,  or  ev'ning's  temper'd  rays; 
The  hours  of  ftorm  or  calm,  the  gleby  ground. 
The  coral'd  fea,  gemm*d  rock,  or  fky  profound  | 
A  Raphael's  fancy  animates  each  line. 
Each  image  ftrikes  with  energy  divine : 
Bacon  and  Newton  in  her  thought  confpire; 
Nor  fweeter  than  her  voice  is  Han'Uel's  lyre. 

My  hermit  thus:  *  She  beckons  us  away; 
^  Oh !  let  us  fwift  the  high  bcheft  obey !' 

Now  thro*  a  lane,  which  mingling  tracks  have  aof&'d^ 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landfcape  lofl^ 

*  Mrs.  Oilfield.  '      - 

'■■■.-••■.       .  ..  ;:r.;^ 


BEAUTIES    OJP    POETRY.  ij^ 

Wc  rove.     The  warblers  Kvcly  tunes  cflay. 
The  lark  on  wingj  the  linnet  on  the  fpray. 
While  muiick  tre^mbles  in  their  fongful  throats. 
The  bullfinch  whiftles  foft  his  flate-Iike  notes; 
The  bolderblackbird  fwells  fonorons  lays. 
The  varying  thrufli  commands  a  tuneful  maze: 
Each  a  wild  length  of  melody  purfues. 
While  the  foft-m«rm'ring>  am'roiis  wood^dore  cooes* 
And  when  in  fpring  thafe  melting  mixtures  flow. 
The  cockow  fends  her  uniibn  of  woe. 

But  as  fmooth  leas  are  forrow'd  by 'a  ftorm ; 
As  tronbles  all  oar  tranquil  joys  deform : 
So,  loud  thro'  air,  unwelcome  noifes  fonnd. 
And  hanoony*)  at  once  in  diicord  drownM. 
From  yon  dafk  eyprefs  croaks  the  raven's  ay,. 
As  diflbnant  the  daw,  jay,  chattering  pie; 
The  dam'rous  crows  abandon'd  carnage  leek. 
And  the  harfli^owl  Airills  out  a  (harp'ning  fliriek« 

At  the  lane^s  end  a  high-lath'd  gate's  preferr'd. 
To  bar  the  trefpafs  of  a  vagrant  herd. 
Faft  by,  aitteagre  mendicant  we  find, 
Whofe  rullet  rags  hang  flutt'ring  in  the  wind : 
Years  bow  his  back,  «  ftafi^  fopports  his  tread. 
And  ibft  white  hairs  ihade  thin  his  palfy'd  head* 
Poor  wretch 4i^s  this  for  charity  his  haunt? 
He  meets  the  frequent  flight,  and  ruthlefs  taunt* 
Ott  iftaves  of  guilt  oft  fmiles  the  iquand'ring  peer« 
But  paffingi  knows  not  common  bounty  here. 
Vain  thing!  in  what  doft  thou  fuperior  fhine  ? 
Hb  our  firft  fire;  what  race  more  ancient  thine? 
Lefs  backward  traic'd,  he  may  his  lineage  draw 
From  men  whofe  influence  kept^he  world  in  awe  ; 

■ 

Whrie  worthlefs  fons,  like  thee,  perchance  conium'd 
Their  ample  flore,  their  line  to  want  was  dpom'd* 
So  thine  may  perifli  by  the  courfe  of  things. 
While  faisy  fixnn  beggars^  re-afcead  to  kings.  -  - 
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Now^  Lazar!  as  thy  hard  (hips  I  pernfe. 

On  my  own  ftate  inflru6led  woald  1  mnie. 

When  1  view  greatnrfs,  I  my  lot  lament; 

Compared  to  thee,  I  fnatch  fopreme  content: 

I  might  have  felt,  did  Heav*n  not  gracious  deal^ 

A  fate  which  I  mud  mourn  to  fee  thee  fisel. 

But  foft !  the  cripple  oar  approach  defcries. 

And  to  the  gate,  tho*  Weak,  ofiicious  hies. 

I  fpring  preventive,  and  unbar  the  way;  .   . 

Then,  turning,  with  a  fmile  of  pity,  fay. 
Here,  friend  ! — this  little  copper  alms  receive, 
Inftance  of  will,  without  the  powV  to  give. 
Hermit!  if  here  with  pity  we  refleS, 
How  mud  we  grieve  when  Learning  meets  negleftf    . 
When  godlike  fouls  endur'*  a  mean  reftraint;  ' 
When  gen'rous  will  is  curb'd  by  tyrant  want? 
He  truly  feels  what  to  diilrefs  belongs. 
Who  to  his  private  adds  a  people's  wrongs  ; 
Merit's  a  mark  at  which  difgrace  is  thrown^  . 
And  ev'ry  injur'd  virtue  is  his  own. 
buch  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endure^  . 
Vet  there  weep  wounds  they  are  deny'd  to  cure: 
Thus  rich  in  poverty;  thus  humbly  great; 
And,  tho'  deprefs'd,  fuperior  to  their  fate. 
Minions  in  pow'r,  and  mif.'rs  'mid  their  fiore. 
Are  mean  in  greatneA,  and  in  plenty  poor. 
What's  pow'r  or  wealth  ?  Were  they  not  form'd  for  aidf 
A  fpring  for  virtue,  and  from  wrongs  a  ihade? 
In  pow'r  we  favage  tyranny  behold. 
And  wily  av'rice  owns  polluted  gold. 
From  golden  fands  her  pride  could  Libya  raife. 
Could  ihe  who  fpreads  no  paflure  claim  our  praife? 
Loath'd  were  her  wealth,  where  rabid  monfters  breed. 
Where  ferpents,  pamper'd  on  her  venom,  feed. 
No  fhelt'ry  trees  invite  the  wand'rer's  eye. 
No  froiits,  no  grab,  no  gums,  iier  tracks  foppl/i 
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*  On  her  vaft  wilds  no  lovely  profpefts  rnui 
'  Bat  ail  lies  barren,  tho'  beneath  the  fun.' 
My  Hermit  thus,     *  I  know  thy  foul  believes, 

*  'Tis  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  that  virtue  grieves  ; 
«  Yet  oft  afflidion  purifies  the  mind, 

*  Kind  benefits  oft  flow  from  means  unkind. - 

*  Were  the  whole  known  that  we  uncouth  fuppofe 

*  Doubtlefs  would  beauteous  fymmetry  diiclofe. 
'  The  naked  cliff',  that  fingly  rough  remains, 

*  In  profpedl  dignifies  the  fertile  plains 

*  Lead-colonr'd  clouds,  in  fcatt'ring  fragments  feen, 
'  Shew,  tho'  in  broken  views,  the  blue  ferene. 

'  Severe  diflroiTes  induflry  infpire ; 

*  Thus  captives  oft  excelling  arts  acquire, 

*  And  boldly  flruggle  thro'  a  flate  of  fhame, 

*  To  life,  eafe,  plenty,  liberty,  and  fame. 

'  Sword-law  has  often  Europe's  balance  gain 'd, 

*  And  one  red  vidl'ry  years  of  peace  maintain'd. 

*  We  pafs  thro'  want  to  wealth;  thro*  difmal  flrife, 

*  To  calm  content;  thro'  death,  toendlefs  life. 

*  Libya  thou  nam'it — Let  A  Trick's  wailes  appear 
^*  Curs'd  by  thofe  heats  that  fruftify  the  year; 

*  Yet  the  fame  funs  her  orange-groves  befriend, 

*  Where  clufl'ring  globes  in  fhining  rows  depend. 

*  Here  when  £erce  beams  o'er  withering  plants  are  rollM, 

*  There  the  green  fruit  feems  ripen'd  into  gold. 

*  E'en  fcenes  that  ftrike  with  terrible  furprizc, 

*  Still  prove  a  God,  jufl,  merciful,  and  wife. 

^  Sad  wintry  blafls,  that  lfa*ip  the  autumn,  bring 

*  The  milder  beauties  of  a  flow'ry  fpring. 

*  Ye  fulph'rotts  fires!  in  jaggy  lightnings  break; 
^  Ye  thunders  rattle !  and  ye  nations  (hake ! 

*  Ye  Storms  of  riving  flame  the  foreft  tear ! 

*  Deep  crack  the  rocks!  rei^t  trees  be  whirPd'in.  air 

*  Reft  at  a  ftroke,  fome,  (lately  fane  we'll  mourn, 

'  Her  tombs  wido^fliatter'd,.iiiid  her  dead  up-torn.  "*  * 

-  N  n  «  Were 
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f  Were  noadoos  fpiritt  not  from  ctTenu  drawiit 
'  Rick'd  earth  would  foon  in  gnlphs  enormoat  jrtwn: 
«  Then  all  were  loft  !*-Or  ihould  we  floating  view 
'  The  baleful  cloudj  there  would  deftruAion  hiewi 
'  Plague,  Ferer,  Frenzy,  doTe-engend'riQg  He^ 
'  Till  thefe  red  raptures  clear  the  fully'd  iky.' 

Now  a  fidd  opens  to  enlarge  my  thonght^- 
In  parcell'd  trafts  to  various  ufes  wrought: 
Here  hardening  ripenefs  the  firft  blooms  behold^ 
There  the  laft  bloflbms  fpring-like  pride  unfold. 
Here  fwcUing  peas  on  leafy  flalks  are  feen, 
Mix'd  flowers  of  red  and  azure  fliine  between; 
Whofe  waring  beauties,  heightened  by  the  fun. 
In  colour'd  lanes  along  the  furrows  run. 
There  the  next  produce  of  a  genial  (how'r. 
The  bean  frefh-bloflbms  in  a  fpeckled  flow'r ; 
Whofe  morning  dews,  when  to  the  fun  reiign'd. 
With  undulating  Aveets  embalm  the  wind. 
Now  daify  plats  of  dorer  fquare  the  plain. 
And  part  the  bearded  from  the  beardlefs  grain* 
There  fibrous  flax  with  verdure  binds  the  field,  ^ 
Which  on  the  loom  fliall  art-fpun  labours  yield. 
The  mulb'rry,  in  fair  fummer-green  array'd. 
Full  in  the  midft  ftarts  up,  a  filky  fliade. 
For  human  tafte  the  rich-ftain'd  fruitage  bleeds  ; 
The  leaf  the  filk-emitting  reptile  feeds* 
As  fwans  their  down,  as  flocks  thdr  ^eeces  leave. 
Here  worms  for  man  their  gloAy  entrails  weave. 
Hence  to  adorn  the  fair  in  texture  gay,- 
Sprigs,  fruits,  and  flowers,  on  figurM  veftments  play : 
But  Induftry  prepares  them  oft  to  pleafe 
The  guilty  pride  of  vain  luxuriant  Eaft. 

Now  frequent  dufty  gales  ofTenfive  blow. 
And  o'er  my  fight  a  tranfient  blindnefi  throw. 
Windward  we  fliift.    Near  down  th'  ethereal  &tep 
The  lamp  of  day  hangs  hov'ring  o'er  the  deep. 
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Don  fluuies»  in  wackf  ihapes  up  ether  roU'd, 
Projed  long  fliaggy  poinu  deep-ting'd  mth  gold : 
Others  take  faint  th'  anripen'd  cherry's  dye, 
And  paint  amqfing  landfcapes  on  the  eye.  . 
There  blae*veil'd  yellow,  thro*  a  (ky  ferene. 
In  fuelling  mixture  forms  a  floating  green ; 
StreakM  thro*  white  clouds  a  hiild  vermilion  fliines. 
And  the  breeze  frefliens  as  the  heat  declines* 
'    Yon  crooked  funny  roads  change  rifmg  views 
From  brown  to.fandy-red  and  chalky  hues: 
One  mingled  fcene  another  quick  fucceeds; 
Men,  chariots,  teams,  yok*d  fteers,  and  prancing  fieeds; 
Which  climb,  defeend,  and,  as  ioud  whips  refonnd^ 
Stretch*  fweat,  and  fmoke,  along  unequal  ground. 
On  winding  Thames,  refleding  radiant  beams. 
When  boats,  ihips,  barges,  mark  the  roughened  ilreams. 
This  way  and  that  they  diff'rent  points  purine; 
So  mix  the  motions,  and  ib  fhifts  the  view. 
While  thus  we  throw  around  our  gladden'd  eyes. 
The  gifts  of  Heaven  in  gay  profuiion  rife; 
Trees  rich  with  gums  and  fruits;  with  jewels  rocks; 
Plains  with  flowers,  herbs,  and  plants,  and  beeves,  and  flocks; 
^fountains  with  mines;  with  oak  and  cedar  woods; 
Qjinrries  with  marble;  and  with  fifli  the  floods; 
(a  darkening  fpots,  *mid  fields  of  various  dyes. 
Tilth  new  manur'd,  or  naked  fidlow,  lies. 
Near  uplands  fertile  pride  endos'd  difplay^ 
The  green  grafs  yellowing  into  icentful  hay> 
And  thickfet  hedges  fence  the  fnll-ear'd  con^ 
And  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  thorn* 
Mark  in  yon  heath  oppos'd  thecultur'd  fcene. 
Wild  thyme^  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green ; 
The  native  flrawberry  red-rip'ning  grows. 
By  nettles  guarded  >  as  by  thorns  the  rofe: 
There  nightingales  in  uqprun'd  copfes  builds 
tn  Siaggy  furzei  lies  the  hare  cqnceai'd. 
_  N  n  »  'Twixt 
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*Twixt  ferns  and  thiftlcs  unfown  flowVs  amuie» 
And  form  a  lucid  chafe  of  various  hues« 
Many  half-gre>  with  dull ;  confus'd  they  lie,  ' 
^cent  the  rich  yeiir,  and  lead  the  wandering  eye. 

Contemplative, 'we  tread  the  flowVy  plain. 
The  Mufe  preceding  with  herhcav'nly  train: 
When,  lo!  the  Mendicant,  fo  late  behind. 
Strange  view!  now  journeying  in  our  front  we  find. 
And  yet  a  view  more  ftrange  our  heed  demands : 
Touch'd  by  the  Mufe's  wand,  transform*d  he  Hands. 
O'er  fkin  late  wrinkled  indant  beauty  fpreads; 
The  late-dimm'd  eye  a  vivid  luftre  (heds; 
Hairs,  oacc  fo  thin,  now  graceful  locks  decline; 
And  rags,  now  changed,  in  regal  veilntents  (hine.  ' 

The  Hermit  thus.     *  In  him  the  Bard  behold, 

*  Once  feen  by  midnight's  lamp  in  winter's  cold; 
'  The  Bard  whofe  want  fo  multiply'd  his  woes, 

*  He  funk  a  mortd,  and  a  fera ph  rofe. 

'  See  ! — where  thofe  (lately  yew-trees  darkling  groiv» 

*  And  waving  o*er  yon  graves,  brown  horrors  throw, 

*  Scornful  he  points — there,  o'er  his  facred  duft, 

<  Arife  the  fculptur'd  tumb  and  labour'd  bud,  '- 
«  Vain  pomp  1  beflow'd  by  olientatious  Pride,  ' 

*  Who  to  a  life  of  want  relief  denv'd.' 

But  thus  the  Bard.     '  Are  thefe  the  gifts  of  (late? 

*  Gifts  unreceiv'd! — Thcfc?  Ye  inj^en'rous  great! 
'  How  was  I  treated  whCn  in  life  forlorn? 

*  My  claim  your  pity,  but  my  lot  your  fcorn  ! 

*  Why  were  my  iludious'  hours  oppos'd  by  need  ? 

*  In  me  did  poverty  from  guilt  proceed? 
'  Did  f  contemporary  authors  wrong, 

'  And  deem  their  worth  but  as  they  priz'd  my  fong? 
'  Did  I  foothc  vice,  or  venal  flrokes  betray, 

*  In  the  low-purpos'd,  loud  polemick  fray? 

*  Did  e'er  my  verfe  immodeft  warmth  .contain  ? 

<  Or,  once  licentious,  iieav'niy  truths  profane?       ... 

•  ■  •   •  1  *  Never.— 
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"...And  yet  when  envy  funk  my  name, 
caird  my  fhadow'd  merit  into  fame? 
I,  undeferv'd,  a  prifon's  grate  I  faw, 

hand  redecm'd  me  from  the  wrefted  law? 
cloath'd  me  naked,  or  when  hungry  fed  ? 
crafh'd  the  living?  why  extoH'd  the  dead?-* 
>reign  languages  adopt  my  lays, 
liftant  nations  (hame  you  into  praife. 
(hould  unrelifh'd  wit  thefe  honours  caofe? 
m,  not  knowledge,  diflatcs  your  applauie : 
ink  you  thus  a  felf-renown  to  raife, 
oaingle  your  vain  glories  with  my  bays  ? 
urs  the  mould'ring  tomb  !  be  mine  the  lay 
•rtal  !**— Thus  he  fcoiFs  the  pomp  away. 

words  like  thefe  unlettered  pride  impeach^ 

meek  heart  he  turns  with  milder  fpeech* 
ow  a  feraph,  oft  he  deigns  to  wear 
:e  of  human  friendfhip,  oft  of  care; 
k  difgnis'd,  an  objedt  of  relief, 
I'd,  good  man,  long  exerc.is'd  in  grief; 
,  a  friendlefs  orphan  oft  to  roam, 
I  fome  kind,  fome  hofpi table  home; 
:e  UlyiTes,  a  low  lazar  Hand, 
ling  Pity's  eye  and  Bounty's  hand  ; 
;e  Ulyffes,  royal  aid  requeft, 
ing  from  court  to  court,  a  king  di(lre(s'd« 
arying  ihapes,  the  fceming  fon  of  woe 
e  cold  heart,  and  hearts  that  gen'rous  glow; 
)  the  Mofe  relates  each  lordly  name, 
^s  impartial  infamy,  and  fame* 
i  wheii  man,  in  mortal  date  deprefs'd, 
s  taught  virtue,  which  his  life  confefs'd^ 
r  forms  viiionary  fcenes  below, 
g  patience  in  the  heart  of  woe; 
e  1  that  foftens  ev'ry  fad  extreme, 
ib  thro*  dungcoR-glooms  a  chearfal  gleam, 

Diiarms 
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Di(ma%  Difezfc  of  pain,  mocks  Slander's  fting» 
And  ftrips  of  terrors  the  terrificic  king, 
'Gainft  Want,  a  foorer  foe,  it's  fuccour  1ends» 
And  fmiling  fees  th*  ingratitude  of  friends. 

Nor  are  thefe  u(ks  to  him  alone  confign'd^ 
Millions  invifible  befriend  mankind. 
When  wat'ry  ftroAnres,  feen  crofs  heav*n  t'  afeendt 
Arch  above  arch  in  radiant  order -bend ; 
Fancy  beholds,  adown  each  glitt'ring  fide« 
Myiiads  of  miflionary  feraphs  glide ; 
She  fees  good  angels  genial  iliow'rs  beftow 
From  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 
TKey  fmile  upon  the  Twain  ;  he  views  the  prize. 
Then  grateful  bendi  to  blefs  the  bounteous  (kies. 
Some  winds  collect,  and  fend  propitious  gales 
Oft  where  Britannia's  navy  fpreads  her  fails; 
There  ever  wafting,  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Uneqnaird  glory  in  her  fov'reign's  name. 
Some  teach  young  zephyrs  vernal  fweets  to  bear^ 
And  float  the  balmy  health  on  ambient  air; 
2^ephyrs  that  oft,  where  lovers  liil*ning  lie. 
Along  the  grove  in  melting  muiick  die ; 
And  in  lone  caves  to  minds  poetick  roll 
Seraphick  whifpers  that  abllradl  the  fouU 
Some  range  the  colours  as  they  parted  fly. 
Clear  pointed  to  the  philofophick  eye  ; 
The  flaming  red,  that  pains  the  dwelling  gaze  | 
The  ftainlefs  lightfome  yellow's  gilding  rays; 
The  clouded  oiange,  that  betwixt  them  glows. 
And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  luflre  owes; 
AlUchearing  green,  that  gives  the  fpring  it*s  dye. 
The  bright,  tranfparent  blue,  that  robes  the  iky ; 
And  indico,  which  fhaded  light  difplays; 
And  violet,  which  in  the  view  decays: 
I^arental  hues,  whence  others  all  proceed. 
An  ever-mingling,  changeful,  countlefs  breed  f 

Unravel] 
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UnravellM,  variegated,  lines  of  light. 
When  blended,  dazzling  in  promifcuoos  white* 
Oft  thro'  thefe  bows  departed  fpirits  range. 
New  to  the  ikies,  admiring  at  their  change  $ 
Each  imind  a  void,  as  when  firft  bom  to  earth. 
Behold  a  fecond  blank  in  fecond  birth ; 
Then,  as  yon  feraph-bard  frara'd  hearts  below. 
Each  fees  him  here  tranfcendent  knowledge  (how. 
New  faints  he  tators  into  truth  refin'd. 
And  tunes  to  rapt'rons  love  the  new-fbrm'd  nund* 
He  fwells  the  lyre,  whofe  loud  melodious  lays 
Call  high  hofannas  from  the  voice  of  praife ; 
Tho*  one  bad  age  fach  poefy  could  wrong. 
Now  worlds  around  retentive  roll  the  fong  ; 
Now  God's  high  thxone  the  full-voic'd  raptures  gam# 
CeleiUal  hofts  returning  drain  for  ftrain. 

Thus  he,  who  once  knew  want  without  relief^ 
See^joys  refulting  from  well^fuPring  grief. 
Hark !  while  we  talk,  a  diflant  patt'ring  rain 
Refounds  '.-—See !  up  the  broad  ethereal  plsdn 
Shoots  the  bright  bow ! — The  feraph  flits  away;  1 

The  Mufe,  the  Graces,  from  our  view  decay. 

Behind  yon  weftern  hill  the  globe  of  light 
Drops  fudden,  faftpurfu'd  by  (hades  of  night. 

Yon  graves  from  winter-fcenes  to  mind  recall 
Rebellion's  council,  and  rebellion's  fall. 
What  fiends,  in  fulph'rous,  car-like  clouds  up«flewi 
What  midnight  treafon  glar'd  beneath  their  view: 
And  now  the  traitors  rear  their  Babel-fchemes, 
Big,  and  more  big,  itupendoas  mifchief  feems  ; 
But  Jnftice,  rouz'd,  fuperior  (Irength  employs. 
Their  fcheme  wide  (hatters,  and  their  hope  dtfiUDySk 
Difcord  (he  wills  ;  the  miilile  ruin  flies : 
Sudden^  unnatural  debates  ari(e ; 
Doubt,  mutual  jealoufy,  and  dumb  difguft. 
Dark-hinted  mutt'iings,  and  avow'd  diflruftt 
^  To 
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To  fecrct  farment  is  each  heart  refign'd; 

Saipicion  hovers  in  each  clouded  mind  ; 

They  jar,  acctts'd  accufe,  revil'd  revile. 

And  wrath  to  wrath  oppofe,  and  guile  to  guile. 

Wrangling  they  part»  themfelves  themfelves  betray  ; 

Each  dire  device  flarts  naked  into  day  i 

They  feel  confufion  in  the  van  with  fear ; 

They  feel  ihc  king  of  terrors  in  the  rear. 

Of  thefe  were  three  by  different  motives  fir'd. 
Ambition  one»  and  one  Revenge  infpir'd : 
The  third,  O  Mammon !  was  thy  meaner  flave  ; 
Thou  idol  feldom  of  the  great  and  brave* 

Florio,  whofe  life  was  one  continued  feaft. 
His  wealth  dimini(h*d)  and  his  debts  increased. 
Vain  pomp  and  equipage  his  low  defires» 
Who  ne'er  to  intelledtual  blifs  aipires; 
He,  to  repdr  by  vice  what  vice  has  broke^ 
Durft  with  bold  treafons  Judgment's  rod  provoke. 
His  ftrcngth  of  mind,  by  lux*ry  half  diUblv'd, 
III  brooks  the  woe  where  deep  he  (lands  involv'd  : 
He  weeps,  flamps  wild,  and  to  and  fro  now  flies ; 
Now  wrings  his  hands,  and  fends  unmanly  cries; 
Arraigns  his  judge,  affirms  unjud  he  bleeds. 
And  now  recants,  and  now  for  mercy  pleads ; 
Now  blames  aflbciates,  raves  with  inward  flrife. 
Upbraids  himfelf,  then  thinks  alone  on  life. 
He  rolls  red  fwelling  tearful  eyes  around. 
Sore  fmites  his  bread,  and  iinks  upon  the  ground : 
He  wails,  he  quite  defponds,  convulfive  lies. 
Shrinks  from  the  fancy'd  axe,  and  thipks  he  dies ; 
Revives,  with  hope  inquires,  ftops  fbort  with  fear. 
Entreats  e'en  flatt'ry,  nor  the  worft  will  hear; 
The  worll,  alas!  his  doom. — What  friend  replies? 
Each  fpeaks  with  (baking  head  and  downcaft  eyes* 
One  (ilence  breaks,  then  paufes,  drops  a  tear. 
Nor  hope  affords,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear; 
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id  friendfbip  part  referves  unknown 
IVing  in  his  keeper's  farly  tone, 
:k  thro*  and  thro',  in  ghaftlyftare 
nsfix'd,  the  ftatue  of  Defpair; 
B  life  nor  aught  of  death  he  knows, 
returns,  and  brings  return  of  woes :  ' 

ftorm  of  grief  in  gufhing  ftreamsj 
-collefled  in  himfelf  he  fcems, 
•c'd  fmile  retires  ;  his  latent  thought 
,  as  the  prifon's  difmal  vault, 
nfelf  at  variance  ever  wild, 
Heav'n  how  Hands  he  reconcii'd  f 
al  oriCbns  ariie ; 
?fts  the  juftice  of  the  fkies. 
juilt,  for  fentenc'd  life  he  moans  $ 
lugh-clanking  to  difcordant  groans^ 
b-grating,  heavy-creaking  doors, 
ngwalls^  and  hollo w-ringilSg  floors; 
more  diifonant,  far,  far  lefs  kind, 
,  one  chaos  of  the  mind, 
itigu'd  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies  ; 
leep  weighs  down  th'  unwilling  eycip 
appears,  no  damps  annoy, 
eeds,  and  all  transforms  to  joy, 
s  their  glitt'ring  ftores  difplay; 
ues,  and  Rapine  leads  the  way. 
what  gems !— he  ilrains  to  feize  the  prijlftl 
his  touch  diffolv'd,  a  cloud  it  flies ! 
cries—*  And  muft  I  wake  to  weep? 
:urh  I  return,  deluiive  flcep  I* 
but  liberty  no  more-^Unkind, 
i-glooms  hang  heavy  on  his  mind* 
ire  heard,  and  howling  dsemons  call^ 
portals  feem  unhing'd  to  fall; 
^ith  fudden  claps,  a  dreadful  din ! 
kes,/lorms>  and  all  is  hell  witlui|#  ^ 
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His  genius  flics— Reflefts  he  now  on  prayer? 
Alas',  bad  fpirits  turn  thofe  thoughts  to  air. 
What  (hall  he  next?  What,  ftraight  relinqoiih  breath. 
To  bar  a  publick,  juil,  tho'  ihameful  death? 
Rafh,  horrid  thought!  yet,  now  afraid  to  live,  • 
Murd'rous  he  ilrikes — May  Hcav'n  the  deed  forgive f 

Why  had  he  thus  faife  fpirit  to  rebel. 
And  why  not  fortitude  to  fufFer  well? 
Were  his  fuccefs,  how  terrible  the  blow ! 
And  it  recoils  on  him  eternal  woe. 
Ilcav'n  this  affli^ion,  then,  for  mercy  meant. 
That  a  good  end  might  clofc  a  life  miipent. 

Where  no  kind  lips  the  hallow 'd  dirge  refound. 
Far  from  the  compafs  of  yon  facred  ground: 
Full  in  the  centre  of  three  meeting  ways, 
Scak'd  thro'  he  lies — Warn'd  let  the  wicked  gaze. 

Near  yonder  fane,  where  Mis'ry  fleeps  in  peace, 
Whofe  fpire  faft-leflens  as  thcfe  fhades  increafe. 
Left  to  the  north,  whence  oft-brewM  tempefts  roll, 
(Tempefts,  dire  emblems,  CofnK)t  of  thy  foul;) 
There  mark  that  Cofmo,  much  for  guile  renown'dl 
His  grave,  by  unbid  plants  of  poifon  crown'd. 
When  out  of  pow'r,  thro'  him  the  publick  g6od. 
So  ftrong  his  fatlious  tribe,  fufpended  ftood: 
In  pow'r,  vindidlive  aftions  were  his  aim. 
And  patriots  perifh'd  by  th'  ungen'rous  flame. 
If  the  bell  caufe  he  in  the  fenate  chofe,     ' 
E'en  right  in  him  from  Tome  wrong  motive  rofc. 
The  bad  he  loath'd,  and  would  the  weak  defpife. 
Yet  courted  for  dark  ends,  and  flvunn'd  the  wife. 
When  ill  his  purpofe,  eloquent  his  drain; 
His  malice  had  a  look  and  voice  humane. 
His  fmile,  the  fignal  of  fome  vile  intent, 
A  private  poniard  or  empoifon'd  fcent: 
Proud,  yet  to  popular  applaufe  a  flavr, 
^o  friend  he  honoured,  and  no  foe  forgave. 
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boons  unfrequent,  or  unjuft  to  need; 
;  hire  of  guilt,  of  infamy  the  meed  : 

if  they  chanced  on  learned  worth  to  fal!« 
mty  in  him  was  often tation  alL 

true  benevolence  his  thought  fublimes, 

noblefl  adions  are  illuflrious  crimes, 
e  parts,  which  virtue  might  have  rank'd  with  fame, 
lance  his  guilt,  and  magnify  his  (hame. 
ten  parts  and  probity  in  man  combine, 
Wifdom's  eye  how  charming  muft  he  (hine ! 
:  him,  lefs  happy,  truth  at  leall  impart, 
d  what  he  wants  in  genius  bear  in  heart, 
[^^ofmo,  as  death  draws  nigh,  no  more  conceals 
at  florm  of  pafiion  which  his  nature  feels: 

feels  much  fear,  more  anger,  and  tnoft  pride; 
t  pride  and  anger  make  all  fear  fubfide* 
untlefs  he  meets  at  length  untimely  fate, 
iefp'rate  fpirit  I  rather  fierce  than  great : 
rkling  he  glides  along  the  dreary  coaft, 
fullen,  wand'ring,  felf-tormenting  ghofl. 
Where  veiny  marble  dignifies  the  ground, 
ith  emblem  fair  in  fculptare  rifing  round, 
ft  where  a  crofling  lengthening  aide  we  find, 
U  eaft,  whence  God  returns  to  judge  mankind,  j        < 

ace-lov'd  Horatio  ileeps,  a  mind  elate ! 
imented  (hade !  ambition  was  thy  fate. 
*cn  angels,  wondering,  oft  his  worth  furvey'd  ; 
Behold  a  man  like  one  of  us !'  they  faid. 
^raight  heard  the  Furies,  and  with  enyy  glar'd, 
nd  to  precipitate  his  fall  prepared, 
irft  Av'rice  came.     In  vain  Self'. love  fhe  prefs'dj 
he  poor  he  pity'd  ilill,  and  ftill  redrefs'd : 
earning  was  his,  and  knowledge  to  commend; 
If  arts  a  patron,  and  of  want  a  friend. 
fext  came  Revenge:  but  her  efTay  how  vain ! 
[ot  hate  nor  envy  in  his  heart  remain. 

O  o  a  '      ^^ 
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No  previous  malice  could  his  mind  enga|;6^ 

Malice,  the  mother  of  vindidive  Rage.  i 

No— from  his  life  his  foes  might  learn  to  live; 

He  held  it  (lill  a  triumph  to  forgive. 

At  length  Ambition  org'd  his  country's  weal^ 

Afluming  the  fair  look  of  Pablick  Zeal ; 

Still  vfi  his  breaft  fo  gen'rous  glowed  the  flame^  J 

The  vice,  when  there,  a  virtue  half  became. 

His  pitying  eye  faw.  millions  in  diftrefs ; 

He  deem*d  it  god  ike  to  have  pow'r  to  blefs :  } 

Thus»  when  unguarded,  treafon  flain'd  him  o'ef^  I 

And  virtue  and  content  were  then  no  more, 
fidt.when  to  death  by  ng'rous  Juflice  doom'd^ 

Hit  gertuint  fpirit  faint-like  date  refam'd; 

Oft  from  fqft  penitence  difiillM  a  tear,  ) 

Oft  hope  id  heavenly  mercy  lightened  fear; 

0(^  would  a  drop  from  ftruggling  nature  fall«  ''4 

And  then  l  fmile  of  patience  brighten  all  I 

Me  feeks  in  Heav'n  a  friend,  nor  feeks  in  Vai.|t  j 

His  guardian  angel  fwift  defcends  again^ 

Atid  refolution  thus  befpeaks  a  miud 

Not  fd)rning  life,  yet  all  to  death  relign*d.  "*♦ 

Ve  chains !  fit  only  to  reftrain  the  will 
Of  common,  dcfp'rate  veterans  in  ill; 
Tho'  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declare, 
t)id  e*er  my  rifing  fool  your  preiTure  wear? 
No ! — free  ^s  Liberty,  and  quick  as  light. 
To  worlds  remote  ftie  takes  unbounded  flighty 
Ye  dungecyi.  glopms !  that  dim  corporeal  eyes^ 
Could  ye  once  blot  her  profpeft  of  the  ikies? 
No!— froiyi  her  clearer  fight  ye  fled  away. 
Like  Error,  pierc*d  by  Truth's  refiftlefs  ray. 
Ye  walls !   that  witnefs  my  repentant  moap^ 
Ye  echoes  !  that  to  midnight  forrows  groan  } 
Do  I,  in  wratl^  to  ypu  pf  fate  complain, 

Ot  ottcc  betray  fear's  moll  inglorious  J)iitt  ?  . 
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f  No!— Hail,  twice  Hail,  then,  ignominiotis  death! 
'  Behold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breatH  I 
^  Par  greater,  better  far— aye,  far  indeed !— *, 

*  Like  me  have  fufFer'd,  and  like  me  will  bleed# 

•  ApplUi^s,  patriarchs,  prophets,  martyrs,  all 

^  Lifce  rte  once  fell,  nor  murmur'd  at  their  fall. 
'  Shall  I,  whofe  days,  at  beft,  no  ill  defign'd ; 

*  Whofe  virtue  fhone  ttot,  tho'  I  lov'd  mankind; 
f  Shall  I,  now  guilty  wretch !  (hall  I  repine  I 

^  AH»  no!  . to  j uflice  let  me  life  refign. 

*  CJuicki  as  a  friend,  would  I  embrace  my  foe! 

f  He  taught  me  patience,  who  firft  taught  me  woet 

But  friei^ds  are  foes,  they  render  woe  feverej 

For  nie  they  wail,  frotn  me  extort  the  tear. 

Not  thofe,  yet  abfent,  millive  griefs,  controul; 

Thefe  periods  weep,  thdfe  rave,  and  thefe  condole* 

At  entrance  flirieks  a  friend,  with  pale  furpritc; 

Another  panting,  proftrate,  fpeechlefs  Iie« : 
^  One  gripes  my  hand,  one  fobs  upon  my  breaft;* 
'  Ahl   who  can  bear?-*— it  ihocks,  it  murders  rcfl! 

•  Artd  is  it  yours,  alas !  my  friends,  to  feel? 

♦  And  is  it  mine  to  comfort,  mine  to  heal  ? 

*  Is  mine  the  patience,  yours  the  bofom  ftrife? 

«  Ah!  w6uld  rafh  love  lure  back  my  thoughts  to  life? 

•  Adieu!  dear,  dang'rous  mourners!  fwift  depart! 

*  Ah,  fly  me;  fly! — I  tear  ye  from  ttiy  heart! 

'  Ye  faints !  whom  fears  of  death  could  ne'er  controalj 

•  In  my  lad  hour  compofe,  fupport  my  foul; 

*  See  my  blood  wafli  repented  fin  away ; 

♦  Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day !' 

With  words. Hke  thefe  the  deiftin'd  hero  dies,  ' 
While  angels  waft  his  foul  to  happier  flues. 

piftindiion  now  gives  way ;  yet  on  we  talk, 
l^ull  darknefs  deep'ning  o'er  the  formlefs  walk^ 
Night  treads  not  with  light  ftep  the  dewy  gale, 
h^  l>right  diflejidd  h^r  ftar«<imbt'oider'd  yeUi 
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Her  leaden  feet  inclement  damps  difHU 
Clouds  (hat  her  face,  black  winds  her  veftare  £!!• 
An  earth-born  meteor  lights  the  fable  ikies; 
Eaftward  it  (hoots,  and,  fank,  forgotten  dies: 
So  Pride,  that  rofe  from  dull  to  gnilty  powV, 
Glares  out  in  vain  ;  fo  duft  (hall  Pride  devour* 

Fiihers,  who  yonder  brink  by  torches  gsln. 
With  teethfal  tridents  (trike  the  fcaly  train; 
Like  fnakes  in  eagles  claws,  in  vain  they  ftrive. 
When  heav'd  aloft,  and  qaiv'ring  yet  alive. 

While  here,  methought,  our  time  in  conveHe  paft»    ' 
The  moon  clouds  mufBed,  and  the  night  wore  fad* 
At  prowling  wolves  was  heard  the  maftiPs  bay» 
And  the  wam'd  mafter^s  arms  forbade  the  prey  : 
Thus  treafon  fteals,  the  patriot  thus  de(cries; 
Forth  fprings  the  monarch,  and  the  mifchief  flies. 

Pale  glow-worms  glimmered  thro*  the  depth  of  nighti 
Scattering,  like  hope,  thro'  fear,  a  doubtful  light : 
Lone  Philomela  tun'd  the  (ilent  grove. 
With  penfive  pleafure  liilen'd  wakeful  Love : 
Half-dreaming  Fancy  form'd  an  angel's  tongue. 
And  Pain  forgot  to  groan,  fo  fweet  (he  fung. 
The  Night-crone,  with  the  melody  alarm'd; 
Now  paus'd,  now  liilen'd,  and  a  while  wascharm'd; 
But,  like  the  man  whofe  fre(|uent  dubbora  will 
Refills  what  kind  feraphick  founds  indil. 
Her  heart  the  love-infpiring  voice  repelPd, 
Her  bread  with  agitating  mifchief  fwell'd; 
Which  clos'd  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  dedroy 
The  tuneful  life  that  charms  with  virtuous  joy. 

Now  fail  we  meafure  back  the  tracklefs  way; 
No  friendly  ftars  direflive  beams  difplay  : 
But  lo! — a  thoufand  lights  ihoot  inftant  rays  5 
Yon  kindling  rock  refledls  the  ilartling  blaze. 
I  (land  aftoniih'd.     Thus  the  Hermit  cries : 
^  Fear  not^  but  liilen  with  enlarged  furprize ; 
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Still  mull  thefe  hours  our  mutual  converfe  claim j 
And  ceafe  to  echo  flill  Olympiads  name; 
Grots,  riv'lcts,  groves.  Olympiads  name  forget, 
Olympia  now  no  fighing  winds  repeat. 
Can  I  be  mortal,  and  thofe  hours  no  more; 
Thofe  amorous  hours  that  plaintive  echoes  bore? 
Am  I  the  fame  ?  Ah,  no !— -Behold  a  mind 
Unruffled,  firm,  exalted,  and  refinM ! 
Late  months,  that  made  the  vernal  feafon  gay. 
Saw  my  health  languifh  off  in  pale  decay:      |^ 
No  racking  pain  yet  gave  difeafe  a  date. 
No  fad  prefageful  thought  preluded  fate. 
Yet  number'd  were  my  days— My  deftin'd  end 
Near,  and  more  near— Nay,  ev'ry  fear  fuipend  ?— 
I  pafs'd  a  weary,  liug'ring,  fleeplefs  night; 
Then  rofe,  to  walk  in  morning's  earlieft  light : 
But  few  my  fleps— a  faint  and  chearlefs  few ! 
Refreihment  from  my  flagging  fpirits  flew. 
When,  lo !  retir'd  beneath  a  cyprefs  (hade. 
My  limbs  upon  a  flow'ry  bank  I  laid; 
Soon,  by  foft-creeping  murm'ring  winds  composM, 
A  flumber  prefs'd  my  languid  eyes— they  clos'd!— -^ 
But  clos'd  not  long — methought  Olympia  fpoke; 
Thrice  loud  (he  call'd,  and  thrice  the  flumber  broke. 
I  wak'd.     Forth-gliding  from  a  neighboring  wood. 
Full  in  my  view  the  fliadowy  charmer  flood. 
Rapt'rous  I  fl;arted  up  to  clafp  the  fliade; 
But  ftagger'd,  fell,  and  found  my  vitals  fade: 
A  mantling  chilnefs  o'er  my  bofom  fpread. 
As  if  that  inflant  number'd  with  the  dead. 
Her  voice  now  font  a  far  imperfedl  found. 
When  in  a  fwimming  trance  my  pangs  were  drown'd. 
'  Still  farther  off  flie  call'd— With  foft  furprize 
^  I  turn'd— but  void  of  flrength,  and  aid  to  rife; 
'  Short,  fliorter,  fliorter  yet,  my  breath  I  drew,  V 

*  Then  up  my  flraggling  foul  unburd^nM  flew ! 

'  Thai 
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^  TfiQs  from  a  iUte  where  fin  and  grief  abide, 
t  Heav'n  fummonM  me  to  mercy— thus  I  dy'dl* 

He  faid.     Th'  aftonifliment  with  which  I  Autg 
Like  bolted  ice,  runs  (hiv'ring  thro'  my  heart. 
*  Art  thou  not  mortal,  then?'  I  cry'd«     But,  la! 
His  raimeat  lightens,  and  his  features  glow  1 
In  (hady  ringlets  falls  'a  length  of  hair ; 
Embloom'd  his  afpe^  fhines,  enlarged  his  air : 
Mild  from  his  eyes  enlivening  glories  beam. 
Mild  on  his  lyow  fits  majefty  fupreme. 
Bright  plumes  of  ev'ry  dye,  that  round  him  flow, 
Vcft,  robe,  and  wings,  in  vary'd  luilre  fliow* 
He  looks,  and  forward  iteps  with  mien  divine; 
A  grace  celellial  gives  him  all  to  ihine. 
He  fpeaks — Nature  is  raviih'd  at  the  found. 
The  foreils  piove»  and  ftreatns  Hand  lifl'ning  round! 

Thus  he.     '  As  incorruption  I  aiTum'd, 
'  As  infant  in  immortal  youth  I  bloom*d  ! 

*  Renew*d,  and  chang'd,  I  felt  my  vital  fprings, 

*  With  difPrent  lights  difcern'd  the  form  of  things; 

*  To  earth  my  paflions  fell  like  mills  away, 

*  And  rcafon  open'd  in  eternal  day. 

*  Swifter  than  thought  from  world  to  world  I  flew, 
«  Celeftial  knowledge  ihone  in  every  view. 

*  My  fopd  was  truth— -what  tranfport  could  I  miis^ 
'  My  profpedt  all  infinitude  of  blifs? 

*  Olympia  met  me  firft ;  and,  fmiling  gay, 

*  Onward  to. Mercy  led  the  fhining  way; 
'  As  far  tranfcendent  to  her  wonted  air, 

*  As  her  dear  wonted  felf  to  many  a  fair ! 

^  In  voice  and  form,  beauty  more  beauteous  ihows, 
'  And  harmony  ililh  more  harmonious  grows. 
'  She  points  out  fouls  who  taught  me  Friendship's  charms; 
'  They  ga^e,  they  glow,  they  fpring  into  my  arms ! 
'  \yell  pleas'd,  high  ance/lors  my  view  cbmmand^ 
Patrons,  at^ patriots  all;  ii  glorious  band! 
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Horatio^, toa,  by  well-born  fatfe  refin'd. 
Shone  out^  white-robM  v(rith  faints>  a  fpotlefs  siilidl 
What  once  below  ambition  madi;  Jiim  flniTs^ 
Hdmilicy  here  gain'd,  a  life  of  blifs  ! 
Tho'  late,  let  >iinner5,  then,  from  fin  depart ; 
Hcav'n  nfever  yet  defpis'd  the  contrite  heart. 
Laft  fhone,  with  fweet  exalted  luflre  grac'd. 
The  feraph-bard,  in  higheft  order  plac'd  I 
Seers,  lovers,  legiflators,  prelates,  kings> 
All  rapturM  liften,  as  he  raptured  fing3  i 
Sweetne{s  and  flrength  his  look  and  lays  eriiploy» 
Greet  fmiles.  with  fmilcs^  and  ev*ry  joy  with  joy^ 
Charmful  he  rofe.;  his  ever-charmful  tongue 
Joy  to  our  fecond  hymeneals  fung  ■: 
Still  as  we  pafs'd,  the  bright  celciliai  throng 
HaiPd  Qs  in  ibcial  love>  and  heav'nly  fong^ 
'  Of  that  no  more !  my  deathlefs  friendihip  fee ! 
I  come  an  angel  to  the  Mufe  and  thee. 
Thefe  lights  that  vibrate,  and  promifciroas  fhinet 
Are  emanations  all  of  forms  divine^ 
And  here  the  Mufe,  tho'  melted  from  thy  gaze. 
Stands  ^mong  fpirits,  minglihg  rays  with  raytv 
If  thou  wouldil  peace  attain,  my  words  attend^ 
The  laft  fond  words  of  thy  departed  friend  I 
True  joy's  a  feraph,  that  to  heav'n  afpires; 
Unhurt,  it  triumphs  mid  ft  celeftial  choirs : 
Bat  ihould  no  cares  a  mortal  ftate  moleft. 
Life  were  a  ftate  of  ignorance  at  beft. 
*  Know,  then,  if  ills  oblige  thee  to  retire, 
Thofe  ills  folemnity  of  thought  iftfpire. 
Did  not  the  foul  abroad  for  objefls  roam> 
Whence  could  ftie  learn  to  call  ideas  home  ? 
Juftly  to  know  thyfelf,  perufe  mankind j 
To  know  thy  God^  paint  nature  on  thy  mind: 
Without  fuch  fcience  of  the  worldly  fcenc, 
What  is  retirement  ?— Empty  pride,  or  fplcen ; 

P  p  «  But 
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Nor  groves,  ncr  chry&zl  fheams,  nor  verdant  field» 
Can  wonted  pleafure  in  her  abfence  yield. 

AMARVLLIS. 

Alexis  abfent,  all  the  peniive  day. 
In  fome  obfcuxe  retreat  I  lonely  ftray ; 
All  day  to  the  repeating  caves  complain^ 
In  mournful  accents  and  a  dpng  ftrain. 
'  Dear,  lovely  youth !'  I  cry  to  all  around  : 
'  Dear,  lovely  youth !'  the  fiatt'ring  vales  re(band« 

SYLVIA. 

On  flow'ry  banks,  by  ev'iy  murm'rtng  ftream, 
Aminu  is  my  Mufe's  fofteft  theme  : 
'Tis  ihe  that  does  my  artful  notes  refine. 
And  with  her  name  my  nobleft  verfc  fhall  ihine* 

AMARYLLIS. 

I'll  twine  frefh  garlands  fbr  Alexis'  brow8> 
And  confecratc  to  him  my  fofteft  vows : 
The  charming  youth  (hall  my  Apollo  prove. 
Adorn  my  fongs,  auid  tune  my  voice  to  love. 


THE    DREAM. 

BY    AARON    HILL,    £S(^ 

SLow-rifmg  night  had  her  black  flag  unfarl'd. 
And  fpread  her  footy  mantle  o*er  the  world; 
The  waning  n^oon  ihed^pale,  a  fickly  light. 
And  liars  fcarce  twinkled  to  th' enquiring  itght. 
Half  the  loil  earth,  by  darknefs  over-run. 
Wept    in  cold  dews,  the  abfence  of  the  fun. 
The  waves  were  bufh'd,  the  winds  forgot  to  roar. 
And  (lor 111 s^  detachM  in  breezes,  cours'd  the  ihore* 
The  mix'd  creation  was  involved  in  flccp ; 
^iihes  roird,  flumb'ring,  thro'  the  Magnate  deep: 


Beafts, 
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B^afis^  birdsj  and  ferpents,  various  bedspoflefs'd; 

Some  in  thick  woods,  fome  in  dark  caverns  reft. 

Antipathies  in  common  ileep  took  part ; 

Care  cursM  not  Thought,  and  Woe  forgot  to  finart* 

Immerg'd  in  reft  my  drowzy  (enfes  lay. 

And  death's  proud  image  pradtis'd  on  my  day. 

Pat  while^  difdainful  of  the  mean  controul. 

No  dull  defires  invade  my  wakeful  fool ; 

Adtive  th'  infpirer,  (kilful  to  purfue. 

Thro'  the  wild  tracks  of  mazy  ihem'ry  flew  ; 

7bere,  fcatter'd  images  to  union  brought. 

And  form'd  this  wond'rous  vifion  to  my  thought* 

I  found  myfelf,  at  dead  of  deepeft  night, 
Chear'd  by  no  glimm'rin'g  fpark  of  remnant  light; 
Xx>ck'd,  in  that  ancient  venerable  .pile 
Which  holds  her  facred  duft  who  lately  blefs'd  our  ifle  ; 
Afcending  damps  the  gloomy  concave  fought^ 
And  hung,  imprifpn'd,  to  th'  impervious  vault : 
While  j^y  fliod  feet  trac'd  fwift  the  duiky  round, 
lloarfe  echoes  multiply'd  the  trampling  found  ; 
The  fvyeating  ^nes  diftill'd  a  noifome  dew. 
And  earthly  fcents  my  death-fed  noftrils  drew. 
Cold  frofts  of  fear  pierc'd  keen  thro'  ev'ry  part. 
And  fhiv'npg  agues  fliook  my  ice-bound  heart. 
A  hollow  wind/  from  whiftling  murmurs,  bore 
It's  gath'ring  din  more  high,  and  ftrove  to  roar; 
The  Uttered  trophies  fann'd  the  prifon'd  air. 
And  chill  amazement  ftiften'd  up  my  hair. 

While  fix'd  I  ftood,  intent  on  rumblings  near» 
And  diftant  groans  alarm'd  my  aching  ear. 
Sudden  the  temple  (hone  with  rufhing  light. 
And  new-born  terrors  overwhelmed  my  fight. 
Ghofts,  from  the  loos'ning  pavement  rais'd  their  head« 
And  yawning  graves  difclofe  their  fhrouded  dead. 
Shot  up  in  ftreams,  a  mift  of  fpirits  rife, 

A'  n^prxui)g  exhalations  ftreak  the  ikies« 

SouL 
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Soul-freezing  horror  tingled  through  my  bloody 
And  curdling  fear  bound  hard  the  vital  flood. 
Unbending  nerves  the^-  dying  vigour  loft. 
And  drooping  life  fcarce  held  her  dang'rons  pofb* 
Large  drops  of  fweat  from  every  finger  ihed. 
And  the  whole  frame  of  nature  (hook  with  dxifltd- 

From  the  eafl  end,  where  moiild'ring  moB^rciu  Ij#« 
And  worms^  luxuriant,  feaft  on  royalty ; 
Where  each  proud  tomb  fome  duft  of  princee  boifti^ 
There  marches  out  a  troop  of  fov'reign  ghofts : 
Each  in  his  fhadowy  hand  a  fceptre  brings, 
Th'  acknowledg'd  mark  of  pow'r  in  living  kings. 
X  glitt'ring  diadem  each  forehead  wore ; 
Their  robe^  trail'd  loofe,  and  fwept  the  honoured  floof !  - 
With  (low  and  (lately  ftride  the  monarchs  tread> 
And  tw^ry  meaner  fpirit  bows  it's  head. 
Iii  fbremofb  rank«  as  lateft  known  to  hmt. 
The  gravc-brow*d  ghoft  of  awful  Anna  came  ; 
Calm  and  ferene,  the  (ilent  walks  they  trace» 
And  halt,  regardful,  at  each  folemn  place : 
Vi(it  each  tomb  ;  and,  in  myflerious  date. 
Hail  the  dry  remnants  of  the  walled  great. 

This  pomp  of  death  thus  wore  half-night  awfy. 
And  came  at  length  where  Denmark's  body  lay: 
There  Anna  (laid,  and  looking  careful  round. 
With  (liadowy  fceptre  touch'd  the  confcious  ground. 

*  'Tis  (Irange/  (he  figh'd,  *  that  he  whom  mci^b  I  hlt(i*d, 

*  Has  never  thank'd  me  (ince  I  came  to  reft(* 
The  willing  ghoft  his  marbly  fetters  broke^ 

And  rofe  up  (lowly  at  the  powerful  ftroke : 
An  air  of  forrow  bent  his  ferious  head. 
His  eyes  fome  feemiug  tears  reludUnt  (bed. 
With  folded  arms,  and  difcontented  look. 
Thrice  bow'jd  he  gently,  and  thus  faintly  fpofce. 

•  Hail,  happy  (hade!  reft  here,  unforc'd  to  rttgn, 
^  Nor  toil  to  fave  a  ftubhorn  land  in  vain  s 
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*  How  did  juft  pity  fweeten  thy  controul ! 

*  Howdidft'thoa  ftrain  thy  virtue-propping  foul! 

*  How  didftthou  wifh  th^  unfinifh'd  courfe  to  run! 

*  And  a£t  in  will,  what  pow*r  has  left  undone ! 

^  For  this,  fince  death,  detraftion  wounds  thy  fame, 

*  And  infolent  reproach  corrodes  thy  name. 

*  Ungrateful  people !  unrepenting  ftate  ! 

*  Haft  thou,  O  queen!  deferv'd  th* ungentle  fate?' 

He  ceasM:  each  lift'ning  monarch  (hook  his  head. 
While  (he,  to  whom  he  fpokc,  thus  anfwering,  faid, 

*  O,  Denmark !  wonder  not  at  ills  like  thofe ; 

*  Angels,  if  crtwn'd  in  England,  would  have  foes! 

*  Defert  like  mine,  with  living  glories  paid, 

*  Can  fear  na  fcandal,  when  become  a  fhade. 

*  If  aught's  left  wanting  to  my  people's  pray*r, 

*  Mourn  not  th'  unfinifh'd  progrefs  of  my  care. 

*  When  princes  fome  wifh'd  good  in  vain  purfue, 

*  By  them  not  done,  'tis  left  for  Heav'n  to  do. 

*  Let  us  in  peace  enjoy  our  filent  bed; 

*  Truth  always  triumphs  when  fhe  fervee  the  dead.' 
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BY    MRS.    LENNOX. 

XT^E  lovely  maids!  whofe  yet  unpraftis'd  hearts 
"*     Ne'er  felt  the  force  of  love's  refiftlefs  darts ; 
Who  juftly  fet  a  value  on  your  charms, 
Pow'r  all  your  wi(h,  but  beauty  all  your  arms; 
Who  o'er  mankind  wou'd  fain  exert  your  fway. 
And  teach  the  lordly  tyrant  to  obey; 
Attend  my  rules,  to  you  alone  addrefs'd. 
Deep  let  them  fink  in  every  female  breaft; 
The  queen  of  love  herfelf  my  bofom  fires, 
Ainfts  my  numbers,  and  my  thoughts  infpires : 
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Me  fhe  inftru£led  in  each  fecret  art. 
That  firft  fubdues,  and  then  enflaves  the  heart ; 
The  figh  that  heaves  by  Health,  the  ftarting  tear. 
The  melting  languiih,  the  obliging  fear; 
Half-uiter'd  wiihes,  broken,  kind  replies. 
And  all  the  filent  eloquence  of  eyes; 
To  teach  the  fair  by  various  wiles  to  move 
The  foften'd  foul,  and  bend  the  heart  to  love. 
Proud  of  iier  charms,  and  confcious  of  her  face. 
The  haughty  beauty  calls  forth  tv*ry  grace; 
With  fierce  defiance  throws  the  killing  dart ; 
By  force  fhe  wins,  by  force  fhe  keeps  the  heart. 
The  witty  fair  a  nobler  game  purfues. 
Aims  at  the  head,  but  the  rapt  foul  fubdnes. 
The  languid  nymph  enAaves  with  fofter  art> 
With  fweet  negled  fhe  fteals  into  the  heart; 
Slowly  fhe  moves  her  fwimming  eyes  around. 
Conceals  her  fhaft,  but  meditates  the  wound : 
Her  gentle  languifhments  the  gazers  move. 
Her  voice  is  mufic,  and  her  looks  are  love. 
To  few  tho'  Nature  may  thcfc  gifts  impart. 
What  fhe  witholds  the  wife  can  win  from  art  ^ 
Then  let  your  airs  be  fuited  to  your  face. 
Nor  to  a  languifh  tack  a  fprightly  grace. 
The  fhort  round  face,  briik  eyes,  and  auburn  hair, 
Muft  fmiling  joy  in  every  motion  wear ; 
The  quick  unfettled  glance  muft  deal  around. 
Hide  all  defign,  and  feem  by  chance  to  wound. 
Dark  rolling  eyes  a  languifh  may  afiume; 
Thefe  the  foft  looks  and  melting  airs  become : 
The  penfive  head  upon  the  hand  reclin'd. 
As  if  fome  fweet  diforder  fill'd  the  mind ; 
Let  the  heav'd  breafl  a  flruggling  fl^h  refirain^ 
And  feem  to  flop  the  falling  tear  with  pain. 
The  youth,  who  all  the  foft  diflrefs  believes. 
Soon  wants  the  kind  compafiion  which  he  gives. 
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Biit  beauty,  wit;  and  youth,  may  fbmetimes  fail; 

Nor  always  o*cr  the  ftubborn  foul  prevail : 

Then  let  the  fair-one  have  recourfe  to  art$ 

Who  <;annot  ftorm,  may  undermine  the  heart. 

Firft  form  your  artful  looks  with  ftudious  care^ 

From  mild  to  grave,  from  tender  to  fevere. 

Oft  on  the  carelefs  youth  your  glances  darti 

A  tender  meaning  let  each  glance  impart. 

Whene'er  he  meets  your  looks,  with  modeft  pride 

And  foft  coilfufion,  turn  your  eyes  a£de. 

Let  a  foft  figh  fteal  oiit,  as  if  6y  chance; 

Then  cautious  ttirn,  and  ftdal  another  glance. 

Caught  by  thefe  arts,  with  pride  and  hope  elate; 

The  deftin'd  vidtiin  rufhes  on  his  fate : 

Pleas'd,  his  imagined  viiflory  puffues. 

And  the  kind  maid  with  foft  attention  Views; 

Contemplates  now  her  fhape,  her  air,  her  face; 

And  thinks  each  feature  wears  an  added  grace  t 

Till  gtatitude,  which  firil  his  Dofom  pi;oves. 

By  flow  degrees  fublim'd,  at  length  he  loves; 

'Tis  harder  flill  to  fix  than  gain  a  heart ; 

What'^  Won  by  beauty,  inuft  be  kept  by  art* 

Too  kiiid  a  treatnient  the  blefl  loter  cloys. 

And  oft  defpair  the  growing  flame  deftroys  ; 

Sometimes  with  imiies  receive  him,  fome times  tears; 

And  wifely  balatice  both  his  hopes  and  fears; 

Perhaps  he  mourns  his  ill-requited  pains; 

Condehihs  your  fway,  and  Urines  to  break  kis  chtiAS  t 

Sehaves  as  if  he  now  your  fcorn  defy*d; 

And  thinks  at  leaft  he  fhall  alarm  your  pride : 

3ut  with^  indiiference  view  the  feeming  change; 

And  let  your  eyes  to  feek  new  .eonquefls  range  i 

While  his  torn  breaft  with  jealous  fury  bums,  ' 

He  hopes,  defpairs,  adores;  and  hates  by  turns  i 

With  anguilK  now  repents  the  weak  deceit. 

And  powetfttl  paflion  bears  hini  to  your  feet. 

Q:q  Strive 
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Strive  not  tlie  jealous  lover  to  perplex, 
111  fuit  fufpicions  with  that  haughty  fex  ; 
Raihly  they  indgc,  and  always  think  the  worft# 
And  l9ve  is  often  banifh^d  by  diftruft. 
To  thefe  an  open>  free  behaviour^  wear ; 
Avoid  difguife,  and  Teem,  at  leaft,  fincere  f 
.  Whene'er  yon  meet,  affe£l  a  glad  furprize. 
And  give  a  melting  foftnefs  to  your  eyes  ; 
By  fome  unguarded  word  your  love  reveal. 
And  anxioufly  the  riiing  blulh  conceal. 
By  arts  like  thefe  the  jealous  you  deceive/ 
Then  moft  deluded  when  they  moft  believe* 
But  while  in  all  you  feek  to  raife  defire. 
Beware  the  fatal  paffion  you  infpire : 
Each  foft  intrudipg  wifh  in  time  reprove. 
And  guard  againft  the  fweet  invader.  Love. 
Not  for  the  tender  wire  thefe  rules  defignM, 
Who  in  their  faces  (how  their  yielding  mind  ; 
Whofe  eyes  a  Yiative  languilhment  can  wear; 
Whofe  fmiles'are  artlefs,  and  whofe  blulh  finceie? 
But  for  the  nymph  who  liberty  can  prize. 
And  vindicate  the  triumph  of  her  eyes ; 
Who  o'er  mankind  a  haughty  rule  maintains, 
Whofe  wit  can  manage  what  her  beauty  gainSr 
Such',  hy  thefe  arts,  their  empire  may  improve  ; 
And,  unfubdu'd,  controul  the  world  by  love* 
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THE    ARTIFICIAL    FAMINE. 

AN     EAST-INDIAN     ECLOGUE. 
BY    JOHN    SCOTT,    ESQj. 

'  /^  Guardian  Genius  of  this  facred  wave! 

V^    «  O  fave  thy  "fons,  if  thine  the  power  to  fave  \* 
So  Serim  fpoke,  as  fad  on  Ganges'  ihore 
fie  fat,  his  country's  miferies  to  deplore— 
^  O  guardian  genius  of  this  facred  wave ! 
'  O  fave  thy  fohs,  if  thine  the  power  to  fave ! 

•  From  Agra's  tow'fs  to  Muxadabat's  walls, 
'  On  thee  for  aid  the  fufFering  Hindoo  calls : 

^  Europe's  fell  race  controul  the  wide  domain, 
^  Engrofs  the  harveft,  and  eqflave  the  fwain. 
'  Why  rife  thefe  cumb'rous  piles  along  thy  tide? 
^  They  hold  the  plenty  to  our  prayers  denied ! 
'  Guards  at  their  gates  perpetual  watch  maintain, 

•  Where  Wantin  anguiih  craves  relief  in  vain. 

^'  Bring  gold,  bring  gems,"  th'infatiate  plunderers  cryj 
**  Who  hoards  his  wealth,  by  Hunger's  rage  (hall  die.*' 
-  •  Ye  fiends !  ye've  ravifh'd  all  our  little  ftore ; 

*  Ye  fee  we  perifh,  yet  ye  afk  for  more ! 

*  Go  ye  yourfelves,  and  fearch  for  gold  the  mine ; 

•  Go,  dive  where  pearls  beneath  the  ocean  fhine ! 

*  What  right  have  ye  to  plague  our  peaceful  land  ? 

•  No  ihips  of  ours  e'e^  fought  your  weftern  ilrand: 

♦  Ne'er  from  your  fields  we  fnatch'd  their  crops  away, 
^  Nor  made  your  dAPghters  or  your  fons.  our  Pf^y* 
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Not  e'en  in  thought  we  quit  oor  native  place  i 
A  calqi,  contented,  inoflenfive  race ! 
By  avarice  led,  ye  range  rcoioteft  climesy 
And  every  nation  execrates  yoor  crimes ! 
'  When  Timur's  honfe  renown *d,  in  Delhi  reign*d^ 
Diftre(s  affiftaoce  nnimplor'd  obtain'd : 
When  Famine  o'er  th'  afflided  region  frown'd* 
And  Sicknefs  langoiih'don  the  barren  ground^ 
Th'  imperial  granaries  wide  difplay'd  their  doot^^ 
And  ihips  proyiiion  brought  from  diftant  ihoret  | 
The  laden  camels  croaded  Kurah*s  vales. 
From  Colgon's  cliffs  they  hail'd  the  coming  (kilt* 
Bnt  ye !— e*en  now,  while  fav'ring  feafons  fmile. 
And  the  rich  glebe  wQuld  recomp^nfe  oar  toil* 
Dearth  and  Difeafe  to  you  ^lone  we  oive^ 
Ye  caufe  the  mifchief,  ai|d  enjoy  the  woe ! 
'  This  beauteous  clime,  but  late,  what  plenty  blefs'd! 
What  days  of  pleafure,  and  what  nights  of  reft !    , 
From  Gola's  ftreets,  fam'd  mart  of  fragrant  grain ! 
Trade's  chearful  voice  refounded  o'er  the  plain; 
There  now  fad  Sijen^e  liflens  to  the  waves 
That  bre^k  in  murmurs  ro|ind  the  rocky  caves. 
Sweet  were  tlfe  fongs  o'er  Jumal's  level  borne* 
While  bnfy  thoqfands  tl^rong'd  to  plant  the  com|| 
Now  tenfold  tax  (he  farmer  forc'd  to  yield* 
Oefpairf,  and  leaves  ni^occupi^  the  field* 
Sweet  ypffre  th^  fongs  q{  Bwdw^n's  mulberry  groyei 
While  the  rich  iilk  the  r^pid  fhuttle  wove; 
Now  from  the  loom  our  coftly  vefiments  torn* 
Th'  infi^ltii^g  robbers,  nieaneft  ilaves*  adoni* 
In  Malda^s  fhad^^s,  pp  Pi^n^a's  palmy  plaii|| 
T^  haplefs  artifts^  org'd  (0  toil  in  vain^ 
Quit  their  fad  homes,  and  mourn  along  the  land^ 
A  pepfive*  pallid*  ielf-difabled  band ! 
The  year  revolves— -''  Bring  choiceft  fruits  and  flowers! 
i\  Spread  wide  the  board  in  confecrated  bowers ; 
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^*  Bring  joy,  bring  fport^  the  fong,  the  dance,  prepare! 
^'  *Tis  Drugah's  feafi»  and  all  oar  friends  moft  ihare  V^ 
^  The  year  revolves—nor  fraita >  nor  flowers  are  feen^ 
P  Nor  feftive  board  in  bowers  of  holy  green; 
F  Nor  joy»  nor  fport,  nor  dance,  nor  tuneful  flrain: 
^  *Tis  Drugah's  feaft— but  grief  and  terror  reign* 
/  Yet  there,  ingrate !  oft  welcome  guefts  ye  came, 
f  And  talk'd  of  Honour's  laws  and  Friendfhip's  flame., 

'  The  year  revolves — and  Bifhcn*s  fall  invites 

On  Ganges'  marge  to  pay  the  folemn  rites; 

All,  boons  of  Biflien,  great  Preferver,  crave  ; 

All  in  the  facred  flood  their  bodies  lave : 

No  more,  alas  !--»the  multitude  no  more 

Bathe  in  the  tide,  or  kneel  upon  the  fhore ; 

No  more  from  towns  and  villages  they  throng. 

Wide  o'er  the  fields,  the  publick  paths  along ; 

Sad  on  oar  ways,  by  human  foot  unworn, 

Stall^s  the  dim  form  of  Solitude  forlorn !-— > 

From  Ava's  mountains  Morn's  bright  eyes  furvey 

Fair  Ganges'  ftreams  in  many  a  winding  flray : 

There  fleecy  flocks  on  many  an  iiland  feed  i 

There  herds  unnumber'd  pafture  many  a  mead;  ' 

(While  noxious  herbs  our  lafl  refource  fopply. 

And,  dearth  efcaping,  by  difeafe  we  die) 
'/  Take  thefe,''  ye  cry,  **  nor  more  for  food  complain; 
^  Take  thefe,  and  flay  like  us,  and  riot  on  the  flain  !'* 

Ah,  no!   our  law  the  crime  abhorr'd  withflands  ; 

We  die— but  blood  ihall  ne'er  pollute  our  hands* 
f  O  guardian  genius  of  this  facred  wave  I 
f  Save,  fave  thy  fons,  if  thine  the  power  to  fave !' 

So  Serim  fpoke — while,  by  the  moon's  pale  beam^ 
The  frequent  corfe  came  floating  down  the  flream. 
He  figh'd !  and  riiing,  turn'd  his  fleps  to  rove 
Where  wav'd  o'er  Nizim's  vale  the  coco-grove  ; 
There,  'midfl  fcorch'd  ruins,  one  lone  roof  remain'd. 
And  one  forlorn  inhabitant  contain'd* 

The 
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'  For  as,  each  painfal  tranfmigrttion  o*er^ 

*  Sweet  fields  receive  ns  to  refign  no  more; 

^  Where  Safety's  fence  for  ever  roond  at  growf , 

*  And  Peace,  fiur  flower>  with  bloom  unfading  blows; 
'  Light's  fun,  unfetting,  fhines  with  chearing  beam; 

'  And  Pleafure's  river  rolls  it's  golden  flream !' 
Enrapt  he  fpoke— then  c^as'd  the  lofty  ftrain> 
And  Orel's  rocks  retarn'd  the  (bund  again. 
A  Britifh  ruffian,  near  in  ambuih  laid, 
Rufh'd  fudden  from  the  cane-ifle's  fecret  fhade; 
'  Go  to  thy  godsl*  with  rage  infernal  cried. 
And  headlong  plung'd  the  haplefs  fage  into  the  fbaming^tidii 
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TO   THE    MEMORY    OF    AN    VKFOltTUNATB    LAfir.' 

BY     MR.    POPE. 

WHAT  beck'ning  ghoft  along  the  moon-light  fliade 
Invites  my  Heps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  f 
'Tis  (he !-— *bat  why  that  bleeding  bofom  gor'd  f 
Why  dimly  gleams  the  vifionary  fword  ? 
Oh !  ever  beauteous,  ever  friendly !  tell^ 
Is  it  in  Heav'n  a  crime  to  love  too  well  ? 
To  bear  too  tender  or  too  firm  a  heart. 
To  ad  a  lover's  or  a  Roman's  part? 
Js  there  no  bright  reveriion  in  the  iky 
For  thofe  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  di6? 

Why  bade  ye  elfe,  ye  pow'rs !  her  foul  afpiref 
Above  the  vulgar  flight  of  low  defire? 
Ambition  firft  fprung  from  your  blefs'd  abodes^ 
The  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods ; 
Thence  to  their  images  on  earth  it  Hows, 
And  in  the  breafts  of  kings  and  heroes  gIow8# 
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'oil  fouls^  'tis  trae,  biit  p^p  out  oncer  an  age^  •     :      i 

all  fullcripriforiers  in  !^i^  Ippdy'scagej   ,..,„' 
im  lights  of  life,  that  hum  a  length  of  y/caf  ^  ^  .  ' 
felefs,  unfeen^  a$  bmp^  in  fcpulchres :      ..,:,...  . 

ike  ealierh  kings,  a  lazy  (l^tc  they  keep,  . 

nd;  clofe  confin'dto  their.^wn  jpalace,  deep*      ,     -    . 

From  thefe,  perhaps,  (ere  Natvire  bade  hei-.die) 

•'.       ,   ...I..     ..... 

Uc  fnatch'd  her  early  tp  tl^e  pitying  .$y.  • 

s  into  air  the  purer  fpif its  .40W9 

nd  fep'rate  frgm  their, kindred  dregs.  beloWj     ^    . 

>  flew  the  foul  to  it's  congenial  place^ 

or  left  one  virtue  to  redeem  her  race. 

But  thou,  falfe  guardian  of  a  charge  too  gooci; 
'hoa  mean  defertet*  of  thy  brother's  Ij^lood ! 
e^  on  thefe  riiby  Ups  the  trembling  breath, 
^hefe  cheeks  novr  fading  a.t  th^  blaft  pf  dea^^ ;       ' 
'Old  is  that  brea^^vhich  warm'd  the  world  •b.efoiv; 
^nd  thbfe  iove«darting  eyes  ms^^toWjiiQ  more*   ,     ,, 
Thus^  if  Eternal  Judice  rules  the  ball, 
^hos  (hall  your  wives  and  thus  yopr  child;;ett  fyjll 
Jn  all  the  line  a  fudden.y^iigeance  waits,     -    - 
^d  fi-equeht  hearjjei  fliall  beilege  y^r  ^es;  .  , 
''here  palTengers  (hfdi  iUn^d,  an.d  pointing,  fay# 
While  the  long  fpn'r^js  blacken  all  the  way)    ^  ., 

Lo!  thefe  were 'they  whoie  fnUls  the  Furies  Aeel'd^ 

And  curs'd  with  hearts  unknowing  how  to  yiel4^ 
Thus,  nhlamen ted,  pafs  the  prptid  away  ;     - 
The  jg^ze  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  day! 
0  perifli  all  whofe  brefUl  ne'er  learnM  to  gloif 
or  others  good,  oi*  jniieJiC  .at  others  woe. 

What  can  atone,  (Oh,  ever-injur'd  (hade !) 
Iiyfate  unpity'd,  and  thy  rites  unpaid? 
To  friend's  complaint,  no  kind  domeflick  tear^ 
leiLs'd  thy  pale  ghoft,  or  grac'd  thy  mournful  bief; 
f  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd, 
J  fereago  hamds  thy  decent  limbs  composed; 
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By  fordgn  hands  thy  humble  grtre  adorn'<f» 
By  ftrtDgers  honour'd,  and  by  ftrangen  iwrani'dt 
What  tho'  no  friends  in  (able  weeds  appeal^. 
Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year. 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe 
To  midnight  dtfnces  and  the  pttblick  (how ! ' 
What  tho*  no  weeping  loves  thy  a(hek  grace^ 
Nor  poli(h'd  marble  emulate  thy  hctl 
What  tho'  no  facred  earth  allow  thee  room. 
Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  thy  tombf 
Yet  fhall  thy  grave  with  rifing  flowers  be  diefs'd. 
And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breafl : 
There  ihall  the  morn  her  earlieft  tears  beftow. 
There  the  firft  rofes  of  the  year  (hall  blow; 
While  angels  with  their  filver  wings  o'er(hade 
The  ground,  flow  facred  by  thy  relicks  made* 

So  peaceful  reils,  without  a  (tone,  a  name 
That  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and  fame. 
How  lov'd,  how  honoured  once,  avails  thee  not; 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot : 
A  heap  of  duft  alone  remains  of  thee  ; 
'Tis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  (hall  be ! 

Poets  themfelves  muft  fall  like  thofe  they  fung^ 
Deaf  the  praisM  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue; 
E'en  he  whofe  foul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays. 
Shall  (hortly  want  the  gen'rous  tear  he  pays ; 
Then  from  his  clofing  eyes  thy  form  (hall  part. 
And  the  laft  pang  fhall  tear  thee  from  his  heart; 
Life's  idle  bus'nefs  at  one  gafp  be  o'er. 
The  Mufe  forgot,  and  thou  belov'd  no  morel 
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THE    CASTLE    OF    INDOLENCE. 

AN  ALLEGORICAL   POEM. 
IN    TWO    CANTOS. 

BY    MR.    JAMES    THOMSON. 

The  Caftle  hight  of  Indolence, 
And  it*s  falfe  iuxuryj 
Where  for  a  little  time,  alat ! 
We  livM  right  joUUy. 

CANTO    I. 

O  Mortal  man !  who  livefl  here  by  toil,     . 
Do  not  complain  of  this  thy  hard  eUate; 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  muft  ever  moil. 

Is  a  fad  fentence  of  an  ancient  date : 
And  ccrtes  there  is  for  it  reafon  great ; 

For  tbo'  fometimes  it  makes  thee  weep  and  waij,  < 
And  curfe  thy  ftar,  and  early  drudge  and  late,  . 
Withouten  that  would  comfi  an  heavyer  bale, 
Loofe  life,  unruly  paffions,  and  difeafes  pale. 

In  lowly  dale,  fail  by  a  river's  fide. 

With  woody  hill  o*er  hill  encompafs'd  round, 
A  mod  enchanting  wizard  did  abide. 

Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  no  where  found. 
It  was,  I  ween,  a  lovely  fpot  of  ground; 

And  there  a  feafon  atween  June  and  May^ 
llalf  prank'd  withfpring,  with  fummer  half  imbrown'd, 

A  liillefs  climate  made;  where,  fpoth  to  fay. 
No  living  wight  could  wo^k^  ne  c;a.red  e'en  for  play* 

Was  nought  around  but  images  of  reft,- 

Sleep-foothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between, 

And  flow'ry  beds  that  flumbrous  influence  keft 
from  poppies  breath'd^  and  beds  of  pleafant  green, 

R  r  2  Where 
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Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  feen. 

Mean-time  annumberM  glitt'ring  ftreamlets  play'd^ 
Ahd  haHed  et'i^-where  their  waters  flieen» 

That  as  they  bicker'd  thro'  the  faaiiy  glade, 
Tho'  reftlefs  ftill  themfelves,  s^  lulling  muj:mqr  made 

Join'd  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills 

Were  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale. 
And  flocks  loud-bleating  from  the  diftant  hills, 

i^nd  vacant  ihepherds  piping  in  the  dide; 
And  now  and  then  fweet  Philomel  would  wail. 

Or  ftock-dovcs  plain  amii  the  foreft  deep. 
That  drowzy  rullled  to  the  iighing  gale ; 

And  ftill  a  coil  the  graihopper  did  keep : 
Yet  all  thefe  founds  yblent  inclined  ill  to  i)eep. 

Full  in  the  pafTage  of  the  vale>  above^ 

A  fable,  filent,  folemn  foreft  ftood. 
Where  nought  bpt  ihadowy  forms  were  ieen  to  ittotl^, 

Asldiefs  fancy 'd  in  her  dreaming  mood  ; 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  fide,  a  wood 

Of  blackening  pines,  aye  waving  to  and  Kt>, 
Sent  forth  a  fleepy  horror  thro'  the  blood: 

And  where  this  valley  winded  out  below. 
The  murmuring  main  was  heard,  and  fcarcely  heard,  to  Aof  < 

A  pleaiing  land  of  drowzy-head  it  was. 

Of  dreams  ^at  wave  before  the  half-fhut  eye. 
And  of  gay  cailles  in  the  clouds  that  pafs. 

For  ever  flushing  round  a  fnmmer-iky ; 
There  eke  the  foft  Delights,  that  witchin  jly 

Inftil  a  wanton  fweetnefs  thro'  the  breaft. 
And  the  calm  Pleafures  always  hover'd  nigh; 

fi  ut  whatever  fmack'd  of  noyanpe  or  unrei^ 
Was  far,  far  off  cxpcll'd,  from  this  delicioas  neft. 

.  1 
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The  land  fcape  fuch,  infpiritig  perC?^  eafe*  .; 

Where  Indolfencc  (fbr,fo  the  maardkiglkt)  .  .  ■•  • 

plofe-hid  his  CaiUe  mkl  embowering  trees. 

That  half  ftut  out  the  beams  of  Phqibus  brighr* 
And  madb  a  kind  of  checquer'd  ddy  and  nigh^;   . 

Mean-while,  unceafing,  ^t  the  mafTy  gat^y 
^eneath  a  fplacioijs  palm,  the  wicke4  wight 

Was  plac'd>  and  jtohi^  lute  of  crtiql  late 
And  labour  harfjli  complain'd*  lamenting,  man's  i^Uf    .  .  * 

.-.»•■       •  . 

Thither  continual  pilgrims  crouded  ftill; 

From  all  the  roads  of  earth  that  pafs  there  byt.  .  .    t  ' 
For  as  they  chaunc'd  to  breathe  on. neighbouring  hill| .  >  r  ' 

The  freftinefs  of  this  vallejr  imbte  their  «yc,  ,       :   . ;  - 
^nd  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  niigh ;    >  .1.  > 

Till  cluftering  round,  th'  enchanter  falfe  they  hung, 
y molten  wi^  his  Syren  melody; 

While  o'er  th'  ^nfieeblulg  k^.  hia  Jiatid  he  Aung^ 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  thefb  tempting  Teries  fuA^ 

■    -  ■«    » 

f  Behold  !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  earth,  behold. I 

'  See  all  but  man  with  unearn'd  pleafure  gay; 
f  See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold, 

*  Broke  f?om  her  wintry  tomb  in  prim^  of -May !        ^   » 
^  What  youthful  bridre  can  equal  her  array? 

*  Who  can  with  her  for  eafy  pleafurc  vie? 

f  From  mead  to  mead,  with  gentle  wing  to  ftray, 

*  From  flowV  to  flow'r,  on  balmy  gales>  to  fly, 
f  Is  all  file  has  to  do  beneath  the  radiant  &y. 

f  Behold  the  merry.  taiinArels  of  the  morn, 

*  The  fwarmiflg  fongfters  of  the  carekfs  grove,  * 

I  Ten  thottfttid  throats  that  from  the  ik>weriag  tk^m ..  ^  ^ 
f  Hymn  their  good  <yod>  and  oatoLIWeet  of  k>yQ| . 

■       •  ■■-'.:::  'Sueh 
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Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  them  emore : 
'  They  neither  plow  nor  few;  ne,  fit  for  flaul. 

Ere  to  the  bam  the  nodden  (heaves  they  drove, 
'  Yet  theirs  each  harveft  dancing  in  the  gale. 

Whatever  crowns  the  hill,  or  fmiles  along  the  vale* 

Oujtcaft  of  Nature,  Man !  the  wretched  thrall 

'  Of  bitter-dropping  fweat,  of  fwdtry  pain. 
Of  cares  that  eat  ajvay  thy  heart  with  gall, 

'  And  of  the  vices  an  inhuman  train. 
That  all  proceed  from  £ivage  thirft  of  gain ; 

'  For  whe9  hard-hearted  Intereft  firft  began 
To  poifon  earth,  Aftraea  left  the  plain ; 

'  Guile,  Violence,  and  Murder,  feiz'd  on  man. 
And,  for  foft  milky  ftreams,  with  blQod  the  rivers  ran. 

Come,  ye !  w|^o  flill  the  cumbrous  Ipad  of  liff^ 
'  Pufh  hard  up  hill;  but  as  the  fartheft  fteep 

You/trufl  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  flrife, 
'  Down  thunders  back  the  flone  with  mighty  fweep. 

And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep, 

,  '  For  ever  vain ;  com^,  and  withouten  fee, 

I  in  oblivion  will  your  forrows  fteep, 
'  Your  cares,  your  toils,  will  (tttp  you  in  a  fca 

Of  full  ddight:  O  come,  ye  weary  wights!  to  nit. 

With  me  yon  need  not  rile  at  early  dawn, 

*  To  pafs  the  joylefs  day  in  various  Hounds; 
Or,  louting  low,  on  upftart  Fortune  fawn, 

*  And  fell  fair  honour  for  fome  paltry  pounds ; 
Or  thro*  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds, 

*  To  cheat,  and  dun,  and  lye,  and  vifit  pay. 
Now 'flattering  bafe,  now  giving  fecret  wounds; 

*  Or  prowl  in  courts  of  law  foi:  human  prey, 

'f  Tn  venal  fenate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway. 
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No  cocks  with  me  to  ru(Hck  labour  catl> 

'  From  village  on  to  village,  founding  clear; 
To  tardy  Twain  ho  ihriU-voic'd  matron  fqaall ; 

'  No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  ft  an  yoar  ear : 
No  hammers  thiimp;  no  horrid  blackfmith  fear; 

•  No  noify  tradefman  your  (Weet  (lumbers  ftart. 
With  founds  that  are  a  mifery  to  heaf; 

'  But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  nature,  and  all  art. 

Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent  eafet 

'  Good-natur'd  lounging,  fauntering  up  and  down : 
They  who  are  pleas 'd  themfelves  muft  always  pleafe; 

'  On  other's  ways  they  never  fquint  a  frown. 
Nor  heed  what  haps  in  hamlet  or  in  town: 

f  Thus  from  the  fource  of  tender  indolence 
With  milky  blood  the  heart  is  overflown, 

'  Is  footh'd  and  fwee^enM  by  the  focial  fenfe; 
For  intereft,  envy,  pride,  and  flrife,  are  banifh'd  hence* 

What,  what  is  virtue,  but  repofe  of  mind, 

•  A  pure  etherial  calm,  that  knows  no  ftorm. 
Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambitioii's  wind, 

'  Above  thofe  paflions  that  this  world  deform. 
And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm? 

•  But  here,  inftead,  foft  gales  of  paflion  play. 
And  gently  ftir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 

.  *  A  quicker  fenfe  of  joy ;  as  breezes  ftray 

Acrofs  th'  enlivened  fkies,  and  make  them  ftillmoregayt 

The  beft  of  men  have  ever  lov'd  repofe ; 

•  They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray. 
Where  the  foul  fours,  and  gradual  rancour  grows, 

'  Imbitter'd  more  from  peevifh  day  to  day. 

'  E'en. 
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^  E'eii  thofe  whom  FaB»eiias  lent  her  fsitt&^sfp ,.. 

*  The  moft  renown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yof#; 
'  From  a  bafe  world  at  iKft  hare  ftol'D  away ; . 

*  So  Scipio,  to  tht  (oil  Cum^ran  (hore 

*  Retiring,  tailed  joy  he  wvtr  knew  beibre. 

'  Bat  if  a  little  cxercifity«fu  ch^fe, 

*  Some  zed  for  eaf^»  'tis  not  fbrlndden  here  i 

*  Amid  the  groves  yon  may  indulge  the  innie, 

^  Or  tend  the  blooms,  aifd  deck  the  vernal  jed'i 

*  Or,  foftly  ftealing  with  yodr  wat'ry  gear 

Along  th^  brotfkd,  the  crimfbn-fpc^tted  fry 

*  Yott  imay  delude ;  the  nwhiHI,  amus'd,  you  hear, 

*  Now  the  hoarfe  dream,  and  now  the  zephyrs  figlij 
<  Attuned  to  the  birds  and  woodland  melody^ 

*  OgricTOUs  folly!  to  heap  upeftatr, 

*  Lofing  th<i  days  you  fee  beneath  the  fun  ; 

*  When  fiidden  coitiesbliiid  unreltinting  fate, 

*  And  gives  th'.untafted  portion  yon  have  won^ 

*  With  ruthlefs  toil,  aiid  many  a  wretch  Undone, 

*  To  thofe  who  mock  you  ^pne  to  PIuto*s  reigh^ 
'  There  with  fad.ghofts  to  pine  and  fhadows  don: 

'  But  fure  it  is  of  vanities  mod  vam, 

*  To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoiling  may  obtain/ 

» 

He  ceas'd;  but  (IjiU  their  trembling  ears  retain'd 

The  deep  v^rations  of  his  witching  fong. 
That  hy  a  kind  of  magick  power  condrain'd 
.  To  enter  in  pell-mell  the  Uftc ning  throng. 
^Heaps  pour'd  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  flipped  aloQg^ 

« 

In  filent  eafe ;  as  wizen  beneath  the  beam 
Of  fummer- moons,  the.diftant  woods  among> 
■    Or  by  fomc  flood  all-Alver'd  with  the  gleam. 
The  ibft-embodied  fays  thro'  airy  portal  ilreamw 
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JBy  the  fmooth  demon  fo  it  ordered  was. 

And  here  his  bapeful  bounty  fir  ft  began; 
Tho*  {onit  there  were;  who  would  not  farther  pafsj 

And  his  alluring  baits  fufpedled  han: 
The  wife  diftr'uft  the  too  fair-fpoken  man. 

Yet  thro*  the  gate  they  caft  a  wifhful  eye : 
!Not  to  move  on,  perdie,  is  all  they  can; 

For,  do  their  very  beft,  they  cannot  fly, 
33  ut  often  each  Way  look,  and  often  forely  figii. 

'When  this  the  watchful  wicked  wizard  faw. 

With  fudden  fpring  he  leapM  upon  them  ftraigjit; 

And  foon  as  touch'd  by  his  unhallbw'd  paw, 

,    They  found  themfelves  within  the  curfed  gate. 

Full  hard  to  be  repafs'd,  like  that  of  Fate. 
Not  ib-onger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew. 

Who  fought  to  pull  high  Jove  from  regal  flate  ; 
Tho'  feeble  Wretch  he  feem'd,  of  fallow  hue, 

Certes,  who  bides  his  grafp,  will  that  encounter  rue. 

For  whomfbe'er  the  villain  takes  in  hand. 

Their  joints  unknit,  their  finews  melt  apace ; 
A^  lithe  they  grow  as  any  willow- wand, 

A  Ad  of  their  vanifh'd  force  remains  no  trace : 
So  when  a  maiden  fair,  6f  modell  grace. 

In  all  her  buxom  blooming  May  of  charms> 
Is  feized  in  fomo  lofel's  hot  embrace. 

She  waxeth  very  weakly  as  ihe  warms  ; 
Then,  fighing,  yidds  her  ilp  to  love's  delicious  harnifr . 

Wak'd  by  the  crowd,  flow  from  his  bench  arofe 
A  comely,  full-fpread  porter,  fwoln  with  fleep; 

His  caln»»'bro&d,  though tlefs  afpeA,  breath'd  repoie^ 
Jind  in  fweet  torpot  he  was  plunged  deepi 
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Ne  could  himfelf  from  ceafelefs  yawning  keep  ; 

While  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowzy  liquor  ran. 
Thro'  which  his  half-wak'd  foul  would  f^ntly  peep; 

Then,  taking  his  black  Si^,  he  call'd  his  man» 
And  rouz'd  himfelf  as  much  as  rouze  himfelf  he  can* 

The  lad  leapM  lightly  at  liis  maker's  call : 

He  was,  to  weet,  a  little  roguifh  page. 
Save  deep  and  play,  who  minded  nought  at  all. 

Like  moft  the  untaught  llriplings  of  his  age*  ] 

This  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  difengage^ 

Garters  and  buckles,  taik  for  him  unfit. 
But  ill-becoming  his  grave  peribnage. 

And  which  his  portly  paunch  would  not  permit^  . 
So  this  fame  limber  page  to  all  performed  it. 

Mean-time  the  istaiter-porter  wide  difplay'd 

Great  ftore  of  caps,  of  flippers,  and  of  gaWni^ 
Wherewith  he  thofe  that  enter'd  in  array'd, 

Loofe  as  the  breeze  that  plays  along  the  downs. 
And  waves  the  fummer-woods  when  evening  frowzH^. 

O  fair  undrefs !  beft  drefs  I  it  checks  no  vein^ 
But  every  flowing  limb  in  pleafure  dfowns. 

And  heightens  eafe  with  grace.     This  done,  right  buk 
Sir  Porter  fat  him  down,  and  turnM  to  ilcefp  again* 

Thus  eafy  rob'd,  they  to  the  fountain  fped> 

That  in  the  middle  of  the  coun  up-threw 
A  dream  high-fpoacing  from  it's  liquid  bed> 

And  falling  back  again  in  driaizly  dew  ; 
There  each  deep  draughts,  as  deep  he  thiified*  drw% 

It  was  a  fountain  of  Nepenthe  rare. 
Whence,  as  Dan  Homer  fings,  huge  pleaiiadnce  gteWj^ 

And  fweet  oblivion  of  vile  earthly  care, 
F^  gladfome  waking  thoughts,  and  joyous  dreams  mwt  f^ui'* 
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This  rite  performM,  all  inly  pleas'd  and  ftill, 
Withouten  tromp  was  proclamation  made: 
f  Ve  fons  of  Indolence !  do  what  you  will, 

*  And  wander  where  you  lift,  thro'  hall  or  glade; 
f  Be  no  man's  pleafare  for  another  ftaid ; 

'  Let  each,  as  likes  him  beft,  his  hours  employ, 
f  And  curs'd  be  he  who  minds  his  neighbour's  trade ! 

*  Here  dwells  kind  cafe,  and  unreproving  joy: 
f  He  little  merits  blifs,  who  others  can  annoy.' 

Straight  of  thele  endlefs  nnmbers,  fwartning  rouiid 

As  thick  as  idle  motes  in  funny  ray. 
Not  one  eftfoons  in  view  was  to  be  found. 

But  every  man  ftroll'd  off  his  own  glad  way ; 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  court's  blank  area. 

With  all  the  lodges  that  thereto  pertain'd. 
No  living  creature  could  be  feen  to  ftray. 

While  folitude  and  pcrfed  filence  reign'd. 
So  that  to  think  you  dreamt  you  almoft  was  conftrain'd. 

As  when  a  ihepherd  of  the  Hebrid-ifles^ 

Plac'd  far  amid  the  melancholy  m^n, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  fancy  him  beguiles. 

Or  that  aerial  beings  fometimes  deign 
To  ftand  embodied  to  our  fenfes  plain) 

Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  low. 
The  whilft  in  ocean  Phoebus  dips  his  wan, 

A  vaid  affembly  moving  to  and  fro; 
Then  all  at  once  in  air  difTolves  the  wondroilis  Ihow* 

Ye  gods  of  quiet  and  of  fleep  profound! 

Whofe  foft  dominion  o'er  this  caftle  fways. 
And  all  the  widely-filent  places  round. 

Forgive  me  if  my  trembling  pen  difplays 

S  fa  What 
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What  never  yet  was  fung  in  mortal  lays. 

But  how  (hall  1  attempt  fuch  arduous  flriiig, 
I  who  have  fpent  my  nights  and  nightly  days 

In  this  (pul -deadening  place  loofe-loitering? 
^h !  how  (hull  I  for  this  uprcar  my  moulted  wing  ? 

Come  on,  my  Mufe ;  nor  (loop  to  low  defp^air. 

Thou  imp  of  Jove !  touch'd  by  celefiial  fire. 
Thou  yet  (halt  (Ing  of  war  and  actions  fair* 

Which  the  bold  fons  of  Britain  will  infpire ; 
Of  ancient  bards  thou  yet  (halt  fweep  the  lyre; 

Thou  yet  (halt  tread  in  tragick  pall  the  ftage. 
Paint  love's  enchanting  woes^  the  hero's  ire. 

The  fage's  calm*  the  patriot's  noble  rage, 

Da(hing  corruption  down  thro'  every  worthlels  ag^ 

I, 

The  doors,  that  knew  no  (hrill  alarming  bell, 

Ne  curfed  knocker  ply'd  by  villain's  hand, 
Self-open'd  ^to  halls,  where  who  can  tell 

What  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand 
The  pride  of  Turkey  4nd  of  Perfia  landf 

Soft  quilts  on  quiltSj  on  carpets  carpets  ipread. 
And  couches  (Iretch'd  around  in  feemly  band^ 

And  endlefs  pillows  i-ife  to  prop  the  head; 
So  that  each  fpacious  room  was  one  full-fwelling  bed. 

And  every  where  hqge  cover'd  tables  flood. 

With  wines  high-flavour'd  and  rich  viands  crown'd  j 
Whatever  fprightly  juice  or  tadeful  food 

On  the  green  bofom  of  this  earth  are  found. 
And  all  old  ocean  genders  in  his  roun^ : 

Some  hand  nnfeen  thefe  (ilently  diiplay'd. 
E'en  undemanded  by  a  fign  or  found ; 

Yoo  need  but  wi(h,  and,  indantly  obey'd, 
Ffur  rang'd  the  difhesrofe,  and  thick  the  gl2(res  play'd. 
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jHtcTC  Freedom  reign'd  without  the  leafl:  alloy; 

Nor  goffip's  tale,  nor  ancient  maiden's  gall. 
Nor  faintly  Spleen,  durft  murmur  at.  our  joy. 

And  vith  envcnom'd  tongue  our  pleafures  paiU 
For  why  ?  there  was  but  one  great  rule  for  all ; 

To  wit,  that  each  Ihould  work  his  own  defire. 
And  eat,  drink,  iludy,  fleep,  as  it  may  fall; 

Or  melt  the  time  in  love,  or  wake  the  lyre. 
And  carol  what,  unhid,  the  Mufes  might  infpire:,, 

The  rooms  with  coftly  tapeftry  were  hung, 

Where  was  inwoven  many  a  gentle  talej 
|5uch  as  of  old  the  rural  poets  fung. 

Or  of  Arcadian  or  Sicilian  vale ; 
Reclining  lovers  in  the  lonely  dale 

PourM  forth  at  large  the  fweetly-tortur'd  heart; 
Or,  fighing  tender  paffion,  fwell'd  the  gale. 

And  taught  charm'd  Echo  to  refound  their  fmart. 
While  flocks,  woods,  fireams  around,  repofe  and  peace  unpait« 


Thofe  pleas 'd  the  moft,  where  by  a  cunning  han4 

Depainted  was  the  patriarchal  age, 
^hat  time  Dan  Abraham  left  the  Chaldee  lai^d. 

And  paftur'd  on  from  verdant  ftage  to  flagc. 
Where  fi^d^s  and  fouhtVius  frefh  could  bed  tagagc^ 

Toil  was  not  then  ;  of  nothmg  took  they  heed. 
But  with  wild  beails  ^hefylyaii  war  to  wage. 

And  o'er  vaft  plains  their  herds  and  flocks  to  feed : 
j^lefs'd  fons  of  Nature  they !  true  golden  age,  indeed  I 


'      "        L 


Sometimes  the  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls. 

Bade  the  gay.bloom  of  vernal  l^ndfcapes  rife; 
pr  autumn's  varied  fhades  imbrown  the  walls: 
'*  Now  (h^  black  tempefl  f^rikes  th' aHoniih'd  eyes. 
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Now  down  the  fteep  theflafliing  torrent  flies; 

The  trembling  fun  now  plays  o*er  ocean  blue. 
And  new  rude  mountains  frown  amid  the  ddeu 

Whatever  Lorrain  light-touch'd  with  foftening  h\u^ 
Or  favage  Rofa  dafh'd,  or  learned  Poqffin  drew. 

'j^^ch  found,  too,  here  to  languiflitnent  inclined, 

Luird  the  weak  bofom,  and  induced  eafe  : 
Aerial  mufick  in  the  warbling  wind 

At  diftance  rifiug  oft,  by  fmall  degrees 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o'er  the  trees 

It  hung,  and  breath'd  fuch  foul-diflqlving  airs^i 
As  did,  alas !  with  foft  perdition  pleafe : 

Entangled  deep  in  it's  enchanting  fnares. 
The  liilening  h^art  forgot  all  duties  and  all  cares^ 

A  certain  mufick,  never  known  before. 

Here  lull'd  the  peniive,  melancholy  mind  ; 
I'all  eafily  obtained.     Behoves  no  more. 

But  fidelong  to  the  gently.waving  wind 
To  lay  the  well-tun'd  inftrument  reclin'd; 

From  which,  with  airy-flying  fingers  light. 
Beyond  each  mortal  touch  the  moft  refin'd. 

The  god  of  winds  drew  founds  of  deep  delight* 
)Vhence^  ^ith  juft  caufe,  the  harp  of  .£oIus  it  hight^ 

Ah,  me  1  what  hand  can  touch  the  fbing  fb  fine  ? 

Who  up  the  lofty  diapafan  roll 
Such  fweet,  fuch  fad,  fqch  folemn  airs  divine. 

Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  foul? 
Now  rifing  love  they  fann'd;  now  plcafittg  dole 

They  breath'd  in  tender  mufings  thrp*  tl^  heart ; 
And  now  a  graver  facred  ftrain  they  fl:ole. 

As  when  feraphick  hands  an  hymn  impart  ; 
Wild- warbling  Nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  Art ! 


:••* 
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Such  the  gay  fplendor,  the  luxurious  date. 

Of  Caliphs  old^  who  ou  the  Tigris'  fhore^ 
In  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  great> 

Held  theii:  bright  court;  where  was  of  ladies  ftol'tfj 
And  verfe,  love^  muiick^  llill  the  garland  wore : 

Wheri  Sleep  was  coy,  the  bard  in  waiting  thefe^ 
Chear'd  the  lone  midnight  with  the  l^ufe's  lore; 

Compofing  miifick  bade  his  dreams  be  fair» 
And  mufick  lent  new  gladiiefs  to  the  moining  ui* 

Near  the  pavilions  where  we  ilept.  Hill  rah 

Soft-tinkling  dreams^  and  dafhiiig  waters  fell^ 
And  fobbing  breezes  figh'd,  aiid  oft  began 

(So  work'd  the  wizard)  wint'ry  iiorms  to  fwelli 
As  heav'n  and  earth  they  would  together  mell : 

At  doors  and  windows,  threat'ning,  feem'd  to  calt 
The  demons  of  the  tempeft,  growling  fell; 

Yet  the  lead  entrance  found  they  none  at  all^ 
Whence  fweeter  grew  our  deep,  fecure  in  mafiy  hall* 

And  hither  Morpheus  fent  his  kindeft  dreams^ 

Raifing  a  world  of  gayer  tind  and  gi'ace; 
O'er  which  were  fhadowy  call  Elyfiati  gleams> 

That  play'd  xii  waving  lights  from  place  to  places 
And  fhed  a  rofeat  Qnile  on  Nature's  face. 

4 

Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  fo  arrajr^ 
So  fleece  with  clouds  the  pure  ethereal  fpace  ; 

Ne  could  it  e'er  fuch.melting  forms  difplay^ 
As  loofe  on  flowery  beds  all  languiihingly  lay^ 

No,  fair  illufions!  artful  phantoms  I  imI; 

My  Mufe  will  not  attempt  your  faiiy  hnii 
She  has  no  colours  that  like  you  can  glow^ 

To  catch  your  vivid  fcenea  toogrofs  her  hand. 
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But  Aire  it  is,  was  ne*rr  a  fubtler  band 
Than  thefe  fame  guileful  angel-feeming  iprites 

IVho  thus  in  dreams  voluptuous,  foft,  and  bland, 
Pour'd  all  th'  Arabian  heaven  upon  our  nights. 

And  blefs'J  them  oft  befides  with  more  iefin'd  delightl 

They  were  in  footh  a  nibft  enchanting  trun» 

E'en  feigning  virtue;  iidlful  to  unite 
l^'ith  evil  good,  and  drew  with  pleafure  pain  i 

But  for  thofe  fiends  whom  blood  and  broils  delight» 
Who  hurl  the  wretch,  as  if  to  hell  outright, 

Down,  down  black  gulphs,  where  fallen  waters  fleep> 
Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fearful  night 

On  beetling  cliffs,  or  pent  in  ruins  deep. 
The/,  till  due  time  fhould  ferve,  were  bid  far  hence  to  keef^ 

Ye  guardian  fpirits !  to  whom  man  is  dear. 

From  thefe  foul  demons  fhield  the  midnight  glooifi; 
Angels  of  Fancy  ahd  of  Love,  be  near! 

And  o'er  the  blank  of  deep  difFufe  a  bloom* 
Evoke  the  facred  (hades  of  Greece  and  Rome^ 

And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart ; 
But  chief  awhile,  O  !  lend  us  from  the  tomb 

Thofe  long-lolt  friends  for  whom  in  love  we  fxnart« 
And  fill  with  pious  ^we,  and  joy-mix'd  woe,  the  heart! 

Or,  are  you  (portive— bid  the  mom  of  youth 

Rife  to  new  light,  and  beam  afrefh  the  days 
Of  innocence,  iimplicity.  and  truth. 

To  cares  eflrang'd,  and  manhood's  thorny  ways. 
What  tranfport,  to  retrace  our  boyifli  plays. 

Our  eiify  blifs,  when  each  thing  joy  fupply'd; 
The  woods,  the  mountains,  and  the  warbling  maze 

Of  the  wild  brooks!— But,  fondly  wandering  wlde^ 
••liy  Mufe !  refumc  the  tafc  that  yet  doth  the*  abide.   ' 
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One  great  amufqinent  of  oiK-^bouiliQU  yran.  • : ::  ,-:.. 

In  a  h^ge  chrylUl  nmgick  globe  to  fpyV*;  i  ^ ..}:!;:;«: 
Still  as  you  turn'd  it^  all  things  tfaiatdopafin  •>>'••  -r' 

Upon  this  ant-hill  earth;  where  csmkuiiiff 

Of<idlyrbufy.men  th?  peftloft.'^.'* 

Run  buftling  to  and  fro  with  fooliih  hafle* 
In  fearch  of  pleafure^vvaCin  thatifrom^themi  iljTj  .  .  ! 

Or  whichi  obtaia'd>  ^hft  <^tiffs  darenoCtafte.:  *•::'* 
When  nothing  is  enjoy 'd;  caa  there  be  g^a^iier. wafts? 


M    C' 
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*  Of  vanity  the  loirror*  this  Was  call'd. 

Here  you  amtK^kworm/of  t^e  towxi  mightfdt.-:  ^  : 
At  his  dull  deik,  amid'  his  Icgers ftallfd,     .;...: 

Eat  op  with  carding  care  and  penurie*    '■    '  • 
Moil  like  to  carcafe  parck'd  on  gallow-trce^.:  ."?::  'j:..  ...  i    .'. 

*  A  penny  faved  is  a  penny  got;* 
Firm  to  this  fcoundrel  maxim  keepetk  he, 

Ne  of  it's  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot,  •  .  .    .:?  .::..;.  '. 

Till  it  has  quencH'd  hb  fire,  and  bkniihed  his  pot*      />     1 :  ' 


•  -I  ■  ■■ 


Str^ght  fVom  the  filth  of  this  low  grub;  behold  I  r      .  v.  • 

Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  fpendthriftheir^       -    -^^ 
All  glofly  gay,  enameird  all  with  gold. 

The  filly  tenant  of  the  fummer-air;       ...  I : :  ,n--..  /* 
In  folly  loft,  of  nothing  takes  he. care;   ,  .  ■     ^  •.:^  ■        d 

Pimps,  lawyers,  ftcwards,  harlots,  flatterers  vile. 
And  thieving  tradefipen,  him  among  them  ihai^  ;    :,.■..    )  * 

His  father's  ghoft  from  Limbo-lake  the  while- 
Sees  this,  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  him  pil#»; 


f 


This  globe  pour  tray 'd  the  race  of  learned  men 

Still  at  their  books,  and  turning  o'er  the  page.        .    .J 

Backwards  and  forwards :  oft  they  fnatch  the  pea;  '  1 

As  if  infpir'dj  and,  in  a  Thefpian  rage, 

T  I        ►  ,.  .    Then 
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Tlien  write,  and  bloCt  m  wo«1d  ymir  nth  engage. 

Why,  aothort !  aU  this  Icrtwl  and  fcribbUng  lare« 
To  lofe  the  prefent^  gaia  the  fatme  age? 

Praifed  to  be,  when  700  can  hear  no  morei 
And  much  enrich'd  with  fame,  when  nfrlefi  workUjr  Aoief 

Then  woald  a  fpTendid  dtf  rife  to  view. 

With  carts,  and  can,  and  coaches,  roaring  all  x 
Wide  poured  ahioad,  behold  the  giddy  crew ; 

See  how  they  daih  along  from  wall  to  wall ! 
At  ev'ry  door,  hark  how  they  thandering  call !  , 

Good  Lord  I  what  can  this  giddy  ront  excile  f 
Why  on  each  other  with  fell  tooth  to  fall, 

A  neighbour's  fortane,  &ne,  or  peace,  to  blight. 
And  make  new  tireibme  par^  for  the  coming  night. 


The  puzzling  fons  of  Party  next  appeared. 

In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met; 
And  now  they  whifper'd  dofe,  now  (hrugging,  rcar'd 

Th'  important  fhoulder ;  then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  thdr  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  let. 

No  fboner  Lucifer  retads  afiairs. 
Than  forth  they  Tarioas  ruih  in  mighty  fret ; 

When,  lo !  pufli'd  up  to  pow'r,  and  crown'd  their  cares, 
In  comes  another  fett,  and  kicketh  them  down  ftairs. 

But  what  moft  fliew'd  the  vanity  of  life^ 

Was  to  behold  the  natbns  all  on  fire. 
In  cruel  broils  engag'd,  and  deadly  ftrife; 

Moft  Chriftian  kings  inflam'd  by  black  dcfire. 
With  honourable  ruffians  in  their  hire, 

Caufe  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour; 
Of  this  fad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire. 

They  fit  them  down  juft  where  they  were  before. 
Till  for  new  fccncs  of  woe,  pciacc  fhall  their  force  reftore. 
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To  Bttmber  up  the  thoofindi  divelliag  km, . 

An  ttfelefs  were,  and  eke  an  endleft  taiki 
From  kings,  and  tliofe  who  at  the  helm  appear* 

To  gxpfies  brown  in  fummer-gladet  wha  baflu 
Yea  many  a  man,  perdie,  I  could  nnmaikt 

Whofe  deik  and  table  make  a  folemn  fhow. 
With  upe-ty 'd  traih,  and  faits  of  fboU  that  afk 

For  place  or  penfion  laid  in  decent  row ; 
But  thefe  I  pafien  by^  with  namelefi  nnmbers  moe. 

Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place^ 

There  was  a  man  of  fpecial  grave  remark  | 
A  certain  tender  gloom  o'erfpread  his  ftce, 

Penfive,  not  fad,  in  thought  involy'd,  not  ditfk; 
As  foot  this  man  could  fing  as  morning  lark» 

And  teach  the  nobleft  morals  of  the  heart ; 
But  thefe  his  talents  were  ybaried  ftark  : 

Of  the  fine  ftores  he  nothing  would  impart^ 
Which  or  boon  Nature  gaye«  or  nature-painting  Art» 

To  noontide  ihades  incondnent  he  ran» 

Where  purls  the  brook,  with  fleep-invitinglband; 
Or  when  Dan  Sol  to  flope  his  wheels  began. 

Amid  the  broom  he  baik'd  him  on  the  grounds 
Where  the  wild  thyme  and  camomoil  are  found ; 

There  would  he  linger  till  the  lateft  ray 
Of  light  fate  trembling  on  the  welkin's  bound } 

Then  homeward  thro*  the  twilight  ihadows  firay. 
Sauntering  and  flow :  fo  had  he  pafled  many  a  day. 
* 

Yet  not  in  thoughtlefs  flumber  were  they  paft ; 

For  oft  the  heavenly  fire,  that  lay  concealed 
Beneath  the  fleeping  embers,  mounted  faft. 

And  all  it's  native  light  anew  reveal'd ; 

T  t  a  -  Oft 
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Oft  as  he  traversMtk^  cerulean  field, 

> 

And  mark'd  the-donds  that  drore  before  the  wind. 
Ten  thoufandgtorioui  fyltems  woold  h'e  build. 

Ten  thou(itnd  great  ideas  filPd  his  mind;   • 
.But  with  the  clouds  they  fled,  and  lelt  no  trace  behind. 

With  him  was  fometimes  joined,  xn  iilent  walk, 

(Profoundly  fileht,  for  they  never  fpokc) 
One  ihyer'ftill,  who  quite  dctefted-  talk  j 

Oft,  ftung  by  fpleen,  at  once  away  he  broke 
To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad'  o'erfliadowing  oak; 

There  inly  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone, 
4/^nd  on  himfelf  his  penfive  fury  wroke, 

Ne  ev*r  utterM  word,  fave  when  firft  (hone 
'     The  glittering  ftar  of  eve — *  Thank  Hieaven !  the  day  is  done/ 

Here  lark'd  a  wretch  who  had  not  crept  abroad 

For  forty  years,  ne  foce  of  mortal  ffeen  ; 
|n  chamber  brooding  like  a  loathly  tokd. 

And  fure  his  linen  was  not  very  clean. 
Thro'  fccret  loop-holes,  that  had  praftis'd  been 

Near  to  his  bed,  his  dinner  vile  he  took; 
Unkempt,  and  rough,  of  fqualid  face  and  mien. 

Our  Caflte's  (hame!  whence  from  his  filthy  nook 
W^  drove  the  villain  out  fpr  fitter  lair  to  look. 

One  day  (here  chaunc'd  into  thefe  halls  to  rove 

A  joyous  youth,  who  took  you*at  firft  fight; 
Him  rfie  wild  wave  of  pleafure  hither  drove. 

Before  the  fprightly  tempeft  toiling  light^ 
Certes  he  was  a  moft  engaging  wight. 

Of  focial  glee,  and  wit  humane,  tho*  keen. 
Turning  the  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night : 

For  him  the  merry  bells  had  rung,  I  ween. 
If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  had  ever  been. 
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lit  not  e'en  pleafure  to  excefs  is  good  : 
What  mod  elates,  then  finks  the  foul  as  low; 

''hen  fpring-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious  floods 

The  higher  flill  th*  exulting  billows  floVt^, 

he  farther  back  again  they,  flagging,  go. 

And  leave  us,  grovelling,  on  the  dreary  ihore. 

aught  by  this  fon  of  Joy,  we  found  it  fo; 

Who,  whiift  he  ftaid,  kept  in  a  gay  uprqar 

ur  maddenM  Caille  all,  the  abode  of  Sleep  no  more« 

s  when  in  prime  of  June  a  bumifh'd  fly. 
Sprung  from  the  meads,  o'er  which  he  fweep$  along, 
hear'd  by  the  breathing  bloom  and  vital  fky. 
Tunes  up  amid  thefe  airy  halls  his  fong, 
nothing  5it  firft  the  gay-repoiing  throng : 
And  oft  he  fips  their  bowl ;  or,  nearly  drown'd^ 
e,  thence  recovering,  drives  their  beds  among. 
And  fcares  their  tender  ileep  with  trump  profound | 
hen  out  again  he  flies,  to  wing  his  mazy  round« 

nother  gueft  th^re  was,  of  fenfe  refin'd. 

Who  felt  each  worth,  for  ev'ry  worth  he  had; 
erene,  yet  warm;  humane,  yet  £rm,  his  mind. 

As  little  tquch'd  as  any  man's  with  bad* 
[im  thro'  their  inmoft  walks  the  Mufes  lad. 

To  him  the  facred  love  of  Nature  lent, 
ndfometimes  would  he  make  our  valley  glad;   ' 

When  as  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent, 
ohim  the  better  fort  this  friendly  meiTage  fent: 

*  Come,  dwell  with  us,  true  fon  of  Virtue !  come; 
^Qt  if,  alas !  we  cannot  thee  perfuade  ^ 

*  To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome, 
Ne  eyer  more  to  quit  Qur  quiet  glade ; 

♦Yet 
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«  Yet  when  at  Uft  thy  toils,  but  ill  apaid, 

*  Shall  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  it'§  heavenly  ipark, 
'  Thou  wilt  be  glad  to  feek  the  rural  ihade, 

*  There  to  indulge  the  Mufe,  and  Nature  mark; 

*  We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  will  rear  in  Hagley-Park/ 

Here  whitom  Iigg*d  th*  Efopus  *  of  the  age; 

But  caird  by  Fame,  in  foul  yphcked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  reftor'd  him  to  the  ftage. 

And  rouz'd  him,  like  a  giant,  from  his  deep. 
E'en  from  his  flumbers  we  advantage  reap : 

With  double  force  th'  enlivened  fcene  he  wakes. 
Yet  quits  not  Nature's  bounds.     He  knows  to  keep 

Each  due  decorum.     Now  the  heart  he  (hakes. 
And  now  with  well-urg'd  fenfe  th' enlighten'd  judgment  ta(: 

*  A  bard  here  dwelt,  more  fat  than  bard  beieems; 
'  Who,  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  luft  of  gain, 

*  On  virtue  ftill,  and  Nature's  pleafing  themes, 

*  Pour'd  forth  his  unpremeditated  ftrain : 

*  The  world  forfaking  with  a  calm  difdain, 

'  Here  laugh'd  he  carelefs  in  his  eafy  ieat ; 

*  Here  quaiPd,  encircled  with  the  joyous  trun, 

*  Oft  moralizing  fage ;  his  ditty  fweet 

'  He  loathed  much  to  write,  ne  cared  to  repeat  f.* 

Pull  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  was  trad. 

Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  yon  motee^; 
A  Utile,  round,  fat,  oily,  man  of  God, 

Was  one  I  chiefly  mark'd  among  the  fry  i 
He  had  a  rogui(h  twinkle  in  his  eye,  ^ 

And  (hone  all  glittering  with  ttngodtjf  dew» 
If  a  tight  damfel  chaunc^d  to  ttippen  by^; 

Which,  when  obferv'd,  he  fhrunkinto  his  mew. 
And  flraight'would  recollect  his  piety  anfw. 

*  Mr.  Quin. 

f  This  is  intended  as  the  chara^er  of  Mr.  Thomfen,  ,9aii  wu  writtes^ 
Lyttelton.  . 
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Ttior  be  forgot  a  tribe  who  minded  Aodjg^t 

(Old  inmates  of  the  place)  bot  ftate-afRurs ; 
They  lookM,  perdie,  as  if  they  deeply  thoggfat^ 

And  on  their  brow  fat  every  natton*s  cares* 
The  world  by  them  is  parceled  out  in  Ihsres, 

When  in  the  Hall  of  Smoke  they  congrefs  hoId» 
And  the  fage  berry  fun-burnt  Mocha  bears  ^ 

Hasclear'd  their  inward  eye;  then,  fmoke-enroD'd^ 
Their  oracles  break  forth  myfterious  as  of  old. 

Here  languid  Beauty  kept  her  pale>fac'd  court; 

Bevies  of  dainty  dames»  of  high  degree. 
From  every  quarter  hither  made  refort. 

Where,  from  grofs  mortal  care  and  bufinefs  free^ 
They  lay,  pour'd  out  in  eafe  and  luxary: 

Or  (hould  they  a  vain  (hew  of  work  afTume, 
Alas !  and  welUa-day !  what  can  it  be? 
>    To  knot,  totwift,  to  range  the  vernal  bk>om9 
But  far  iscaft  the  diftafF,  fpimitng-wheel/  and  loom. 

Their  only  labouf  was  to  kill  the  time; 

And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe : 
They  fit,  they  loll,  turn  o*er  fome  idle  rhyme. 

Then,  riiing  fudden,  to  the  ghfs  they  go. 
Or  faunter  forth,  with  tott'ring  ftep  and  (low: 

This  (bon  too  rude  an  exercife  they  find; 
Straight  on  the  couch  their  limbs  again  they  thit>w« 

Where  hours  on  hours  they  fighing  lie  reclin'd. 
And  court  the  vapoury  god  foft-breathing  in  the 


Now  muft  I  mark  the  villainy  we  found; 

But,  ah !  too  late,  as  (hall  eftfoons  be  (hewn* 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  tmder  ground. 

Where  flill  onr  inmates,  when  unpleafing  growBf 

Difeai'4 
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Difeaa'd  and  loathlbme^  privily  were  throwo. 

Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  langnifh'd  there^ 
UnpityM,  ntterbg  many  a  bitter  groan; 

For  of  theie  wretchea  taken  was  no  carej, 
Fierce  fiends  and  hags  of  hell  their  only  nurfes  were. 

Alas,  the  change !  from  fcenes  of  joy  and  reft 
To  this  dark  den«  where  Sicknefs  tofs'd  alway. 

# 

Here  Lethargy,  v^ith  deadly  fleep  opprefs'd, 
Stretch'd  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard  lay^ 

Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day; 
To  ilir  him  from  his  traunce  it  was  not  eath^ 

And  his  half-open'd  eyne  he  ihut  ilraightway; 
He  led,  I  wot,  the  fofteft  way  to  death. 

And  taught  withonten  pain  and  ftrife  to  yield  the  br^th. 

'  Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound, 

Soft-fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropfy : 
Unwieldy  man  1  with  belly  monilrous  ronnd^ 

For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply ; 
For  ilill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  fUll  was  dry* 

And  moping  here  did  Hypochondria  fit. 
Mother  of  Spleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye. 

Who  vexed  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit. 
And  fome  her  frantick  deem'd,  and  feme  her  deemed  a  ¥at 

A  lady  proud  flie  was,  of  ancient  blood. 

Yet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low ;  • 
She  felt,  or  fancy'd,  in  her  fluttering  mood. 

All  the  difcafes  which  the  fpittles  know. 
And  fought  all  phyfick  which  the  fhops  beftow. 

And  dill  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try. 
Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fro ; 

For  fonietimes  fhe  would  laugh,  and  fometimes  cry. 
Then  fudden  waxed  wroth,  and  all  (he  knew  not  why« 


FaJ 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Fail  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  muden  phi'd^ 

With  aching  head  and  fqueamifli  heatt-biiniings; 
Pale>  bloated,  cold,  (he  feetn'd  to  hate  ttifui]dnd> 

Yet  lov'din  (beret  all  forbidden  thing3. 
And  here  the  Tertian  (hakes  his  chilliftg  wings  ( 

The  (leepleTs  Gout  here  counts  the  crowing  cocksy 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  liow  a  ferpent  ftings ; 

Whilft  Apopleity  cratnm'd  Intemperance  knocks 
Down  to  the'ground  at  once,  as  butcher  felkth  ox* 
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The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Ih^uftiy^ 
And  liis  acchievements  fair. 
That  by  his  Caftlc's  overthrow 
Secur*<i  and  crowned  werew 

Jj^  S  C  A  P'D  the  Gaftle  of  the  fire  o^  fifl, 
'•^  Ah !  where  (liall  I  fo  fweet  a  dwelling  find^ 
For  all  around  without,  and  all  within. 

Nothing  fave  what  delightful  was  and  kind. 
Of  goodnefs  favouring  and  a  tender  mind. 

E'er  rofe  to  view.    Bat  now  another  drain. 
Of  doleful 'note,  alas  \  remains  behind : 

I  BOW  muft  (ing  of  pleafure  turn'd  to  palil^ 
And  of  the  falfe  enchanter.  Indolence,  complain^ 

ti  there  no  patron  to  prot«ft  the  Mufe>    • 

And  fence  for  her  ParnaiTus'  barren  foil? 
To  every  labour  it's  reward  accrues. 

And  they  are  fure  of  bread  who  fwink  and  moil; 
But  a  fell  tribe  th'  Aonian  hive  defpoil. 

As  futhlefs  wafps  oft  rob  the  painful  bee; 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  that  noblell  toiI> 
.    Ne  for  the  Mufes  other  meed  decree. 
They  praifed  are  alone,  and  (larve  right  merrily* 

U  a  I  tare 
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I  care  not,  Fortane,  w}\ar  yoa  nter  deny  I 

Yon  cannot  rob  me  of  free  Nature's  gracei 
Von  cannot  (hat  the  windows  of  th^  fky. 

Thro*  which  Aurora  fhews  her  brightemsg  face  ^. 
You  cannot  bar  my  conftant  feet  to  trace 

The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  ftream>  at  CYe.^ 
Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer  fibres  brace. 

And  I  thqir  toys  to  the  great  children  leave  f 
Of  fancy,  rfaibn,  virtue,  nought  can  me 


Come,  then,  my  Mufe  !  and  raife  a  bolder  fbng> 

Come,  lig  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  flotb,- 
Dragging  the  lazy  languid  line  aloiig; 

Fondvto  begin,  but  dill  toiinifli  loath 
Thy  half- writ  fcrolls,  all  eaten  by  the  moth: 

Arife,  and  iing  that  generous  imp  of  fame^ 
Who  with  the  (om  of  Softnefs  nobly  wroth. 

To  fweep  away  this  human  lumber  came, 
Qr  in  a  chofen  few  to  rouze  the  il  umbering  fla]Be# 

In  Fairy-land  there  liv'd  a  knfght  of  ofd. 

Of  feature  flern,  Selvaggio  well  yclep'd"; 
A  roughs  unpolifh'd  man,  robuft  and  bold. 

But  wond'rous  poor;  he  neither  fow'd  nor  reap'd^ 
Ne  ftores  in  fummer  for  cold  winter  heap'd  jF 

in  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore  ; 
Now  fcorch*d  by  June,  now  in  November  fteep'd^ 

Now  pinchM  by  biting  January  fore^ 
Ke  ftUl  in  woods  purTu'd  the  libbard  aad  the  bo«v 

As  he  one  momitfg,  !o»g  before  the  dawn, 
Prick'd  thro*  the  foreft  to  diflodge  his  prey^ 

Deep  in  the  winding  bofom  of  a  lawn. 
With  wood  wild-fringM',  hie  marked  a  taper  V  ray. 
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That  from  die  beatiftg  raa  »nd  wintry  fruf 

Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  Steps  decoy : 
There,  jip  to-eani  the  needments  of  the  day« 

He  fonnd  dame  Poverty^  nor  fair  nor  coy; 
Her  he  comprefs'd»  and  £ll'd  her  with  a  lufty  boy* 

Amid  the  green-wood  (hade  this  boy  was  bred. 

And  grew  at  laft  a  knight  of  muckel  fame» 
Of  n&ive  mind  and  vigorous  luftyhed. 

The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Induftry  by/iame: 
Earth  was  his  bed,  the  boughs  his  roof  did  frame; 

He  knew  no  beverage  but  the  iowing  dream; 
His  tadeful,  welUearn'd  food,  the  fylvan  game. 

Or  the  brown  fruit  with  which  the  woodlands  teem; 
The  fame  to  him  glad  fummer^  or  the  winter  breme,  ^ 

So  pafs'd  his  youthly  morning,  void  of  care. 

Wild  as  the  colts  that  thro'  the  commons  mn  ; 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were,  ' 

He  of  ihe  foreft  feemM  to  be  the  fon; 
And  certes  had  been  utterly  undone,  ^ 

But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took. 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne,  t 

That  teach  to  tame  the  foil  and  rule  the  crook  ;  ' 

Ne  did  the  facred  Nine  difdain  a  gentle  look.  « 

Of  fertile  genius,  him  they  nurtured  well 

In  every  fcience,  and  in  eveiy  art. 
By  which  mankind  the  thoughtlefs  brutes  excel. 

That  can  or  ufe,  or  joy,  or  grace  impart, 
pifclofing  all  the  powers  of  head  and  heart; 

Ne  were  the  goodly  exercifes  fpar'd 
That  brace  the  nerves,  or  make  the  limbs  alert. 

And  mix  elaftick  force  with  firmnefs  hard : 
W4S  never  knight  on  ground  mote  be  with  him  cosipar'd. 

U  a  a  Sometimes 
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Sometimes  with  early  morn  lie  mounted  gay 

The  hanter-fleed,  exalting  o*er  the  dale^ 
And  drew  the  rofeat  breath  of  orient  day; 

Sometimes  retiriivg  to  the  fecret  Tale 
Yclad  in  Aeel,  and  bright  with  bamiih.*d  m9ji. 

He  ftrain'd  the  bow,  or  tofs^d  the  founding  fpear  i 
Or,  darting  on  the  goal,  out-ftripp*d  the  gale. 

Or  wheerd  the  chariot  in  it's  mid-career; 
Or«  ftrenuons,  wreiUcd  hard  with  many  a  tough  compett;^ 

At  other  limes  he  pry'd  thro'  Nature's  ftore 

Whatever  (he  in  th'  ethereal  round  contains. 
Whatever  ihe  hides  beneath  her  verdant  fioor^ 

Tbe  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns ; 
Or  elfe  he  fcann*d  the  globe,  thofe  fmall  domains 

Where  reillefs  mortals  fuch  a  turmoil  keep. 
It's  feas,  it's  floods,  it's  mount^uns,  and  it's  plains ; 

But  mor^  he  fearch'd  the  mind,  and  rouz'd  from  fleejp 
Thofe  moral  feeds,  whence  we  heroick  adtibns.  reap. 

Nor  would  he  fcorn  to  iloop  from  high  pnrfuits 

Of  heavenly  Truth,  and  pradtife  what  (he  taught. 
Vain  is  the  I'ree  of  Knowledge  without  fruits* 

Sometimes  in  hand  the  fpade  or  plough  he  caughtj^ 
Forth-calling  all  with  which  boon  earth  is  fraught; 

Sometimes  he  p1y*d  the  flrong  mechanick  tool. 
Or  rear'd  the  fabrick  from  the  fincf^  draught ; 

And  oft  he  put  himfelf  to  Neptune's  fchool. 
Fighting  wlph  winds  and  waves  on  the  vext  ocean  pool^ 
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To  folace,  then,  thefe  rougher  toils,  he  tryM 
To  touch  the  kindling  canvafs  into  life; 

With  Nature  his  creating  pencil  vy'd. 
With  Nature,  joyous  a^  the  mimick  fiufe: 
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Or  to  fuch  fhapes  as  grac'd  Pygmalion*s  wife    -  ^ 

He  hcw'd  the  ma;"ble;  or,  with  varyM  fire. 
He  rouz'd  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife ; 

Or  bade  the  lute  fweet  tendemefs  infpirej 
Or  verics  fram'd,  that  well  might  wake  Apollo's  lyre. 

AceomplifhM  thus,  he  from  the  woods  iflued. 

Full  of  great  aims«  and  bent  on  bold  em  prize; 
The  v^rk,  which  long  he  in  his  breaft  had  brew*d. 

Now  to  perform  he  ardent  did  devifc. 
To  wit,  a  barbarous  world  to  civilize. 

^arth  was  till  then  a  boundlefs  foreft  wild. 
Nought  to  be  feen  but  favage  wood  and  fides; 

No  cities  nouriih'd  arts,  no  culture  fmilM, 
No  ^vemment,  no  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild* 

A  ragged  wight,  the  worft  of  brutes,  was  man'; 

On  hb  own  wretched  kind  he  ruthlefs  preyM; 

_  ■  « 

Tke  ffax)ngeft  ftill  the  weakeft  over-ran; 

In  every  country  mighty  robbers  fwayM, 
And  guile  and  ruffian  force  were  all  their  trade. 

Life  was  a  fcene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe; 
Which  this  brave  knight,  in  noble  anger,  made 

To  Iwear  he  would  the  rafcal  rout  o^rthrow, 
l^or,  by  the  Powers  Divine,  it  ihould  no  more  be  ^ ! 

]t  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  fong. 

To  fay  how  this  beft  fun,  from  onent  cKmes^ 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along. 

Before  him  chafing  Indolence  and  crimes* 
Still,  as  he  paf^'d,  the  nations  he  fublimes 

And  calls  forth  Arts  and  Virtues  with  his  ray: 
7hen  £gypt»  Greece,  and  Rome,  their  golden  times 

Succeffive  had ;  but  now  it\  ruins  grey> 
^ifiv  I^e^i  to  flaviih  floth  and  tyranny  a  prey. 

T* 
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To  crown  his  toilt.  Sir  Indoftry  then  {jpread 

The  fwelling  ikiU  and  made  for  Britain's  coafL 
A  fylvan  life,  till  then«  the  native«  led. 

In  the  brown  (hades  and  grecn«wood  foreft  Mt^ 
All  carelefs  rambling  where  it  lik'd  them  moft  ; 

Their  wealth  the  wild  deer  bouncing  thro'  the  gladei 
They  lodg'd  at  large,  and  liv'd  at  Natore's  coft  ; 

Save  fpear  and  bow,  withouten  other  aid. 
Yet  not  the  Roman  fteel  their  naked  hreaft  difmay*d« 

He  lik'd  the  foil,  he  lik'd  the  dement  Odes; 
He  lik'd  the  verdant  hills,  and  flowery  plains^ 

*  Be  this  my  great,  my  chofen  id**,'  he  cries ; 

*  This,  whilfl  my  labours  Liberty  fufbuns* 

*  This  Qijeen  of  Ocean  all  aflkult  difdains/ 

Nor  likM  he  lefs  the  Genius  of  the  land* 
To  freedom  agt,  and  perfevering  pains; 

Mild  to  obey,  and  generous  to  command; 
Tcmp^r'd  by  forming  Heaven  with  kindell,  fin^oft  InQmL 

Here,  by  degrees,  hi$  mailer-work  arofi^^ 

Whatever  Arts  and  Induflry  can  frame; 
"Whatever  finifti'd  Agriculture  knows. 

Fair  Queen  of  Arts!  fron^  Heaven  itfelf  whocamf 
When  Edeu  flouriih'd  in  unfpotted  fame : 

And  dill  with  her  fweet  Innocence  we  find, 
And  tender  Peace,  and  joys  without  a  namd. 

That,  while  they  raviih,  tranquillize  th«  mind; 
Mature  and  Art  at  once,  delight  and  ufe,  combui'd^ 

Then  towns  he  quicken'd  by  mechanick  arts^ 
And  bade* the; fervent  city  glow  with. toil;     . 

Bade  focial^  .Com^ercef  raife  renowned  marts,,    . 
Join  Iswd  tQ  land,,  «wd  jRajcry  foil  to  (oil^ 
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Unite  the  poles;  and,  withoat  bloody  fpoil. 
Bring  home  of  either  Ind  the  gorgeous  (lores  ; 

Or,  (hould  defpotick  rage  the  world  embroil. 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remoteft  ihores^ 

While  o'er  th'  encircling  deep  Britaitnia's  thander  roars* 

The  drooping  Mufes  then  he  weftward  call'd 

From  the  fam'd  city,  by  Propontick  fca, 
*What  time  the  Turk  th'  enfeebled  Grecian  thralPd'^ 

Thence  from  their  cloifter'd  walks  he  fet  them  free. 
And  brought  them  to  another  Caftalie, 

Where  liis  many  a  famous  nourfling  breeds; 
Or  where  old  Cam  fbft-paces  o'er  the  lea 

In  peniive  mood,  and  tunes  his  Dorick  reeds. 
The  whilfl  his  flocks  at  large  the  Ipnely  fhepherd  fe^dn 

Yet  the^ne  arts  were  what  he  finifhM  lead; 

For  why?  they  are  the  quxnteflence  of  all. 
The  growth t>f  labouring  time,  arid  flow  increased; 

Unlefs,  as  feldom  chances,  it  (hould  fall. 
That  mighty  patrons  the  coy  Sifters  call 

Up  to  the  fQn(hiue  of  uncumber'd  eafe. 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thought  ma/  thralT^ 

And  where  they  nothing  have  to  do  but  pleafe; 
Ah!  graciottf  God !  thou  know'd  they  a{k  no  other  fee». 

But  now,  alas !  we  live  too  late  in  time : 

Our  patrons  now  e'en  grudge  that  little  daiflify 
Except  ta  fuch  as  (leek  the  footbing  rhyme ; 

And  yet,  forfooth,  they  wear  Mscenas'  name. 
Poor  fens  of  puft-up  Vanity,  not  Fame. 

Unbroken  fpirits,  chearjl  ftill,  ftill  remains 
Th*  eternal  patron.  Liberty !  whofe  flame. 

While  (he  prote£ls,  inTpircs  the  nobleft  drains; 
The  beft  and  fweeteil  far  are  toil^created  gains* 

Wlea 


544  BEAUTIES   OF   POETRY. 

When  as  the  knight  had  framM  in  Briouii  land 

A  matchlefsform  of  glorious  gorcrnment; 
In  which  the  fovereign  laws  alone  command^ 

Laws  ftablifli'd  by  the  publick  free  confent^ 
Whor<^  majefty  is  to  the  fceptre  lent : 

When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  art. 
Was  fettled  firm,  and  to  his  heart's  contents 

Then  fought  he  from  the  toilfome  fcene  to  part» 
And  let  life's  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  thro'  the  heart* 

For  this  he  chofe  a  farm  in  Deva's  vale. 

Where  his  long  alleys  peepM  upon  the  main  ; 
In  this  calm  feat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale : 

Here  mix'd  the  chief,  the  patnot,  and  the  fwain« 
The  happy  monarch  of  his  fylvan  train  ; 

Here,  fided  by  the  guardians  of  the  fold. 
He  walk'd  his  rounds,  and  chear'd  his  blefs'd  domsunf 

Hb  days,  the  days  of  unflain'd  Nature,  roU'd 
Replete  with  peace  and  joy,  like  patriarchs  of  old. 

Witnefs,  ye  lowing  herds !  who  gave  him  milk; 

Witnefs,  ye  flocks !  whofe  woolly  veftments  far 
Exceed  foft  India's  cotton  or  her  filk ; 

Witneis,  with  autumn  charg'd,  the  nodding  car. 
That  homeward  came  beneath  fweet  evening's  ftar. 

Or  of  September  moons  the  radiance  mild. 
O  hide  thy  head,  abominable  War ! 

Of  crimes  and  ruffian  idlenefs  the  child ; 
From  heaven  this  life  yfprung,  from  hell  thy  glories  vildi 

)<Ior  from  his  deep  retirement  banifh'd  was 

Th'amuiing  care  of  rural  Induftry: 
Still  as  with  grateful  change  the  feafons  pafs. 

New  fcenes  arife,  new  landfcapes  firike  the  eye^ 

And 
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And  all  th'  enliven'd  country  beautify: 

Gay  plains  extend  where  marfhes  flept  before  ; 

O'er  recent  meads  th'  exulting  ftreamlets  fly ; 

Dark  frowning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Ceres'  flore^ 

And  woods  imbrown  the  fleep>  or  wave  along  the  ih6re« 

As  nearer  to  his  farm  you  made  approach^  > 

He  poliih'd  Nature  with  a  finer  hand : 
Yet  on.her  beauties  durft  not  Art  encroach; 

*Tis  Art's  alone  thefe  beauties  to  expand.' 
In  graceful  dance  immingled  o'er  the  land, 

Pan,.,Pales>  Flora,  and  Pomopa  play'd  : 
Here,  too,  brifk  gales  the  rude  wild  common  fann'd^ 

An  happy  place;  where  free,  and  unafraid » 
Amid  the  flowering  brakes  each  coyer  creature  ftray'd* 

But  in  prime  vigour  what  can  laft  for  ay? 

That  foul-enfeebling  wizard  Indolence 
I  whilom  fungf  wrought  in  his  works  decay: 

Spread  far  and  wide  was  his  curs'd  influence  ; 
Of  publick  virtue  much  he  dull'd  the  fenfe^ 

E'en  much  of  private;  ate  our  fpirit  out« 
And  fed  our  rank  luxurious  vices ;  whence 

The  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout ; 
Not^  as  old  Fame  reports,  wife,  generous,  bold,  and  flout* 

A  rage  of  pleafure  madden'd  ev'ry  breafl; 

Down  to.  the  lowefl  lees  the  ferment  ran : 
To  his  licentious  wifh  each  muft  be  blefs'd. 

With  joy  be  fever'd,  fnatch  it  as  he  can. 
Thus  Vice  the  flandard  rear'd  ;  her  arrier-ban 

Corruption  calPd,  and  loud  fhe  gave  the  word, . 
*  Mind,  mind  yourfelves !  why  fhould  the  vulgar  man,     . 

*  The  lacquey,  be  more  virtuous  than  his  lord  ? 
^  Enjoy  this  fpan  of  life;  'tis  all  the  gods  afford.' 
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The  tidings  reach  to  where*  in  cjuiet  halU 
The  good  cH  kiAght  enjoy'd  wcU>C9rn'd  rtfote. 

«  Come,  come.  Sir  Knight  I  thy  children  on  thee  call^ 
*  Cqmej  iaxe  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  dofirl 

«  The  demon  Indolesce  thy  toils  o'erdirowsy' 
On  this  the  noble  colour  ftain'd  his  cheeks; 

Indignant  glowing  ikro'  the  whitening  inows 
i  Of  venerable  eld ;  his  eye  full  fpeaks 

His  ardent  ibul>  and  from  lus  couch  at  once  he  bveaks* 

•  I  will,'  he  cry'd,  «  fo  help  me  God !  deftroy 

'  That  villain  Archimagel'    His  page  then  ftraight 
He  to  him  calPd,  a  iiery-fboted  boy, 

Benempt  t>tfpatch.     <  My  fteed  be  at  the  gate  ; 
«  My  bard  attend;  quick  bring  the  net  of  Fate.* 

This  net  was  twilled  by  the  Sifters  three; 
"Which,  when  once  call  o'er  harden'd  wretch>  too  late 

Repentance  comes :  replevy  cannot  be 
From  the  ftrong  iron  grafp  of  vengeful  Deftiny* 

He  came,  the  bard,  a  little  Druid  wight. 

Of  withered  afpe6t;  but  his  eye  was  keen. 
With  fweetnefs  mix'd.     In  ruffct  brown  bedight^ 

As  is  his  iifter  *  of  the  copfes  green j 
He  crept  along,  unpromifing  of  mien  : 

Grofs  lie  who  judges  ib.     His  foul  was  fair. 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  azare  iheen. 

True  comelinefs^,  i;diich  nothing  can  impair. 
Dwells  in  the  mind ;  all  elfe  is  vanity  and  glare. 

*  Come/  quoth' the  knight,  'a  voice  has  reach'd  mine  ear  ^ 

*  The  demon  Indolence  threats  overthrow 

*  To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear : 

*  Come»  Pfailomelus !  let  us  ittibnt  go> 

*  The  nightingale  t^ 

*  O^ertomr 
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[  O'crtum  his  bowcM,  and  lay  his  Caftle  low: 

•  Thofe  men,  thofe  wretched  men !  who  will  be  flares, 

*  Muft  drink  a  bitter,  wrathful  cup  of  woe; 

«  But  fome  there  be,  thy  fong,  as  from  their  graves, 

*  Shall  raifc.    Thrice  happy  he,  who  without  rigour  faves!* 

Ifluing  forth,  the  knight  beftrode  his  ileed. 

Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whofe  front  a  fbu* 
Shone  blazing  bright;  fprung  from  the  generous  breed 

That  whirl  of  aflive  day  the  rapid  car. 
He  pranc'd  along,  difdaining  gate  or  bar. 

Mean  time  the  bard  on  milk-wlute  palfrey  rode; 
An  honed,  fober  beaft,  that  did  not  mar 

His  meditations,  but  full  foftly  trode ;        .  v 

And  much  they  moralizM  as  thus  yfere  they  yode. 

They  talk'd  of  virtue,  and  of  human  blifi ; 

What  elfe  fo  fit  for  man  to  fettle  well? 
And  ftill  their  long  refearches  met  in  this. 

This  truth  of  truths,  which  nothing  can  refel; 

*  From  virtue's  fount  the  pureft  joys  out- well, 

*  Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  chear  the  confcious  foul ; 

*  While  vice  pours  forth  the  troubled  flreams  of  hell, 

'  The  which,  howe'er  difguis'd,  at  laft  with  dole 

*  Will  thro'  the  tortur'd  breaft  their  fiery  torrent  rolL* 

V 

4 

I 

At  length  it  dawn'd,  that  fatal  valley  gay, 

O^'er  which  high  wood-crown'd  hills  their  fummits  rear: 
On  the  cool  height  a  while  our  palmers  ftay. 

And  fpite  e'en  of  themfelves  their  fenfes  chear. 
Then  to  the  vizard's  wonne  their  fteps  they  fteer: 

Like  a  green  ifle  it  broad  beneath  them  fpred. 
With  gardens  roiind,  and  wandering  currents  clear. 

And  tufted  groves  to  fliade  the  meadow-bed, 
$weet  airs  and  fong ;  and,  without  hurry,  all  feem'd  glad. 

Xx2  'As 
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I 

As  God  (hall  judge  me,  knight!  we  moft  forgive,  ' 
(The  half-enraptur'd  Philomelas  cry'd) 
The  frail  good  man,  deluded  here  to  live» 

*  And  in  tUefe  groves  his  mufing  fancy  hide. 
Ah !  nought  is  pure.    It  cannot  be  deny'd» 

*  That  virtue  flill  fome  tinfture  has  of  vice. 
And  vice  of  virtue.    What  fhould  then  betidej' 

'But  that  our  chanty  be  not  too  nice? 
Come,  let  us  thofe  we  can  to  real  blifs  entice/  ' 

Aye,  (icker/  quoth  the  knight,  '  all  fle(h  is  frail^ 
'  To  pleafaunt  (in  and  joyous  dalliance  bei^t; 
But  let  not  brutifh  vice  of  this  avail, 
'And  think  to  'fcape  defcrved  punifhment. 
Juilice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent; 

*  From  Mercy *s  fclf  fhe  got  her  facred  glaive; 
Grace  be  to  thofe  who  can  and  will  repent, 

*  But  penance  long  and  dreary  to  the  flave 
Who  muft  in  floods  of  fire  his  grofs,  foul  ijpirit,  lave^' 

Thus,  holding  high  difcourfe,  they  came  to  where 

The  curfed  carle  was  at  his  wonted  trade. 
Still  tempting iheedlefs  men  into  his  fnare;  > 

In  witching  wife,  as  I  before  have  faid: 
But  when  he  fa\v,  in  goodly  geer  array'd. 

The  grave  majeftick  knight  approaching  nigh. 
And  by  his  fide  the  bard  fo  fage  and  ilaid. 

His  countenance  fell;  yet  oft  his  anxious  eye 
Mark'd  them,  like  wily  fox  wl^o  rooftcd  cock  doth  ipy^ 

H^thlefs,  with  feign'd  refpedl,  he  bade  give  back 
The  rabble-rout,  and  welcom'd  them  full  kind: 

Stpuck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  not  flack       ^-        " 
liU  orders  to  obey,  ai^d  h]l  behind, 
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• 

Then  he  refamM  his  fong;  and^  unconfin*d, 
Pour'd  all  his  mufick,  ran  thro'  all  his  firings; 

With  magick  duil  their  eyne  he  tries  to  blind. 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  weaknefs  flings. 

What  pity  bafe  his  fong  who  fo  divinely  fings !  > 

Elate  in  thought,  he  counted  them  his  own,  * 

They  liilen'd  fo  intent  with  fix'd  delight; 
But  they,  inflead,  as  if  tranfmew'd  to  flone, 

Marveird  he  could  with  fuch  fweet  art  unite 
The  lights  and  fhades  of  manners  wrong  and  right. 

Meantime  the  filly  crowd  the  charm  devour, 
Wide-preifing  to  the  gate.     Swift  on  the  knight 

He  darted  fierce,  to  drag  him  to  his  bower ; 
Who,  back'ning,  fhunn'd  his  touch,  for  well  he  knew  it's  poiv'r* 

As  in  throng'd  amphitheatre,  of  old. 

The  wary  Retiarius  trapp'd  his  foe ; 
£'en  fo.the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold. 

At  once  involv'd  him  in  the  net  of  woe 
Whereof  I  mention  made  not  long  ago. 

Enrag'd  at  fir  ft,  he  fcorn'd  fo  weak  a  jail. 
And  leapt,  and  flew,  and  flounced  to  and  fro;  * 

But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  avail. 
He  fat  him  felly  down,  and  gnaw'd  his  bitter  nail«  * 

Alarm'd,  th'  inferior  demons  of  the  place 

Rais'd  rueful  ihrieks  and  hideous  yells  around  ; 
Black  flormy  clouds  deform'd  the  welkin's  face. 

And  from  beneath  was  heard  a  wailing  found. 
As  of  infernal  fprites  in  cavern  bound : 

A  folemn  fadnefs  every  creature  flrook. 
And  lightnings  flafh'd,  and. horror  rock'd  the  ground; 

Huge  crowds  on  crowds  out-pour'd  with  blemt/h'd  look,' 
A^  ;f  9A  Timc*s  laft  verge  this  frame  of  things  had  fhook. 
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Soon  as  the  (hort-liT*d  tcmpeft  was  yfytmt. 
Steamed  fit)m  the  jaws  of  vex'd  Avernas*  hole. 

And  hufh'd  the  hubbab  of  the  rabblesiest. 
Sir  Indaftry  the  firft  calm  moment  ftole. 

«  There  muft/  he  cry'd,  •  amid  fo  vaft  a  Aoaly 
«  Be  fome  who  are  not  tainted  at  the  heart, 

*  Not  poifon'd  quite  by  this  fame  villain's  bowl; 

'  Come,  then,  my  Bard !  thy  heavenly  fire  impart;  ^ 

*  Touch  foul  with  foul,  till  forth  the  latent  (pint  fiaru* 

The  bard  obey'd ;  and  taking  from  his  Me, 

Where  it  in  (eemly  fort  depending  hong 
His  Britiih  harp,  it's  fpeaking  firings  he  try'd. 

The  which  with  fldlful  touch  he  deffiy  ftrung. 
Till  tinkling  in  clear  fymphony  they  rung : 

Then  as  he  felt  the  Mufes  come  along. 
Light  o'er  the  chords  his  raptur'd  hand  he  flnng« 

And  play'd  a  prelude  to  his  ri£ng  fong. 
The  whim,  like  midnight  mute,  ten  thoufaftds  nmild  him  thfODi 

Thus  ardent  burft  his  ftrain.— * 

'  Ye  helplefe  race ! 

•  Dire-lab'ring  here  to  fmother  Reafon's  ray, 

'  That  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  our  lace, 

•  And  gives  us  wide  o'er  earth  unqueflion'd  fway, 

*  What  is  th'  ador'd  Supreme  Perfeftion,  fay? 

•  What,  but  eternal,  neyer-refting  foul, 

'  Almighty  power,  and  all-direding  day, 

•  By  whom  each  atom  ftirs,  the  planets  roll; 

'  Who  fills,  funrounds,  informs,  and  agitates  the  whole* 

•  Come,  to  the  beanif ng  God  your  hearts  unfold ! 

*  Draw  from  it's  fountain  life !  'Tis  thence  alone 
«  We  can  excel.     Up  from  imfeeling  mold, 

*  To  ferajAs  burning  round  th'  Almighty's  throne, 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  jj^ 

Life  rifing  (HU  on  life,  in  kigher  tone, 

'  Perfedion  forms,  and  witk  perfcdion  blifs« 
In  nniverfal  Nature  this  clear  fhown, 

'  Nor  needeth  proof:  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis» 
To  prove  tke  beauteous  world  excels  the  brute  abjfs. 

Is  not  the  field,  with  lively  cnlture  green, 

'  A  fight  more  jofoas  than  the  dead  morafs? 
Do  not  the  fides,  with  aftive  ether  clean, 

f  And  fann'd'by  fprightly  zephyrs,  far  furpafs 
The  foul  Novefflber  fogs  and  flumb'rous  mafs 

'  With  which  iad  Nature  veils  her  drooping  face? 
Does  not  the  mountain-fb-eam,  as  clear  as  glafs^ 

'  Gay-dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  difgrace  ? 
The  fame  in  all  h^ds  true,  but  chief  in  human  race* 

It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  eafe 

'  That  Greece  obtain'd  the  brighter  palm  of  art| 
Thatfofi^  ytt  asdent  Athens,  learned  to  pllsafe, 

'  To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  fublime  the  hearty 
In  all  fupremcy  compleat  in  every  part ; 

*  It  was  not  thence  majeftick  Rome  arofe. 
And  o'er  the  nadons  ihook  her  conquering  dartt 

'  For  iluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows; 
Renown  is  not  the  child  of  indolent  Repofe*" 

Had  unambitious  mortals  minded  nought 
«  But  in  loofe  joy  their  time  to  wear  away; 
Had  they  alone  the  lap  of  Dalliance  fought, 
'  Pleas'd  on  her  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay. 
Rude  Nature's  ftate  had  been  our  ftate  to-day; 
'  No  cities  t'tr  their  towery  froaia  had  rais'd. 
No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay ; 
<  With  brother  brutes  l^e  hoisaii  race  had  grae'd; 
^  None  e'er  had  fbar'd  to  fame,  none  honour'd  been,  none  prai&' J* 

'  Great 
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Great  Hpmer's  fong  had  never  fir'd  thebreaft 

*  To  thirft  of  glory  and  keroick  deeds  ; 
Sweet  Maro's  Mufe,  funk  in  inglorious  red, 

<  Had  filent  flept  amid  the  Mincian  reeds: 
The  wits  of  modern  time  had  told  their  beads, 

«  And  mcnkifh  legends  been  their  only  (hraixis; 
Our  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  weeds, 

'Our  Shakefpeare  flroU'd  and  laugh'd  with  Warwick  iwaisiy 
Ne  had  my  mailer  Spenfer  charm'd  his  Mulla's  plains* 

Dumb,  too>  had  been  the  fage  hiftonck  Mufe, 
'  And  perifli'd  all  the  fons  of  ancient  fame; 
Thofe  ftarry  lights  of  virtue,  that  difFufe 

*  Thro*  the  dark  depth  of  time  their  vivid  flame^ 
Had  all  been  loft  with  fuch  as  have  no  name. 

*  Who  then  had  fcorn'd  his  eafe  for  others  good? 
Who  then  had  toiPd  rapacious  men  to  tame  ?  .  * 

*  Who  in  the  publick  breach  devoted  flood, 
And>  for  his  country's  caufe^  been  prodigal  of  blood? 

But  fhould  your  hearts  to  fame  unfeeling  be^ 

*  If  right  I  read,  you  pleafure  all  require;  ' 
Then  hear  how  bed  may  be  obtained  this  fee, 

'  How  bed  /enjoy'd  this  Nature's  wide  defire. 
Toil,  and  be  glad ;  let  Induftry  infpire 

*  Into  your  quicken'd  limbs  her  buoyant  breath  ) 
Who  does  not  ad  is  dead ;  abforpt  entire 

*  In  miry  floth,  no  pride,  no  joy,  he  hath ; 
O  leaden-hearted  men,  to  be  in  love  with  death  ! 

Ah !  what  avail  the  largefl  gifts  of  Heaven, 

*  When  drooping  health  and  fpirits  go  amifsl 
How  taftelefs,  then,  whatever  can  be  given  I 

*  Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  blifsj 

'  Aa 
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Ahd  exercife  of  heahh«    Ja  proof  of  this^ 

'  Behold  riie  wretch  who  fliigs  his  life  awax» 
Soon  fwallow'd  ia  diieafe's  fad  abyfs;  >  * 

'  While  he  wl^om  toil  has  brac'd»  or  maDiyplay^. 
Has  light  as  air  each  linib>  each  thought  as  dear  as  da/t  :  * 


i* 


O  who  can  fpeak  the  vigoRxis  Joy  of  health  S 

'  Unclogg'd  the  body,  anobfeor'd  the  mind  j 
The«aoming  rii^s  gajr,  witliLpleafing  ftealthi 

'  The  temperate  evening  falls  ferene  and  kind* 
In  health  thewifer  brutes  true  gladn^fs  findi  , : 

*  See !  how  the  younglings  friik  along  the  mfefO^^  <        > 
As  May  comes  on»  and  wakes  theb^lmy;wi^.}:«  • 

'  Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  ^Cee4s;  ,^ , 
Yet  what  but  high-ftrnng  health  this  dancing  pkafaunc^breeds? 


<  *•• 


But  here,  inftead,  is  fofter'd  every  ill 

'  Which  or  diftemper'd  minds  or  bodies  knoivr* 
Com^,  t)ien^  my  kindred  {j;Hrits!  do  not  (pill      ^ 

«  Your  talents  her<e.    This  place  is  but  a  il)iow^ 
Who&jcharms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  Wpet  ... 

'  Come»  follow  me ;  t  will  difed  yob  nght^ ' 
Where  Pleafure's  rofes,  void  of  ferpents^  grow» 

'  Sincere  as  fweet :  come,  follow  this  good  knighjtj 
And  you  will  blei&  the  day  that  brought  him  to  your  fight*^ 

Some  he  ivill  lead  to  courts,  and  foihe  to  <taittpsi 

*  To  fenates  feme,  and  publick  fage  debftte^^    - 
Where,^  by  the  felemn  gleam  of  midnightflaimpsit    -  _     • 

*  The  world  is  pois'd,  and  manag'd  mighty  ftates  | 
To  high  difcovery  fome,  that  new-createi 

«  The  face  of  earth;  feme  to  the  thriving  mar^i 
Some  to  the  rura)  reign,  and  fefter  fates  | 

*  To  the  fweet  Mufes  feme,  whp  ndfe  the  heart  I 
All  glory  ihall  be  yours,  all  nature^  and  all  art* 
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There  arc,  I  fee,  wfco  liften  to  mj  lay ; 

'  Who,  wretched,  figh  for  Tirtue,  hot 
'AH  may  be  done,"  nethinks  I  hear  them  iwf, 

**  E'cn'death  defpisM,  by  generous  adions  fair; 
'  All,  btit  for  thdfe  who  to  thefe  bowers  repair^ 

••  Their  every  power  diflblv'd  in  luxury^ 
'  To  quit  of  torpid  (laggiOittefs  the  lair, 

*^  And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  S)oth  get  fi«e  ; 
*  *Tis  rifmg  from  the  dead«^Alas !— it  camunbe!** 


Wottld  you,  fhen,  learn  to  diflipate  the  band 

'  Of  tkefe^hnge  threat'ning  difficulties  dire. 
That  in  tlie  weak  man's  way  like  lions  ftand^ 

'  His  foul  appall,  and  damp  his  rifing  fire? 
R«fblve,  fefolire  I  and  to  be  men  a:Q>ire. 

'  Exert  that  nobleft  privilege,  alone. 
Here  to  mankind  indulg'd;  contronl  defire; 

'  Let  godfike  Reafon  from  her  fovereign  thtoiiii 
Speak  the  commanding  word —  "I  will!*'-i-and'ft:  is  done. 

Heavens  !  can  you,  then,  thus  wafle,  in  ChameFnl  wife, 

*  Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  ? 
Heirs  of  eternity !  yborn  to  rife 

'  Thro'  endlefs  ftates  of  being ;  ftill  more  hear 
To  blifs  approaching,  and  perfedion  clear, 

'  Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  fo  fublime  ? 
Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  fteps  to  fteeir, 

'  And  roll;  with  vileft  brutes,,  thro'  inikd  iiti  fihne? 
No  i  no !-  yourheaven^^toudiMheartsdifdaitt  the  fordid  crime!* 

Enough  I  enough!'  they  cry'd.^^— Straight  ftote  thi^  crowd 
The  bettbr  Art  on  wings  ef  tftuifport  ^y  ;      . 
As  vMien  amid  the  lileleis  lWm«it»  proud 
Of  Alpine  tiifir»>  where  tb  S»  geUd  iiy 
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Snows  pil*cL  on  faows  In  wlotry  torpor  lie^^ 

The  ray$  divine  of  vernal  Phcebus  play; 
Th'  awaken'd  lieaps>  in  ftrcamlets  frpm  on  Iiigb^ 

Rouz'd  into  adion,  lively  leap  away,  '^ 

Glad-warbling  thro'  the  vales,  in  their  new  being  ga/t 

Not  lefs  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  ferene. 

That,  lighted  up  thefe  new-created  menj|  • 
Than  that  which  wings  th'  exulting  fpirit  clean« 

When,  juft  delivered  from  this  fleihly  den. 
It  foaring  feeks  it's  native  ikies  agen* 

How  light  it's  efTence !  liow  unclogg'd  it's  powers ! 
Beyond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  pen  ! 

E'en  fo  we  glad  forfook  thefe  finful  bowers. 
E'en  fuch  enraptur'd  life,  fuch  energy  was  ours. 

But  far  the  greater  part,  with  rage  enflam'dy 

Dire-mutter'd  curfes,  and  blafphent'd  high  Jove* 
/  Ye  fons  of  hate  I'  they  bitterly  exclaimed, 

*  What  brought  ye  to  this  feat  of  peace  and  love  ? 
•  While  with  kind  Nature,  here,  amid  the  grove*. 

*  We  pafs'd  the  harmlefs  fabbath  of  our  time  ; 
'  What  to  difturb  it  could,  fell  men !  emove 

'  Your  barbarous  hearts  ?  Is  happinefs  a  crime  ? 
^  Then  do  {he  fiends  of  hell  rule  in  yon  heaven  fublimt  !^ 

^  Ye  impious  Wretches !'  q,uoth  the  knight  in.  wraths 

'  Your  happinefs  behold  l'-«>Theii  ^aig)it  a  wand 
He  wav'd,  an  anti-magick  power  that  hath 

Truth  from  illufive  falfhood  to  command. 
Sudden  the  landfcape  finks  on  every  hand  ;*  .*  . 

The  pure  quick  fireams  are  marfi^y  piiddles  foai^d ;  . 
On  baleful  heatji^  the  groves.  aU  blacjcen'd  iland^ 

And  o'er,  the  weedy,  foul,  abhorred  gronndp 
Snakes,  adders,  toads,  each  loathfbme  creature,  crawls  around. 

Y  y  2  And 
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And  here  and  there^  on  trees  by  lightning  (cath'd. 

Unhappy  wights,  who  loathed  lift  yhung. 
Or  in  firefli  gore  and  recent  morder  bath'd. 

They  weltring  lay;  or  elie  infuriate  flong 
Into  the  gloomy  flood;  while  ravens  fung 

The  faneral  dirge  they  down  the  torrent  rowl'd. 
Thefe,  by  diflemperM  blood  to  madnefs  ftong. 

Had  doom'd  themielves ;  whence  oft,  when  night  contr(N|PJ 
The  world,  retorning  liithef,  their  (ad  tflnt9  )M>wrd« 

Meantime,  a  moving  fcene  was  open  laldf 

That  lazar-houfe  1  whilom  in  my  lay 
Pepeinted  have,  it's  honors  deep  di^pIayM, 

And  gave  nnnamber'd  wretches  to  the  day, 
Who  tofling  there  in  fqaalld  mifery  lay. 

Soon  as  of  facred  light  th'  unwonted  fmile 
f  our*d  on  thefe  living  catacombs  it's  ray 

Thro'  the  drear  caverns,  ftretching  many  a  mile. 
The  fick  up-rais'd  their  heads,  a|(^d  dR>|>p'd  their  woes  pASH^ 

'  O  Heaven  !'  they  cry'd,  ^  and  do  we  once  more  (e^ 

*  Yon  blefftd  fan,  and  this  green  earth  fo  fair?  • 
^  Art  we  from  noiibme  damps  of  peft-honfe  free? 

f  And  drink  oar  fouls  the  fWeet ethereal  air? 
«  O  thou !  or  Knight,  or  God!  who  holdeft  ther» 

f  Tfiat  fiend,  oh !  ]ceep  him  in  etem^  chains ! 
f  Bat  Yfhat  for  qs,  the  children  of  Defpa!r> 

«  Brought  to  the  brink  Of  hell,  what  hope  remains?   '• 

*  Repentance  does  itfelf  ()ut  aggravate  our  pains.' 

*  -  *    • 

The  gently  knight,  ^hd  faw  their  rueful  cafe, 
Let  fall  adown  his  Alver  beard  fome  tear's* 

•  Certcs,*  quoth  he,  » it  is  not  even  in  grace 

<!  T,  *  qndo  the  paft,  and  eke  ;^ar  broken  years; 
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^  Nathlefs,  to  nobler  world9  Refpentance  rears 
«  With  hambleiiope  her  eye:  toherb^^veA 

*  A  power  the  truly  contrite  he&rt  that  chears ; .  * 

'  She  quells  the  brand  by  which  the  rocks  are  riven;  ' 

*  She  more  than  merely  foftens,  ihe  rejoices  Heaven. 

^  Then  patient  bear  the  fnfFerings  you  have  eam*dj 
^  And  by  thefe  fnfferings  purify  the  mind; 

*  Let>fifdom  be  by  paft  mifcondudi  leamM, 

'  Or  pious  die,  with  penitence  refign'd  ; 
'  And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  refln'd, 
«  Doubt  not  yon  (hall  new  creatures  yet  arife. 

*  Till  then  yon  may  expeft  in  me  to  find 

«  One  who  will  wipe  your  forrow  from  your  eyes; 

*  One  who  will  foothe  your  pangs,  and  wing  you  to  the  flues/ 

THeyfilent  heard,  and  ponr'd  th&  thanks  in  tears. 

«  Fop  yoil/  refum'd  the  knight,  with  ftemer  tone* 
'  Whoiehard  dry  hearts  th' obdurate  demon  ftars^ 

*  That  villain's  gifts  will  coft  you  many  t  groan; 
«  In  dolorous  mahiRon  long  you  n^uH  bemoan 

«  His  fatal  charms,  and  weep  your  ftains  away; 
«  Till,  fofr  and  pure  as  infant  goodnefs  grown, 

'  You  feel  a  ptrMt  change;  then  who  can  fty 
<<  What  grace  may  yet  fiune  forth  iq  Heaven's  eternal  i$j1T 

This  faid,  his  powerftil  wand  he  wavM  anew: 

InAant  a  glorious  angel-tnun  defcends, 
Th* <Jbaritics,  to  wit,  of  rofy  hue; 

Sweet  Love  their  looks  a  gentle  radiance  lends. 
And  with  feraphick  fla&e  compaffion  blends. 

At  once  delighted,  to  their  eharge  they  fly; 
When,  !o !  a  goodly  hofpiul  afcends. 

In  which  they  bade  each  lenient  aid  be  nigh, 

Tl^t  could  the  $ck-M  il^oo^he  of  tha;  A4  company. 

It 
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It  wu  a  worthy  edifying  f\ght^ 

And  gives  to.  human-kind  pecttUar  gnu:e^. 
To  fee  kind  hands  attending  day  and  nighi;^ 

With  tender  midiikry,  from  place  to  plac^: 
Some  prop,  the  head ;  fome  from  the  pallid  fade 

Wipe  off  the  faint  cold  dews  weak  Natare  iheds  ; 
Some  reach \he  healing  draught;  th^  whilft«  to,  chaft 

The  fear  fopreme»  around  their  foften'd.  beds^ 
Some  holy  man  by  prayer  all-opening- Heav^u  diipffcdfe. 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaimbgtrain. 

Of  thofe  he  refcuM  had  from  gaping  hell. 
Then  tum'd  the  knight;  and,  to  his  hall  again. 

Soft-padag,  fought  of  Peace  themofly.  cell ;  . 
Yet  down  his  chefks  the  geaas  of  juty  fell. 

To  fee  the  helplefs  wretches  that  remained. 
There  left  thro'  delves  anfl  defarts  dke  to  yell. 

Amaz'd,  theii:  lookswitb  paledifmay'WOPetflaiar^d;. 
Arid,  fpreading  wide  their  hands,  they  meek  »epff|^||Gpif^'i• 


But,  ah!  their  fcomed. day  of  gf ace. was 

For,  horrible,  to  tell!  a  delart  wild 
Before  them  ilretch*d,  bare,  comfprtlefs,.  ap4  va|(»/ 

With  gibbets,  bones,  and  ca{;cafes»  de&L'd« 
There,  nor- trim  field  nor.  lively  culture  fmU?d» 

Nor  waving  ihade  was  feen,  nor  fountain  fair; 
But  fands  abrupt.oafands  lay.loofely  piUd«„ 

Thro'  which  they , flounder ips.toii'd,wi^^P?^af^l  carcw. 
Whilft  Phcebus  fmote  thqi»rfqr^i.,^n4>fi^M  tjly^  dpfyHpfe^aifr  - 

Then,  varying  t<>  a  joyl^lai4,-of. bogs. 

The  faddenVlcouo^  ^S^y-v^^afte  appear?d^^ 
Where  nought  but  putrid  ftearqsii  aiQjd  x^ifomfijogi^ 

For  ever  htt;>goodnza;ly  Auilp;*s  t^eaf^a 
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Or  elfe  the  ground,  by  piercing  Caurus  fear^d^ 

Was  jagg'd  with  froft»  or  heap'd  with  glazed  fnow; 

Thro'  thefe  M^treAes  a  tfealbfbft  round  they  |tMr*d» 
By  cruel  fiends  flill  hurry'd  to  and  fro^ 

€atnt  fieggarf  md  Sconn  with  iiitn)r4iell4MMidt  vioei 

The  firft  was  with  bafe  dunghill  rags  yctad. 

Tainting  the  gale  in  Which  they  nutter's  lights 
Of  morbid  hue  his  features,  funk»  and  fad. 

His  hollow  iyiic  ihflbfc  forA'a  HOtfy  liglft. 
And  o'er  his  lank  jaw-bone,  !h  pieedtrs  plij^ht,  ""  ' 

His  black,  rough  beafd,  wa^'matied,  taoft,  «hdl1fe]| 
Direful  to  fee!  an  heart-appalling^ tghtV 

Meantime  foul  fcurf  and  blotches  him  defile. 

And  dogs,  where'er  he>i#tti^,^««niMA«6d.iaiUwlJifb 

«.  .... 

I  •  •  •  - 

The  other  was  a  Off,  ifc^pS^tfit'iMf^, 

Hell  holds  none  worfe  in  IMfefiAl^^biEfcl^ 

By  pride«  and  wit,  and  rage,  and  rancour,  keen'd^ 
or  man,  alike<irg«ii«t)Mai,  ^Ikfec 

With  nofe  tip-turnM,  he  aliMyrf  laide  a  iM^y 

As  if  he  frndt^ltte  WlHteftl  fteftb  ^Ms4fl('  - 

Was  cold,  and  keen,  like  UMIHMA  BatM^KM^i  '^ 

And  taunts  he  caften  forth  moft  bitterly. 
Such  were  the  tiMdn  thpit  blFi4iM^tUa«u|giil)bfiif( 


E'enfo,  thro'  BrenllM  t»iimv'»t(MlkQf  Mld^  * 

An  herd  of  briily  fwine  is  fUldt^t^iM^     >    '/  ' 
The  filthy  beaib,  that  never  chew  the  cad. 

Still  gmnt,  and  iqweak,-  iMriigi  Mbr  iiiwMiiffliifcg 
And  oft  they  plunge  tiiMiftlvef  the  hiM  iMIi^a     ' 

Bat  ay  the  ruthltftdriVe^goUfetfem  Wi^ 
And  ay  of  barking  dogs  theh^MethtOBig .  -V 

Makes  them  renew  their  anmelodioas  moan, 
N^ieter  find  they  reft  from  thdr  omeftuig  fear. 


^  •> 


TO 


jfte  flAUTIES   OP    POBTHYa 


TO   A   OEKTLEMAN, 

0«   HlfLtVTBHOfye  TOCVT   DOWW   A  OKOTt  TO  IHLAltol 

BIS  mOIPftCT* 


BY    MISS    CAHTSIU 


I 


N  plaxatift  foundi,  diat  tw'd  lo  wo# 
The  fadly-fighing  breeze^ 


4  weeping  Hamadryad  jnoiini'd 
Her  fiite-devotcd  trecf» 

\Akl  Sop  thy  lacrilegiiHis  handj 

*  Nor  Tiolate  the  lhade» 

^  Where  Nature  fbrm'd  a  filent  haim$ 

*  For  Cofttemplation*!  aid* 


■    ■    ■ 


*  Canft  thoa>  the  ion  of  fcience»  bMd 

'  Where  learned  litt  flowt^ 
«  Forget  tha|»  nars'd  in  flielfrbg  grove»^ 
*  The  Grecian  genius  rofe? 

*  WMfi»  the  plantane's  fpreadi^g  fliad^  : 

'  Immortal  Plato  tanght ; 

*  And  fair  Lyoeam  formed  the  depth 

«  Of  Ariftotle's. thought. 


I. 


^  Tjo  Latian  groTCs  jnefleft  thy  viewst- 
«  And  hlefs  the  Tnfcto.bIooai; 

«  Where  Eloquence  dcfplor'd  the  fiitt 
«  Of  liberty  aad  Rone 
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*  Retir'd  beneath  the  beechen  Ihade, 

*  From  c^ich  inQ)irmg  bough 

*  The  Mufes  wove  th'  unfading  wreaths 

*  That  circled  Virgil's  brow. 

*  Reflcft,  before  the  fatal  axe 

*  My  threaten'd  doom  has  wrought  5 

*  Nor  facriiice  to  f<^nfual  tafte 

*  The  nobler  growth  of  thought. 

*  Not  sdl  the  glowing  fruits  that  blufh 

*  On  India's  funny  coaft, 

'  Can  recompenfe  thee  for  the  worth 

*  Of  one  idea  loft* 

"*  My  (hade  a  produce  may  fupply 

*  Unknown  to  folar  fire ; 

*  And  what  excludes  ApoUo^s  rays, 
^  Shall  harmonize  his  lyre^' 


PlOtJS    MEMORT^. 

CCAStONED     BY      SEEING      THE       GRAVES     DRES§£D      WITH 
FLOWERS,   AT    BRECKNOCK    IN    VfAttin 

BY    DR.    DODD, 

*  1X7 HITHER, away,  fair jn^d r'  I  cry'd, 

^  ^     As  on  old  Hundy's*  baok  I  lay; 
When,  paffirig  by  me,  lefpy'd 
A  modeft  maid  ift  ne&t  array* 

Upon  her  red,  but  well-turn'd  arm^ 

A  little  wicker-baiket  hung ; 
With  flow'rs  of  various  hues  replete. 

And  branches  ever- green  and  young: 

•  A  river  which  runs  by  Breckoock. 
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The  fragrant  bay,  the  moumfal  yew. 

The  cyprefs,  and  the  box,  were  there; 

The  daify  pyM,  the  violet  blue. 

The  red  pink,  and  the  primrofe  fair. 

*  And  why  that  bafket  on  yoor  arm, 

*  With  all  thofe  fragrant  fweets  fiipplyM^ 
With  blu filing  look,  and  penfive  air. 

And  voice  of  meeknefs,  ibft  fhe  figh'd: 

*  To  yonder  church-yard  do  I  hafte 

*  To  drefs  the  grave  where  Henry  fleeps ; 
'  No  maid  a  truer  lover  blefs'd, 

'  No  maid  more  ^thful  lover  weeps. 
'  Stern  Death  forbade  us  to  unite, 

*  And  cut  him  down  with  ruthleik  blow; 
'  And  now  I  fpeed  to  deck  his  grave, 

'  As  'tis  our  weekly  wont  to  doir' 
The  melancholy  cuftom  pleas'd : 

She  left  me  wrapp'd  in  penfive  thought; 
Ideas  fad,  but  foothing,  rofe. 

When  my  flow  Heps  the  church-yard  (ought. 
There,  kneeling  o'er  her  Henry's  grave, 

Adom'd  with  all  her  baiket's  ftore> 
The  rural  maiden,  fighing,  hung. 

Her  eyes  with  tender  tears  ran  o'er. 
She  rais'd  thofe  eyes,  fo  full  of  tears. 

Which  now  and  then  ftole  down  her  cheek  ; 
And  much  to  Heav'n  (he  would  have  fpoke. 

But  farrow  would  not  let  her  fpeak* 
Yet,  though  her  thoughts  could  find  no  vent> 

There  is,  who  reads  each  honeft  mind : 
And  the  true  heart  to  Him  devote. 

Shall  ample  fatisfa^tion  find. 
Then,  gentle  maiden !  do  not  fear. 

Again  thy  Henry  thou  fhalt  meet : 
Till  then  thy  tender  talk  purfue. 

And  ilrew  thy  greens  and  flowers  fo  fweet. 
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And  you,  whdm  all  around  I  fee. 

The  fame  dear  mournful  talk  employ: 
Ye  parents,  children,  hu (bands,  wives« 

The  melancholy  blifs  enjoy ! 
Oh !  'tis  delicious,  to  maintain 

Of  friends  deceas'd  a  due  refped ! 
Then  bring  me  flow'rets,  bring  me  greens. 

Straight  (hall  my  parents  grave  be  deck'd  ; 
And  many  a  friend's  (whom  faithful  love 

Still  keeps  alive  within  my  breaft) 
Luxurioufly  fad,  PU  fee 

With  choiceft  garlands  weekly  drefs'd. 
Come,  then,  the  >^cker-ba(ket  bring ; 

Come,  Memory,  and  with  me  got 
Each  lovely  flower  that  breathes  the  fpring^ 

AfFeftion's  gentle  hand  (hall  ftrew : 
A  mellow  tear  of  foothing  woe 

Shall  o'er  the  graves  fpontaneous  fall ; 
While  Heav'n  the  heart's  (till  wifh  (hall  hear^ 

And  to  each  other  grant  us  alK 


A    MONODY, 

py    GEORGE    LORD    LYTTELTON, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    HIS    LADY* 

'  Jpfe  cava  folans  segrum  tefhidine  amorexn, 

*  Te  dulcis  conjux,  te  folo  in  littore  fecum, 

*  1*C  veniente  die,  te  decedente  canebat** 

AT  length  efcap'd  from  every  human  eye. 
From  every  duty,  every  care. 
That  in  my  mournful  thoughts  might  claim  a  (hare« 
Or  force  my  tears  their  flowing  (beam  to  dry; 

Z  z  ^  fieneath 
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Beneath  the  gloom  of  this  embowering  fiiade^ 
This  lone  retreat,  for  tender  forrow  made^ 
I  now  may  give  my  burdened  heart  relief. 

And  pour  forth  all  my  ftores  of  grief; 
Of  grief  furpafling  every  other  woe. 
Far  as  the  pureft  blifs,  the  happieft  lovq 

Can  on  th*  ennobled  mind  beftow. 

Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Ourgrofsdefires,  inelegant  and  low. 

Ye  tufted  groves,  ye  gently-falling  rills. 

Ye  high  o'erfhadowing  hills. 
Ye  lawns  gay-fmiling  with  eternal  green. 

Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  feen  I 
Bat  never  (hall  you  now  behold  her  more : 

Nor  will  fhe  now,  with  fond  delight. 
And  tafte  refiu'd,  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Clos'd  are  thofe  beai^teous  eyes  in  endlefs  night, 
Thofe  beauteous  eyes,  where  beaming  us'd  to  fhiac 
{leafon's  pure  light,  and  Virtue's  fparl?  divine. 

Ofc  would  the  Dryads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice. 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice ; 
For  her  defpifing,  when  fhe. deign 'd  to  fuig. 

The  fweeteft  fongllers  of  the  fpring: 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  ^lore  | 
The  nightingale  was  mute. 
And  every  fhepherd's  flute 
Was  caft  in  ftlent  fcorn  away. 
While  all  attended  to  her  fweeter  lay. 
Ve  larks  and  linnets,  now  refupie  your  fong; " 
And  thou,  melodious  Philomel, 
Again  thy  plaintive  ftory  tell; 
For  death  hjgis  ftopp'd  that  tuneful  tongue^ 
Wbofe  miifick  coi^ld  alone  jrour  warbling  notes  ^^^l 


I.  ' 
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In  vain  I  look  around 
O'er  all  the  well-known  groutid. 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footileps  to  defcry ; 
Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk. 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  faw  the  fummer  fun  go  down  the  iky ; 
Nor.  by  yon  fountain's  fide. 
Nor  where  it's  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley>  can  ihe  now  be  found : 
Jn  all  the  wide-ilretch'd  profpeft's  ample  bound 
No  more  my  mournful  eye 
•     Can  aught  of  her  efpy, 
put  the  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relicks  lie. 

O  ihades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boaH? 

Your  bright  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  fhe  preferr'd  to  all  the  gay  reforts 
Where  female  vanity  might  wiih  to  ihine. 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts* 
fler  modell  beauties  ihunn'd  the  publick  eye : 

To  your  fequeiler'd  dales 

And  flower«embroider'd  vales. 
From  an  admiring  world  fhe  chofe  to  fly. 
With  Nature  there  retir'd,  and  Nature's  God, 

The  filent  paths  of  wifdom  trod. 
And  banifh'd  every  pafiion  from  her  breaft| 

But  thofe,  the  gentleii:  and  the  befl, 
Whofe  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  hear(  enliven  and  improve. 
The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love. 

3we^tbabe6  I'who,  like  the  little  playful  fawns. 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant  lawns 

By  your  delighted  mother's  fide, 

Who  now  your  infant  fleps  (ball-  guide? 

Ah! 
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Ah !  where  is  now  the  hand,  whofe  tender  care 
To  every  virtue  would  have  form'd  yoar  yoath^ 
And  ftrew'd  with  flowers  the  thorny  ways  of  troth? 
O  lofs  beyond  repair! 
O  wretched  father !  left  alone. 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortnne,  and  thy^own ! 
How  fliall  thy  weakened  mind,  opprefs'd  with  woe. 

And,  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave. 
Perform  the  duties  thafyou  doubly  owe ! 
Now  fhe,  alas  I  is  gone. 
From  folly  and  from  vice  their  helplefs  age  to  fave? 

Where  were  ye,  Mufes,  when  relentlefs  Fate 
From  thefe  fond  arms  your  fair  difciple  tore; 

From  thefe  fond  arms,  that  vainly  ftrove^ 

With  haplefs,  ineffedlual  love. 
To  guard  her  bofom  from  the  mortal  blow? 

Could  not  your  favouring  power,  Aonian  maids. 
Could  not,  alas !  your  power  prolong  her  date; 
For  whom  fo  oft,  in  thefe  infpiring  fhades. 
Or  under  Camden's  mofs-clad  mountains  hoar^ 
You  open'd  all  your  facred  (lore; 
Whatever  your  ancient  fages  taught. 
Your  ancient  bards  fublimely  thought. 
And  bade  her  raptur'd  bread  with  all  your  fpirit  glow? 

Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Caflalia's  plain. 
Or  Aganippe's  fount,  your  fleps  detain. 
Nor  in  the  Thefpian  vallies  did  you  play  | 

Nor  then  on  Mincio's  bank* 

Befet  with  ofiers  dank. 
Nor  where  Clitumnus  f  rolls  his  gentle  ftream, 

I 

•  The  Mincio  runs  by  Mantua,  the  birth-place  of  Vii^U. 

•j-  The  ClUumnujs  i^  a  river  of  Vmbria,  the  refidence  of  Prcpertiu*. 
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Nor  where,  through  hanging  woods. 
Steep  Anio*  pours  his  floods. 
Nor  yet  where  M^les  f  or  Iliflus  X  flray. 
Ill  does  it  now  befeem. 
That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft. 
To  dire  difeafe  and  death  your  darling  fhould  be  left. 

Now  what  avails  it,  that  in  early  bloom. 
When  light  fantaftick  toys    - 
Are  all  her  fcx^s  joys. 
With  you  (he  fearch'd  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome; 
And  all  that  in  her  latter  days. 
To  emulate  her  ancient  praiie, 
Italians  happy  genius  could  produce; 
Or  what  the  Gallick  fire 
Bright  fparkling  could  infpire. 
By  all  the  Graces  temper'd  and  refin*d; 
Or  what,  in  Britain's  ifle. 
Moil  favoured  with  your  fmile. 
The  powers  of  Reafon  and  of  Fancy  join'd 
To  full  perfe£tion  have  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

Ah !  what  is  now  the  ufe 
Of  all  thefe  treafures  that  enrich'd  her  mind. 
To  black  Oblivion's  gloom  fgr  ever  now  coniign'd ! 

At  lead,  ye  Nine,  h^r  fpotlefs  name 

*Tis  yours  from  death  to  fave. 
And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  Fame 
With  golden  chara£ters  her  worth  engrave* 

Come,  then,  ye  virgin  fillers,  come. 
And  ilrew  with  choiceft  flowers  her  hallowM  tomb; 


*  The  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivoli,  where  Horace  had  a  villa* 

f  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  from  whence  Homer,  fuppofed  to  be  bom  oa 

fs  banks^  is  called  Meli/igenes. 

}  The  Iliflus  Is  a  river  at  Athens* 

But 
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But  forcmofl  thou,  in  fable  veftxnent  dad» 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad. 
Thou  plaintive  Mufe,  whom  o'er  hrs  Lanra*s  om 

Unhappy  Petrarch  cali'd  to  mourn; 
O  come,  and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 
A  more  impafiion'd  tear,  a  more  patheticklay! 

Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
Was  brighten'd  by  fomc  fweet  peculiar  grace ! 
How  eloquent  in  every  look 
TTiro'  her  exprefCvc  eyes  her  foul  diftind^Iy  fpoke ! 
Tell  how  her  manners,  by  the  world  refin'd. 
Left  all  the  taint  of  modifli  vice  behind. 
And  made  eacK charm  of  polifh'd  courts  agree 
With  candid  Truth's  fimplicity. 
And  uncorruptcd  Innocence ! 
Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fenfe 
She  join'd  the  foftening' influence 
Of  more  than  female- tendemefs: 
How,  in  the  thoughtlefs  days  of  wealth  and  joy. 
Which  oft  the  care  of  others  good  deftroy. 
Her  kindly-melting  heart. 
To  every  want,  and  every  woe. 
To  guilt  itfelf  when  in  diffrefs. 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart. 
And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  beflow  ! 
E'en  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  it's  life 
Beneath  the  bloody  knife. 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fall; 
Tears,  from  fweet  Virtue's  fource,  benevolent  to  all. 

Not  only  good  and  kind. 
But  ftrong  and  elevated  was  her  mind: 
A  fpirit  that  with  noble  pride 
Could  look  fuperior  down 
On  Fortune's  fmile  or  frown  ; 


That 


^ha't  coaM»  ^t^otrt  ftgrtt  or  pain^ 
^o  Virt6c*s  loWci  doty  facrifice, 
tDr  Intereft  or  AnbiiioA'?  Mgheft  pHkt$ 
That*  injttr'd  or  ofFend«d>  ixevd-  txied 
irt*s  dignfty,  by  vengean^,  to  tSiaintaifi;^ 
Bat  by  magiianii^ous  difdam*. 
A  wit  that»  temp^ra^y  togitit^ 

With  inorenfive  %bt 

All  plMiflg  flidi^  ndib^clr  paA 
fhe  decfetit  bounds  tkit  Wildon^'s  fob^  ttatd. 
And  f«^eet  Benevokftc^s  iiikl  comflwidy 
And  baflifnl  Modefty,  belcftt  it  caft. 
A  prodence  nndecdving,  iHidtcelTM> 
Tbat  Adr  lOQ  Iktle  nor  too  MQ^  bettev'^; 
That  fcom'd  unjaft  Sufpioon's  coward  fear> 
AnJly  witSioat  weaknefs,  knew  to  ht  finosrd. 
Sach  Lucy  was,  when,  in  her  fs^reft  day^> 
Amidft  th'  acclaimed  oAiveifal  praife« 

In  life's  Md  glory's  hdh^  bUoas, 
eath  can^e  reftiorfelefs  oh,  and  fao k  her  <0  the  tottib* 

So»  where  the  fileht  ftreanns  oif  I^ris  gKde> 
In  the  foft  bofom<yf  Campania's  vale^ 
When  now  ake  winisery  texnp^fts  ail  are  fled> 
And  genial  Sornm^  b-ealhes  her  gentle  gale^ 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  it*s  beauteous  head  ; 
i^rom  evdry  branch  the  bahny  floweitets  ri(e» 
On  every  boug^  the  f;olden  fruits  al^e-^^en; 
With  odours  fweet  k  <fins  the  rmiling-fiKies, 
The  Avoodwiyniphs  tend  it,  and  fh^  idaHian  queen; 
But,  in  the  midft  of  all  it's  blooming  pride» 
A  fndden  blaft^fiom  Apitoninus  blows. 
Cold  with  perpetual  fnows; 
he  tender  blighted  plant  ihrinks  up  it^t  leaves. 


}'A  Arlfe^ 
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Arifc,  O  Petrarch !  from  th'  Elyfian  bowers^ 
With  never-fading  myrtles  twin'd. 
And  fragrant  with  ambroiial  flowers,  ^ 

Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  jc^aM; 
Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  filver  Iyre« 

Ton'd  by  thy  ikilful  hand. 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  deiire^ 

With  which  o'er  many  a  land 
Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  difaftrons  lovc^ 

To  9ie  refign  the  vocal  fhell. 

And  teach  my  forrows  to  relate 

Their  melancholy  tale  fo  well. 

As  may  e'en  things  inanimate, 
ftongh  mountain  oaks«  and  defart  rocks^  to  pity  move* 

« 
What  were,  alas !  thy  woes,  compared  to  mine  t 

To  thee  thy  miftrefs  in  the  blisful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine* 

In  thy  domeftick  care 

She  never  bore  a  fhare. 

Nor  with  endearing  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  fecret  grief  that  fefter'd  there: 
Nor  did  her  fond  af&dion  on  the  bed 
Of  fickitefs  watch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head   • 
Whole  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  fu(bin» 

And  charm  away  the  fcnfe  of  pain:  • 

Nor  did  fhe  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  pledges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender  name* 

O  bcft  of  wives  \  O  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  when  thy  virgin  charms 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms;  ,  , 

How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofi  of  thee  ? 
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How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  defart  grown« 

Abandon'd  and  alone. 
Without  my  fweet  companion  can  I  live  ? 

Without  thy  !dvc!y  fmile. 
The  dear  reward  of  every  virtuous  toil,    * 
What  pleafures  now  can^palPd  Ambition  give?  » 
E'en  the  delightful. fenfe  of  well-eam'd  praife, 

Unihat^  by  thee,  no  more  my  lifelefi 'thoughts  could  raife. 

^        .  .... 

For  my  di(ba6led  mind 

What  fttccowcan  I  find?  >   ' 

On  whom  for  confoladon  fhall  I  call?        - 
Support  me,  every  friend ;  I 

Your  kind  afliftance  lend. 
To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppreffive  woe*  • 

Alas !  each  friend  of  mine»  - 

.   My  dear  departed  love,  fo  much  was  thine. 
That  none  has.  any  comfort  to  bellow*        ^        '    £ 
My  books,  the  bed  relief  '*        ,i...   .   .^ 

'  In  every  other  grief,  / 

Are  now  with  yout  idiea  (adden'd  all:      '^  ' 
Each  favourite  aothor  we  together  read  .  '•.  ...  ( '.! 
My  tortured  memory  wounds,  and  ipeaks  of  Lucy^dead* 

We  were  the  happieft  pair  of.  human  kindi^  ,-     I 
The  rolling  year  it's  varibas  courfe  ptfffbrmM, 
And  back  retum*d  again;   .  l    .  i   .  . 

Another,  and  another,  ffliiling  came,'  ^  -  -  • 
And  faw  our  ka^pinefs  iu^chang'd  renadii;  ' 
Still  in  her  golden  chain  .  -  %"* 

Harmonious  Concord  did  our  wifhes  bind: 
Our  iludies,  pleafures,  tafte,  the  fame* 
O  fatal,  fatal  ftroke ! 
r  That  all  this  pleafing  fabrick  Love  had  rds'd 
Of  rare  felicity. 
On  which  ev'n  wanton  Vice  with  envy  gaz*d, 

3  A  2  KikiBL 
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And  every  iclicme  of  Ui(s  o«r  l^arte  had  hvmtA^ 
With  footh^ng  hope  for  maoy  a  (fitiue  da]Ct 

In  one  iU  «ion^t  hiot^i 
Yet,  O  my  ibal!  thy  rifiag  flimnnn  fti|y  i 
Nor  dare  th^kiUf wife  Piipo^er  to  arimgii* 

Of  tgasoft  Ut  ftt^remc  docfte 

Widi  laipidM  grief  complain. 
That  ail  thy  fiaU-MMm  joya  at  once.  Awild  hit^ 
Was  his  moft  righteous  ^ill-rrand  be  that  will  obey'd^ 

Would  thy  fond  love  His  gr^if  p^  h^  confrotilf 
And,  in  thefe  (ow  a^qiefl  qfit^'md  yaji9>  ; 

Her  pure  exalted  fbiily  , 

Unjuftly,  for  thy  partial  g^i^dj  4«fKbi? 

No— rrathtr  $nn  iHy  grp^l^  mM  to  rai(t 

Up  to  that  uncloudpA  biasto^ 
That  hcjrirea3y  laNliaBte  of.  ctcroid  lights 
In  which  enthivio'd  ihr  novr  with  jaty  ftea  '  ? 

How  frail,  how  infecare»  how  flt^lit^  , 
Is  every  mortal  blifs; 

E'en  Love  itlUf*  if  rifijig  hf  fkgtees 
Beyond  the  ftoands  tf  this  impcrftfi  Aats^i 

WMeisetingjoyaJb.lbaimqfteiidl^     ;     * 
It  does  not  to  it's  fovereign  good  afoend* 

Rife,  Aui^'mf  fiiii),  with  hcipcf  ^atfc» 
And  (kA  ^t9k  ragms  of  fenent  ^teHgh^^ 
Whofe  peaceful  path,  aad  evcTf^fen  p^Xt^ 
Nofeetbutthofeiif  haixllmMGqiitilliUil^       . 

There  death  hmftlf  thy  Lp<r  A<H  t#4«m    

Tl^ere  yield  op  all  his  |K)wer  q^  m  idUlFUf  yot  «MNlk . 


H       t 
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T«E    PACIAN    BATTLE. 

py    i)R,    WATTS. 

r 

GAD  OR  tiie  old,  the  wealthy,  aiid  the  ftrong , 
Chearful  in  years  (nor  of  the  heroick  Mafe 
Unknowing,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  polfeflions 
Where  flovjrs  the  fruitful  Danube.     Seventy  fprings 
SmiI'd  on  bi3  feed>  and  feventy  haryeft-tnoons 
J^ill'd  his  wide  granaries  with  autumnal  joy: 
jStill  he  refuni*d  die  toil ;.  and  faxpe  repons, 

■ 

While  he  broke  op  new  ground,  and  tir'd  his  ploqjfii 
In  grafly  furrows,  the  torn  earth  difdos'd 
Helmets  an4  fwords,  (bright  furniture  of  war, 
Sleeping  in  ra^)  and  heaps  of  mighty  Ixmes^ 
The  fun  defoendittjg;  td  the  weftern  deep. 
Bid  him  lie  do\yn  and  i^ft :  he  lops'd  die  yokei 
yet  held  his  wearied  oken'frotm  their  food, 
IVith  charming  niimt^ais;  and  uncOfkimoQ  Cong. 
Go,  feliowrlabourers,  you  may  rove  fecure, 
Pr  feied  befide  me  |  ^affce  the  greens  and  boughs 
That  you  hav^  long  foi-got;  crop  theiweet  herbt 
And  gra?^  i^  ikfety;  while  the  viftor  Pole 
I^eans  on  his  (fexf,  ^n4  breathes :  yet  (till  his  ey« 
Jealous  a^d  ^jpeOf    K^w  targe,  oM  ibldier,  &y^ 
How  fair  a  Ijarveft  of  the  flaqghter*d  Turk*- 
3trew'd  the  NfoldHfiiBii  iilelds?  What  Wghty  pi|ef 
Pf  ya^  deftruSdoq,  and  of  Thr^eian  dead, 
l^il}  aqd  ani^a^  my  eyes?  Broad  bucklers  fie 
(A  vaii^  defenei^  !^  fpm^  ifef  'd^e  ptfd^^ie  Mlb^ ' 
Ai^d  coats  of  fealyfttdf  ai^d  hard  hkbefgieoiii 
Peep-brui^'d^  and  einpity  of  tt^fahometan  limbs. 
J)fi^  jl^e  fierce  ^^T^^fn  wpre^  (for,  whtif  »  bofi 


Iwgi 


•  1 


J74  BEAUTIES   OF   POETRY. 

I  was  their  captive^and  remind  their  drefs :) 
Here  the  Polonians  dreadful  march'd  aIong« 
In  auguft  port,  and  regular  array. 
Led  on  to  conqueft.     Here  the  Turkifh  chief 
Frefumptaous  trod,  and  in  rude  order  rang'd 
His  long  battaligns;  while  his  populous  towa^ 
Poar'd  out  Jre(h  troops  perpetual,  drefl  in  frms. 
Horrent  in  mail,  and  gay  in  fpangled  pride. 

O  the  dire  image  of  the  bloody  fight 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen,  when  the  capacious  plain 
Was  throng'd  with  Dacian  fpears;  when  polifh'd  helms. 
And  convex  gold,  blaz'd  thick  againft -the  fun,- 
Kcfioring  all  his  beao^!  but  frowning  War, 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gathcr'd  tempeft,  flood 
Wavering,  and. doubtful  where  to  bend  it's  falh 

The  ftorm  of.  millive  ftecl  delay'd  a  while        ♦ 
By  wife  command  ;  fledg'd  arrows  on  theueiye;     , 
And  fcymlter  ^ad  fabre  bore  the  fheath 
Keludant;  till  the  hollow' brazen  clouds 
Had  bcllow'd.frem  each  quarter  of  the  field 
Loud  th under,, sgid  difgorg'd  their  fulphurotfs  £re. 
Then  banners  wav'd,  and  arms  Were  mix'd  with  arias  f 
Then  javelins' anfwer'd  javelins  as  they  flod,  *  ^ 

For  both  fled  hifling  death:  with  adverfq  edg^ 
The  crooked  faukhions  met.;  and  hideous,  noife 
From  clafhing  ihi^ds^  Uii'Oiiigh  tbt  loipg  rapks  Of  war,     *    ' 
ClangM  horrible.^ .  A  thoufand  .iron  ilorms 
Soar  diverff  ;"and  in  haHh  conftifion  drown 
The  trumpet's  filvcr/oond.     O  rude  ?.ffor^    . 
or  harmony  !  No[|  aU  the  frozen  ftores 
Of  the  cold  ^Wh«  when  poor'd  in  rattling  .hail, 
Lafh  with  fuch  niadnef^  the  Norwegian  f^^ms^f 
Or  fo  torment  the. ear.     Scarce  founds  fo  far 
The  direful  fragor^  when  fom^  foutherA,b]a4 
f  ^.^Tcars  from  the  Alps  a  ridge  of  knotty  oaks 
Peep  fang'd,  and  ancient  tenants  of  the  rock; 
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The  malTy  fragAient^  many  a  toqd  in  length. 
With  hideous  crafli,  rolls  down  the  rugged  cliff 
Refiftlefs^  plunging  in  the  fubjed  lake» 
Come,  orLugaine;  th' afHided  waters  roar» 
And  various  thunder  all  the  valley  fills; 
Such  was  the  noife  of  war :  the  troubled  air 
Complains  aloud^  and  propagates  the  din 
To  neighbouring  regions ;  rocks  and  lofty  hills  ' 
Beat  the  impetuous  echoes  round  the  iky. 

Uproar,  revenge^  and  rage>  and  hate,  appear 
In  all  their  murderous  forms ;  and  Hame,  and  blood. 
And  fweat  and  duft,  array  the  broad  campaign 
In  horror;  hafty  feet,  and  fparkling  eyes> 
And  all  the  favage  pailions  of  the  foul. 
Engage  in  the  warm  buiinefs  of  the  day* 
Here  mingling  hands,  but  with  no  friendly  gripe. 
Join  in  the  fight,  and  breafts  in  clofe  embrace. 
But  mortal  as  the  iron  arms  of  death. 
Here  words  auftere,  of  perilous  command. 
And  valour  fwift  t'obey ;  bold  feats  of  arms. 
Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate. 
Shine  thro'  the  field  with  more  furprizing  brightnefs 
Than  glittering  helms  or  fpears.     What  loud  applaufe 
(Bed  meed  of  warlike  toil)  what  manly  fhouts. 
And  yells  unmanly,  thro'  the  battle  ring  1 
And  fudden  wrath  dies  into  endlefs  fame. 

Long  did  the  fate  of  war  hang  dubious.  Here^ 
Stood  the  more  numerous  Turk;  the  valiant  Pole 
Fought  here,  more  dreadful,  tho'  with  leffer  wings* 

But  what  the  Dahets  or  the  coward  foul 
Of  a  Cydoiiian  ;  what  the  fearful  crowds 
Of  bafe  Cilicians  'fcaping  from  the  flaughter 
Of  Parthian  beafts,  with  all  their  racing  riders; 
What  could  they  mean  againft  th'  intrepid  bread 
Of  the  purfuing  foe?  Th*  impetuous  Poles 
Rufb  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  horfe 
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Drive  down  upon  them  like  a  d6ab1e  bol€ 

Of  kindled  thunder  ngitig  thro'  the  iky. 

On  fonnding  wheels;  or  as  folne  migh^  flood 

Rolls  his  two  torrents  down  a  dreadful  fteep 

Precipitant^  and  bears  along  the  ftream 

Rocks,  woods,  and  trees,  with  all  the  gnudng  herd^ 

And  tumbles  lofty  foreils  headUmg  to  the  plain* 

The  bold  Boruiiian,  fmoaking  frOm  a&r^ 
Moves  like  a  tempeft  in  a  duiky  cloud, 
And  imit^ites  th*  artillery  of  heaven. 
The  lightning  and  the  roar*     Amazing  fceiiet    ' 
What  (howers  of  mortal  hail,  what  flaky  firts 
Burft  from  the  darknefs!  while  their  cohorts  tna 
Met  the  like  thunder,  and  an  equal  florm. 
From  hoftile  troops,  but  with  a  braver  mind* 
Undaunted  bofoms  tempt  the  edge  of  war. 
And  ruih  on  the  (harp  point;  while  baleful  mltiueft^ 
Deaths,  and  bright  dangers,  flew  acrofs  the  "field 
Thick  and  continual,  and  a  thoufand  fouls 
Fled  murmuring  thro'  their  wounds.    I  flood idodf^ 
^or  'twas  unfafe  to  come  within  the  wind 
Of  Rttilian  banners,  when  with  whizzing  founds 
Eager  of  glory,  and  profufe  of  life. 
They  bore  down  fearlefs  on  the  charging  foes. 
And  drove  them  backward.     Then  the  Turkifh  moOQi 
Wander'd  in  difarray.     A  dark  eclipfe 
Hung  on  the  filvcr  crefcent,  boding  night. 
Long  night!  to  ail  her  fons :  at  length,  difrob'd^ 
The  ftandards  fell ;  the  barbarous  enfigns  tern. 
Fled  with  the  wind,  the  fport  of  angry  Heaven  | 
And  a  large  cloud  of  infantry' and  horfe. 
Scattering  in  wild  diforder,  fpread  the  ^ain; 

Not  noife,  nor  number,  nor  the  brawny  lim1)> 
Nor  high-built  fiae  prevails*     'Tis  courage  fightl# 
•Tis  courage  conquers.     So  whole  forefts  fall 
(A  fpadbut  ruin)  by  one  fingle  axe^ 
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And  fteel  well  Oiarpen'd:  ib  a  ^nerous  paif 

Of  yoang-wingM  eaglets  flight  a  thouiand  dovei.  • 

Vaft  was  tke  daughter^  and  the  flowery,  green 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  crimfon*    Veteran  bands 
Here  ^i^ade  their  lafl  campaign.     Here  haughty  chiefs^ 
Stretch'd  on  the  bed  of  purple  hoi^our,  lie  '-       ' 

Supine^  nor  dream  of  battle's  hard  event, 
OpprefsM  with  iron  (lumbers,  aild  long  night* 
Their  ghofts  indignant,  to  the  nether  world 
Fled,  but  attended  well ;  for  at  their  fide 
Some  faithful  Janizaiies  (h^w'd  the  field, 
Fall'n  in  juft  ranks  or  wedges,  lanes  or  f^uartfs^ 
Firm  as, they  floods  to  the  Warfovian  troops, 
A  nobler  toil,  and  triumph  worth  their  fight* 
But  the  broad  fabre,  and  keetl  poll-axe,  9ew 
With  fpeedy  terror  thro'  the  feebler  herd. 
And  made  rude  havock  and  irregular  fpoil 
Amongd  the  vulgar  bands  that  own'd  the  name 
Of  Mahomet*    The  wild  Arabians  fied» 
Jn  fwift  afFnght,  a  thoufand  different  ways. 
Thro'  brakes  and  thorns^  and  climb'd  the  Craggy  okottfttaitil^ 
Bellowing;  yet  hafiy  Fate  o'ertook  the  cry. 
And  Polifh  hunters  clave  the  timorous  deer.  ' 

Thus  the  dire  profpedi  diflant,  fiU'd  my  foal 
With  awe;  till  the  laftrelicks  of  the  war^ 
The  thin  Edonians,  flying,  had  difclos'd  .  i 

The  ghaftly  plain>    I  took  a  nearer  view*  •     « 

Unfeemly  to  the  fight,  nor  to  the  fmell 
Grateful.    What  loads  of  mangled  fle(h  aUd  limbl 
(A  difmal  carnage  I)  bath'd  in  reeking  gore. 
Lay  weltering  on  the  ground  ;  while  flitting  life  . 
Convuls'd  the  nerves  fUll  fhivering,  no/  had  loft 
All  tafte  of  pain  !  Here  an  old  Thracian  lies, 
Deform'd  with  years  and  fears,  and  groans  aloud« 
Torn  w  ith  frefh  wounds  {  but  inward  vitals  firm 
Forbid  the  foal't  ro|nore,  «id  chain  it  dowa   .     .  ' 
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By  tbe  hird  laws  of  natore,  to  faftain 
Long  torment:  his  wild  eye-balls  roll ;  Ms  teeA, 
Gnafhing  with  angnifh,  chide  hn  lingering  fate. 
EiAblazon'd  amoar  fpolce  his  high  comnuind 
Amongft  the  ndghbooring  dead :  they  roand  llieir  loi4 
Lay  proftrate ;  (bme  in  flight  ignobly  ilain. 
Some  to  the  flues  their  faces  upwards  toni*d. 
Still  brave,  and  proad  to  die  fo  near  their  priaoe* 

I  mor'd  net  far,  and  lo !  at  manly  length. 
Two  beaoteons  yonths  of  richeft  Ott'man  blood 
Extended  on  the  field ;  in  friendfliip  jotn*dt 
Nor  fate  divides  them :  hardy  warriors  both  ; 
Both  faithful ;  <irownM  in  (howers  of  daru  diey  fell^ 
Each  with  his  fliield  fpread  o*er  his  lover's  heart. 
In  vun !  for  on  thofe  orbs  of  friendly  brais 
Stood  groves  of  javelins ;  (bme,  alas !  too  deep 
Were  planted  there,  and  thro*  their  lovely  bohm 
Made  painful  avenues  for  crnel  death« 

0  my  dear  native  land!  forgive  the  tear 

1  dropp'd  on  their  wan  cheeks,  when  ftrong  ^?iyiF'raflhrw 
.  Forc'd  ^m  my  melting  eyes  the  briny  dew^ 

And  paid  a  facrifice  to  hoftile  virtue* 

Dacia,  forgive  the  figh  that  wifliM  the  ibols  « 

Of  thofe  faii^'  infidels  fi>me  humble  place 

Among  the  blefs'd.     «  Sleep,  fleep,  ye  haplefs  pair!'' 

'Gently  I  cry'd  ;  •  worthy  of  better  fate, 

'  And  better  faith.'    Hard  by  the  general  lay. 

Of  Saracen  defcent,  a  griefly  form 

Breathlefs ;  yet  pride  fat  pale  upon  hb  front 

In  difappointment,  with  a  furly  brow 

Louring  in  death,  and  vex'd ;  his  rigid  jaws 

Foaming  with  blood,  bite  hard  the  Polifli.  fpeari 

In  that  dead  vifage  my  remembrance  reads 

Rafli  Carraccas.    In  vain  the  boafling  ilave 

Promised,  and  footh'd  the  fultan,  threatening  fierce^ 

With  Toysi  fn/pert  and  triumphant  iare 
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Siprtzd,  wide  beneath  Warfbvian  filk  and  gdd: 
See  on  the  naked  ground  all  cold  he  lies. 
Beneath  the  damp^  wide  covering  of  the  air» 
Forgetful  of  his  word.     How  Heaven  con foondi  • 

Infu  I  ting  hopes !  With  what  an  awfal  fmile  

Laaghs  at  the  ^ud,  that  loofeik  all  the  reins 

To  their  unbounded  wifhes»  and  leads  on  ' 

Their  blind  ambition  to  a  fhamefal  end ! 

But  whither  am  I  borne  ?   This  thought  of  arms 
fires  me  in  vain  to  fing  to  fenfelefs  balls 
What  generous  horfe  fhould  hear.    B^eak  QfF>  m^  ftoyf 
My  barbarous  Mufe,  be  IHll.    Immortal  deeda      • 
Moft  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  ruiUck  verfe  $ 
The  martial  trumpet,  and  the  following  age^ 
And  growing  fame,  (hall  loud  rehearfeUie  fight  ' 
In  founds  of  glok-y.    Lo!  theevenmg-ilar 
Shines  o'er  the  waftern  hill— -My  oxen,  come, 
Tbe  well-known  ftar  invites  the  labourer  home* 


THE     KNIGHTS     OF     THE     BATHv 

A   TALI. 
INSCaiBED  X0i  B1&  GRACE  TliE  DUKE  OP  MONTAGUE. 

BY    MR.    COOKE. 

SAY,  (hall  the  brave  like  common  mortals  die. 
And  ads  of  virtue  in  oblivion  lie  ? 
The  Mufe  forbids;  who,  in  recording  lays. 
Gives  ever  to  defert  the  fong  of  praife. 
What,  tho'  the  tale  is  not  to.  AnAis  known. 
Whatever  the  Mufe  recalls  (he  makes  her  own : 
Who,  confdous  of  thy  worth,  would  give  to  Fame 
Thy  charms,  Matilda,  and  Carvilibr's  flame. 
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Attend,  my  lor4,  while  I  the  tale  reftore  ; 
Proceft  the  poet,  and  he  tJks  no  more ; 
Refafe  not  tx>  regard  this  humble  ftrain, 
Thoa  juft  pr^fider  o'er  th'illuftriQus  train. 

Ere  the  firft  Cslar  did  oi^*  ifle  fubdue. 
When  Britons  nought  bm  Britiih  virtue  knewf 
Cingetorix,  in  his  domains  content, 
Confin*d  hb  empire  to  the  hounds  of  Kent. 
No  I  all  of  pow'r  drives  him  to  realms  anknowns 
To  rob  his  neighbonrs,  and  enlarge  his  own. 
At  home  no  fipar  his  peace  of  mind  molefts  | 
He  rules,  no  tyrant,  over  loyal  breafts. 
Thrice  happy  land !  'tis  here  the  Druids  fing« 
And  are  companions  only  for  the  king. 
Far  hence  away  the  fons  of  battle  rage. 
Unknown,  O  Albion  !  to  thy  golden  age. 

One  only  daughter  was  this  prince's  car^ 
Chafte  as  Diana,  and  as  Venus  fair; 
When  in  the  woods  the  nymph  delights  to  rove^ 
Matilda  walks  the  Dian  of  the  grove; 
Or  if  the  regal  dome  is  her  refort, 
Matilda  fhines  the  Venus  of  the  court; 
If  in  the  grove  or  in  the  court  (he  moves. 
She's  Hill  attended  by  a  thgufand  loves ; 
Each  from  her  eyes  a  thoufand  arrows  darts. 
And  leads  in  triumph  each  a  thoufand  hearts. 
All  eyes  which  fee  her  once  confefs  her  fway. 
And  her  ijright  image  never  fades  away. 

Among  the  youths,  who  dar'd  avow  their  flame^. 
A  poor,  but  gallant  prince,  Carvilior,  came; 
He  walk'd  a  god  amidft  th' admiring  throng. 
The  darling  fubjeft"  of  the  Druid's  fong. 
To  all  the  beauties  of  a  form,  were  join'd 
Th'  unfully'd  virtues  of  a  foul  refin'd. 
His  ev'ry  aA,  his  cv'ry  word,  could  move; 
Mafter  of  all  the  rhetorick  of  love. 
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Of  9II  the  faitors  who  the  fair  addrefs'd, 
Ylone  found  a  paiT^ge  to  her  virtuous  breaft 
But  Prince  Carvilior.     FirHher  eyes  approve, 
Forc'd  from  her  iiearc  at  lad  to  call  it  love. 
They  love,  the  caufe  the  fame,  they  both  adore ; 
Much  do  their  perfons  charm,  their  virtues  more. 

Long  had  they  both  with  mutual  anguifli  bumM* 
And,  unmoleiled,  figh  for  figh  returned. 
Now  in  the  cpart,  now  in  the  lonely  walk, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fweet  varieties  of  talk.  * 

Their  vows  in  fecrec  they  prefer  to  fate, 
Jn  life,  in  love,  to  grant  an  equal  date: 
And  who  fo  blefs'd,  who  half  (o  blefs'd  as  they  ? 
Jn  love,  we  fancy  all  a  fummer-day  I 

When  mofl  fecure  of  all  our  wi(h  we  ftand. 
Oft  are  we  call  upon  a  barren  land  ;  . 
f  ?r  cruel  Fortqne  will  a  moment  find, 
A  moment  to  the  lover^s  hopes  unkind. 

Cingetorix  had  now  their  pailion  feen  ; 
He  fcann*d  Carvilior's  form,  his  air,  his  mien: 
^Mnch  did  he  flrive  to  count  his  virtues  o'er; 
He  found  them  many— -but  he  found  him  poor* 
It  is  refolv'd.  ^  In  vain  our  virtues  plead. 
And  weak  their  fuccour  in  the  time  of  need. 
Th' obdurate  fire  forbids  his  longer  day; 
The  lover  drives,  without  a  look,  away. 
Soon  as  he  hears  the  rigid  father's  mind. 
The  prince  obeys,  and  leaves  his  foul  behind. 

Baniih'd  the  court,  and  forc'd  from  all  he  loves, 
A  fadden  (hade  he  feeks,  the  lonely  groves. 
To  the  bleak  plains,  wild  as  his  thoughts,  he  flies. 
And  begs  the  king  may  fee  with  younger  eyes. 
He  (buns  all  converfe  for  the  filent  bow'rs ; 
And  wears  away  with  grief  the  lazy  hours, 
^ow  on  the  margin  of  a  murm'ring  Hream 
He  fits  all  day,  ax^d  makes  the  nymph  Us  ^me«r 
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Of  health  regardlffs,  on  the  turf  he  liet. 
Loft  to  all  joy,  till  fl^rp  hai  c1os*d  his  tyat 
On  beds  of  roCes  now  he  feems  to  reft; 
There  reigns.  Matilda,  monarch  of  thy  bresft} 
AH  his  pall  fcen'*s  of  blifs  his  dreamt  reftorei 
O  kind  dclu&mt   he's  a  wretch  no  more. 
The  phantom.  flies»  and  leaves  him  to  his  ptiiis' 
He  wakes,  alas!  and  ia  a  wretch  ^ain* 

While  thus  the  prince  hU  lofs,  Matilda,  hean^ 
Counting  the  moments  each  an  age  of  careti 
Alike  the  fair  of  advcjrfe  ftars  complaira. 
And  for  Carvilior  feels  Carvilior*s  pains. 
True  to  her  love,  as  conftant  to  her  grief^ 
She  feeds  on  forrow*  and  denies  relief. 
To  her  no  more  the  bright  aflembly's  gay ; 
Nothing  has  charms,  and  day  no  more  is  day. 
As  when  the  fun  bears  from  our  eyes  the  lighty 
And  for  awhile  leaves  half  the  w(»'ld  in  nighty 
No  more  the  ro(e  in  purple  pride  is  ieen» 
The  painted  tulip,  nor  the  willow  green ; 
So  to  the  fair  all  worldly  charms  arc  dead» 
Her  fun  that  gave  the  day,  Carvitior's  fled. 

His  wifh'd-for  abfcncc  frees  from  their  defpair 
The  crowd  of  lovers  that  addrefs  the  fair  !• 
All  hope  advantage  from  Carvilior's  pain» 
And  all  their  vows  renew,  and  all  in  vaiiK 
With  mighty  dowers  £omc  fhive  her  foul  to  movei 
And  crowns  are  laid  to  be  the  fnares  of  love. 
Nor  mighty  dowers,  nor  crowns,  can  change  the  dftm^ 
True  to  her  virtue,  and  her  firft-born  flame. 
At  a  fmall  diftance  from  the  palace  flood. 
For  fweet  retirement,  a  convenient  ,woud  ; 
There  would  the  princcfs,  with  her  maid,  remove^ 
To  fhun  the  concourfe  of  detefted  love. 
And  now  the  damfels  crop  the  woodland  flbw'rt^ 
Now  tell  her  tender  talca  in  fcagrafit  bow'rs; 
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Now  fecrct  to.  the  ininoft  (hade  they  go. 

Where  a  cool  riv'lcfsfilver  currents  flowj 

In  which,  divefted  of  the  veil  of  drefe. 

Whene'er  (he  blaz-d  in  modefl  nakednefs. 

The  fan  enamour'd,  as  traditions  fay. 

Would,  gazing  on  her  charms,  prolong  the  day* 

Hither  two  lords,  who  long,  too  long,  had  borae 

Thy  frowns,  Matilda,  and  of  k>ve  the  fcorn. 

As  void  of  fear  the  nymphs  were  bathing,  came. 

And  blefs'd  the  hoar  that  (hould  revenge  their  ihame^ 

Once  jealous  rivals,  now  with  vengeance  firM, 

They  league  againft>the  virtues  they  admir'd. 

Behind  a  thicket  they  concealM  remain. 

And  view  the  goddefs  with  her  virgin  train  ( 

Her  iv'ry  arms  and  fnowy  breads  explore; 

The  waves  foiWd  it,  they  can  fee  no  flione.  * 

They  doubt,  or  (hall  they  bear  the  fair  away> 

Or  a^  their  horrors  in  the  face  of  day* 

The  dire  remembrance  of  their  flighted  flame^ 

Their  burning -p^iBon  for  the  fcornful  dame; 

Their  brutal  nature,  prone  to  rapes,  combine 

To  execute  in  t>ftfte  the  black  deiign. 

Quick  on  the  river's  bank  each  monfter  (lands. 

Fire  in  their  looks,  their  poniards  in  their  hands) 

No  outv(^ard  iigns  their  <!leepeft  thoughts  dlfguile. 

For  their  dark  fouls  glare  dreadful  thro'  their  eyes. 

To  hide  their  naked  charms  the  virgins  ftrove. 

And  their  (hrieks  echo'd  thro'  the  plaintive  grove. 

The  boding  criee  -CarviHor's  ears  invade. 

Who  penfive  lay  beneath  a  diftant  (hade; 

He  knew  the  rouch-lov'd  voice,,  and  from  thegroukid 

Starting,  he  trembled  at  the  well-known  found : 

His  bow  and  quiver  o'er  his  arms  he  threw. 

And,  wing'd  with  love,  fwift  as  the  winds  he  fit1?» 

Soon  on  the  bank  he  (bod,  a  new  furprize ! 

For  poor  Matilda  fcarce  believ'd  her  eye^ • 

'  Dcfift/ 
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*  Defift/  he  cry'd  aloud,  <  nor  tooch  the  faxri 

*  An  anexpe£Ud  foe  demands  your  care.^ 
Then  to  the  hrad  he  drew  the  barbed  dart. 
And  foond  a  pafllage  to  a  traitor's  heart ; 
The  Tilhdn  proftrate  on  the  groond  he  hud^ 
A  breathleis  YiAim  to  the  yirtnons  maid* 
To  (hon  hit  fiiie  by  flight  the  fecond  ibore^ 
And  (ought  for  refuge  in  the  fhady  grove. 
The  prince  porfoes  hik  as  the  wretch  can  fly, 
Reiblr'd  his  vengeance  to  compleat,  or  dk. 
Meanwhile  the  damfels  to  the  (hade  repur» 
Stodions  to  drefs,  and  to  relieve  the  fiur:  - 
With  her  they  Prince  Carvilior's  fate  deplore. 
And  fear  for  him,  as  for  themfelves  before. 
But  fixm  their  fears  are  with  their  danger  fled. 
And  now  the  nymph  oprears  her  drooping  head; 
For,  lo  I  the  blefs'd  jH^erver  of  her  fame» 
Safe  from  the  work  of  fate  and  juftice,  came. 
Qoick  to  his  breaft  he  ctafp'd  the  love-flck  OMid, 
And  thought  the  toils  he  bore  were  well  repud. 
In  iilent  raptures  they  their  joys  reveal. 

Which  none  can  well  defcribe,  but  when  they  feeL 
So  Audi  the  fbui,  if  true  the  fages  fay, 
Mark  out  her  partner  in  the  laft  great  day« 
As  great  as  thoie  met  tio  eternal  eafe, 
Tho*  not  fo  lading,  are  the  joys  of  thefe# 

Soon  as  the  good  old  king  the  (lory  hears. 
He  owns  the  godlike a£l  in  gen'rous  tears; 
A  thoufand  forrows  fwell  his  laboring  bread,. 
To  fee  fuch  virtues  by  himielf  opprefs'd. 
His  royal  griefs  confefs  his  fenfe'of  (hame; 
And  now  h^  hears  with  joy  Carvrlior's  name. 
Firmly  refolv'd^  impatient  of  delay. 
Not  to  d^fer  the  marriage- rites  a  day: 
And  that  the  tale  might  e'er  be  told  on  earth. 
And  fuch  a  pattern  of  heroick  worth. 


^ 


^■ 
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I  future  ages  might  be  handed  down, 

!  thrice  twelve  gallant  youths,  of  hi^  renown^ 

.eded  (buls^y  of  all  the  land  the  flowV, 

ipointed  to  adorn  tke  bridad  hour* 

key  go,  conduced  by  the  man  divine^ 

ill  of  devotion,  to  the  &cred  (hri^ek 

fore  the  altar  to  the  God  they  bow, 

id  make,  with  zeal  oftfbign'd,  the  folemn  voW : 

>  give,  in  time  of  need,  the  wretched  aid ; 

>  guard  from  brutal  force  the  fpotlefs  maid. 
And  thus,  my  lord,  the  Slnights  of  Bath  b^gan, 
honour  to  the  brave  and  godlike  man; 

a  order  ever  to  Carvilior's  faslie, 

hich  from  the  virgins  baching  took  ikt  flame. 


CONNAL    AND    MARY. 

BY    MISS    TOMLIKS. 

BY  Yarrow  ftream,  that  glides  along, 
Whofe  banks  the  wild-thyme  fweetly  covetrin 
Thus  Connal  rais*d  his  mournful  fong  ; 
By  Yarrow,  fam'd  for  faithful  lovers. 

•  Farewel  !^  he  cried;  *  a  long  fareweH 

*  Farewel  to  hope  and  joy  for  ever; 

*  For  hope  and  joy  can  never  dwell 

«  Befide  the  waves  that  lo\'ttrs  fever! 

«  With  Mary  I  have  pafi'd  the  day, 

*  Beiide  this  ftream  in  murmurs  flowing  ( 
«  With  Mary  I  have  lov'd  to  ftray 

*  Amid  the  wild*thyme  fweetly  blowing* 

3  C  'For 
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«  For  her  my  little  flock  I  left: 

^  For  Mary,  at  the  midnight  hour/ 
'  My  eye-lids  were  of  deep  bereft ; 

*  My  footfteps  wander'd  round  her  bower^ 

'  For  her  it  was,  at  dav^ning  day, 

*  The  fweeteft  flow'rs  of  fpring  I  blended^ 
*  For  her>  at  noon-tide's  fcorching  ray, 

*  The  lambs  and  firoUck  kids  I  tended. 


'  I  fbrm'd  a  wreath  for  Mary's  hair, 

'  Of  all  my  little  garden's  treafure ; 
^  And  when  that  wreath  (he  deigned  to  weaf^ 

*  Alas !  can  words  exprefs  my  pleafure?  .-.j  J 

« 
'  Methinks  that  gentle  look  I  fee, 

<  Which  once  (he  caft  to  eafe  my  (otrowi 

*  I  fee  it  yet,  tho*  lovely  ihe 

'  Forgot  it  e'er  the  dawning  morrow^  i 

'  Thofe  happy  days  ihe  has  forgof,  ) 

*  Forgotten  are  my  reftlefs  hours  f 
^  Forgotten  is  the  rural  fpot 

'  Where  Mary  wore  that  wreath  of  flowers, 

*  She  has  forgot  the  filvcr  tide, 

*  The  tide  of  Yarrow  gently  flowinj[; 
«  And  Mary  is  another's  bride, 

*  Where  fweeter  flowers  than  mine  are  bIowin|^,r 

'  Blow  fweet,  ye  flowers,  where'er  fhe  be; 
'  Ye  flreams,  in  gentler  murmurs  lahguiih: 

*  But  whifper  not  the  charming  fhe, 

'  That  my  fond  heart  now  breaks  with  anguifh  • 
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*  Could  Mary  fee  that  breaking  heart, 

'  Each  tender  wifh  for  her  difcover; 
'  The  tear  of  pity,  void  of  art, 
'  Would  deeper  woand  her  faithful  lover. 

*■  When  this  fond  breail  fhall  ceafe  to  feell 
'  When  this  fond  heart  (hall  ceafe  to  flutter; 

^  When  down  thefe  cheeks  no  tear  fhall  fleal, 
'  And  thefe  cold  lips  no  founds  fliaJl  uUers 

*  Let  not  reflection  tell  my  love 

'  How  oft  flie  vow'd  to  be  my  marrow; 
'  Let  not  her  footfteps  ever  rove 
'  Along  the  filent  banlps  of  Yarrow ! 

*  Perhaps,  if  near  jdie  fayour'd  fpot 

*  Where  once  her  vows  to  me  fhe  plighted, 
«  My  ceafelefs  truth,  my  early  lot, 

«  In  artlefs  grains  fhould  be  r^dted  ^ 

*'  She  might  forget  that  every  figh, 

*  That  every  tear  of  love  and  forrow 
'  That  gliflen'd  in  that  charming  eye, 

*  From  others  rights  fhe  qow  mufl  borrow. 

^  O  may  fhe  never  hear  my  woe  \ 

*  Nor  Fame's  loud  tongue  the  tale  difcover : 
^  Let  no  rude  Hone  to  Mary  fkew 

*  The  fod  that  wraps  her  clay-cold  lover. 

•'  Beneath  the  turf,  where  once  we  rovM, 
'  This  faithful  heart  fhall  ceafe  to  languifh ; 

-f  Befide  the  bank  where  once  fhe  lov'd, 
^  ^Qon  fhall  this  breafl  forget  it's  anguifh  \* 

3C2  His 
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His  dying  lips  their  taflc  deny } 

He  ceas*d  his  tale,  his  tale  of  (byrrpw: 

Cold  was  his  breaft,  and  clos'd  his  eyt^ 
Befide  th^  flowing  wave  of  Yaxiaw. 


PSYCHE; 
THE    GREAT    M^TAMORP^IOSIS. 

IN     IMlTATIOSr     OF     &MNSSIU 

BV    PR.    RID^^Y. 

WHERE  early  Phopbus  (beds  his  mildeic  beams^ 
The  happy  gardens  of  Adonis  lay : 
There  Time,  well  pleas'd  to  wonne,  a  youth  befeems« 
Nc  yet  his  wings  were  fledg'd,  nc  locks  were  grey; 
Round  him  in  fweet  accord  the  Seafons  play 

With  fruits  and  blo0bms  meint,  in  goodly  gree; 
And  dancing  hand  in  hand  rejoice  the  lea. 

Sick  gardens  now  no  mortal  wight  can  fee, 
Ne  mote  they  in  my  iimple  verfe  defcriven  be«        > 

The  tempered  clime  full  many  a  tree  affords.; 

Thofe  many  trees  bluQi  forth  with  ripen'd  fruitc: 
The  blufhing  fruite  to feaft  invites  the  birds,;. 

The  birds  with  plenteous  feafts  their  ftrength  recrnitCj 
And  warble  fongs  more  fweet  than  (hepherd's  flute. 

The  gentle  ilream  that  roll'd  the  (tones  among, 
Charm'd  with  the  place,  almoft  forgot  it's  fuite ; 

But  lift'ning  and  refponding  to  the  ibng, 
Loit'ring,  and  winding  often,  murmured  dpn^* 
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Here  Panacea,  hers  Nepenthe  grew; 

Here  Polygon,  and  each  ambroful  wecd^ 
Whofc  vcrtues  could  decayed  health  reIle^K, 

And,  anfwertni;  e;(hia,t>iled  natare's  iiecd^ 
Mote  eath  a  mortal  to  in>mOFtal  feed. 

Here  lives  Adonis  in  unfading  youth  ; 
Celeftial  Venus  grants  him  that  rich  meed, 

And  him  fucceflive  evermore  renew'th,j 
In  recompence  for  all  his  faithful  love  and  truths 

Not  (he,  I  ween,  the  wanton  queen  of  love. 

All  buxom  as  the  waves  from  whence  fht  rofe. 
With  her  t\v;u  fens,  who  idly  round  her  rove. 

One  Eros  hi  ;ht,  the  other  Anteros  j         * 
Ailbeit  brothers^   different  as  foes : 

This  fated,  fullen,  apt  for  bicker  men  t ; 
That  hungry,  eager,  fit  for  derring-does. 

That  flies  before,  with  fcorching  flames  ybrent; 
This,  following,  douts  thoTe  flames  with  geevUbjCmcQiitesitt 

(^eleflial  Venus  does  fucl;i  ribaqldsfhun,. 

Ne  dare  they  in  her  purlues  to  be  feea; 
But  Cupid's  torch,  fair  mother's  faireitign^ 

Shines  with  a  fleady  unconfuming  (heen ; 
Not;  fiercp,  yet  bright,  coldnefs  and  ragQ  bctwonu 

The  backs  of  lyons  fellonefl  he  (Irod  ; 
And  lyons  tamely,  did  themfelves  ai^ene  : 

On  natui:e'8  wild  full  fov'reignly  h©  rod; 
Wildnatares,^chaog'd,  ponfcfi'd  thi5imilApuiffantgo4.. 

• 

A  beauteous  fay,  or  heair^n-deicended  fprite. 

Sprung  from  her  fire  withoutcn  fpmak's  «d, 
(As  erft  Minerva  did),  i^nd  Pfyche  hight> 

|n  tha(  bclofi)r«  ^Bpy  ^^pvrn  made. 

No 
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No  art  Come  heerd  nncomelyneft  betray'd. 
Bat  nature  wrought  her  many-coloor'd  ftole  ; 

Ne  tamiftiM  like  an  i£thiopian  maid, 

Scorch'd  with  the  funs  that  o'er  her  beaaties  roll ; 

Ne  faded  like  the  dames  who  bleach  beneath  the  pole. 

Nor  fhame>  nor  pride  of  borrowed  fubftance  wrought 

Her  gay  embroidery  and  ornament; 
But  (he  who  gave  the  gilded  infef^'t  coat. 

Span  the  fbft  (ilk,  and  fpread  the  various  teint : 
The  gilded  infed's  colours  yet  were  feint 

To  thofc  which  Nature  for  this  fairy  wove. 
Our  grannums  thus,  with  diff'teut  dies  befprent^ 

Adom'd  in  n^ked  majefty  the  grove, 
Charm'd  our  great  fires,  and  warm'd  our  frozen  dime  to  lofi« 

On  either  fide,  and  all  adown  her  back. 

With  many  a  ring  at  equal  diftance  placM, 
C6ntrary  Uf  the  reft,  was  heben  black. 

With  (hades  of  green,  quick  changing  as  (he  pafs'd. 
All  were  on  ground-»work  of  bright  gold  o'ercaft. 

The  back  gave  livelood  to  the  greeniHi  hue^ 
The  green  ftill  deep'd  the  heben  o'er  it  lac'd ; 

The  gold,  that  peep'd  atween  and  then  withdrew^ 
Gave  luftre  to  them  both,  and  charm'd  the  wond'rio|;  vievh 

It  feem'd  like  arras,  wrought  with  cunning  (kill. 

Where  kindly  meddle  colours,  light  and  fliade; 
Here  flows  the  flood,  there  ri(ing  wood  or  hill 

Breaks  o£f  it's  courfe,  gay  verdure  dies  the  mead. 
The  ftream,  depeinten  by  the  glitt'rand  braid, 

Emong  the  hills  now  winding  (eems  to  hide ; 
Now  fhines  unlocked  for  thro'  the  op'ning  glade^ 

Now  in  full  torrent  pours  it's  golden  tyde ; 
Hills,  woods^  and  meads  refreihM,  rejoicing  by  it's  fide, 


Her 
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Her  Cupid  lov'd,  whom  Pfyche  lov'd  again : 

He,  like  her  parent  and  her  belamoar. 
Sought  how  (he  mote  in  iickernefs  remain^ 

From  all  malengine  fafe,  and  evil  ftour* 

Go,  tender  coffet,'  faid  he,  *  forray  o*cr 

*  Thefe  walks  and  lawnds;  thine  all  thefebafkets  are; 
Thine  ev'rylhrub,  thine  ev'ry  fruite  and  flower: 

'  Bat,  oh  !  I  charge  thee,  love,  the  rofe  forbear; 
Per  prickles  iliarp  do  arm  the  dang'rous  rofiere. 

Prickles  will  pain,  and  pain  will  banifh  lovet 

*  I  charge  thee,  Pfyche,  then,  the  rofe  forbear. 
When  faint  and  fick,  thy  languors  to  remove, 

*  To  yon  ambrofial  fhrubs  and  plants  repair; 
Thou  weeteft  nbt  what  med'cines  in  them  are  i 

'  What  wonders  follow  their  repeated  ufe 
N'ote  thy  weak  fenfe  conceive*  (hould  I  declare  ; 

'  Their  laboured  balm,  and  well-concoded  juice. 
New  life,  new  forms,  new  thews,  new  joys,  new  worlds  produce. 

Thy  term  of  tryal  paft  with  conftancy, 
'  That  wimpling  floagh  (hall  fall  like  filth  away; 
On  pinions  broad,  uplifted  to  the  ficy, 

*  Thou  fhalt,  ailert,  thy  ftranger  felf  furvey. 
Together,  Pfyche,  will  we  climb  and  play; 

*  Together  wander  thro'  the  fields  of  air. 
Beyond  where  funs  and  moons  mete  night  and  day* 

*  I  charge  thee,  O  my  love,  the  rofe  forbear. 
If  thou  wouldfl  fcathe  avoid.    Pfyche,  forewarn'd^  beware!' 

How  fweet  thy  words  to  my  enchanted  ear  !* 
(With  grateful,  modeft  confidence  fhe  faid ;) 
If  Cupid  fpeak,  I  could  for  ever  hear : 
'  Trull  me,  my  love,  thou  Dudt  be  well  obey'd. 

'What 
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'  What  rich  parvt3niice  for  nie  haft  thoo  madtoy 

'  The  prickly  rofe  akme  deaiecl !  the  reft 
'  In  full  indulgence  gi^'n !  'twere  to  upbrmd, 

*  To  doabt  compliance  with  this  one  reqneft:: 

*  How  frnaU^  and  yet  how  kind,  Cupid,  h  thy  bchcfti 

'  And  is  that  kindnefs  made  an  argomeiit 

'  To  raife  meftill  to  higher  fcenes  of  blifsf 
'  Is  the  acceptance  of  thy  goodnef«  meant 

*  Merit  in  me  for  farther  happinefs  ? 

*  No  merit,  and  no  argument^  I  wifs^ 

'Is  there  befidet  in  me,  anworthy  maid : 

*  Thy  gift  the  rery  love  I  bear  thee  is. 

«  Truft  me,  my  Icnfe,  thoa  ihalt  be  weH  obeyM  ; 

*  To  doubt  compliance  here,  Copid,  were  lo  ttpbndd/ 

Withouten  eounterfefance  thms  ihe  fpoke } 

Unweeting  of  her  frailty.    Light  oprofd 
Cvpkl  on  eafy  wings :  yet  tender  look. 

And  oft  reverted  eye^  on  her  bellows  ; 
Fearful,  but  not  diilruftful  of  her  vows* 

And  mild  regards  ihe  back  reflects  on  him: 
With  aching  eye  purfnes  him  as  he  goes ; 

With  aching  heart  marks  each  diminifli'd  limb| 
Till  indiilind,  diffiisM,  and  loft  in  air  he  feeiH, 

He  went  to  fet  the  wsttches  of  the  eaft. 

That  none  mote  rofii  in  With  the  tyde  of  wilifl  r 
Be  went  to  Venns  to  make  fond  re^ueft 

From  fleflily  ferm  to  loofen  Pfyche's  mind. 
And  her  eftfoons  tranfmew.    She  folklore  pin'd  | 

And  mov'd  foi^  folate  to  the  glaffy  lake. 
To  view  the  charms  th^  had  his  heart  dntwin^d* 

Shefaw,  and  MufhM,  and  fmil'd;  then  inly  ipAti 

*  Thefc  charms  I  cannot  chufe  bat  lore,  for  Cupid's  fake.' 


Bat 
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fiot  fea-born  Venus  'gan  ^ith  envy  fUr 

Atbruite  of  their  great  happineft;  and  iboght 
How  ihe  might  wreak  her  fpight :  then  call'd  to  her 

Her  Com,  and  op*d  what  rankled  in  her  thought; 
Afldng  who*d  venture  o'er  the  mounds  to  vau't 

To  breed  them  fcathe  un  wares  ;  to  damp  the  joy 
Of  blifsful  Venu8>  or  to  bring  to  nought 

The  liefeft  purpofe  of  her  darling  boy. 
Or  urge  them  both  dieir  minion  Pfyche  to  deftroy* 

Eros  recttl'd,  and  noul'd  the  work  atchieve. 

*  Bold  is  th*  attempt,'  faid  he,  *  averfe  from  love  t 

*  If  love  infpires,  I  could  derreign  to  reave 

'  His  fpear  from  Mars^  his  levin^brond  from  Jove*' 
Him  Anteros,  fneb'd  furly.    '  Gallefs  dpve  I 

*  Than  love's,  fpight's  mightier  prowefs  underftond : 

*  If  ipight  inipires,  I  dare  all  dangers  prove  ; 

'  And  if  fuccefsful,  ftand  the  levin-brond, 

*  When  hurlen  angry  forth  from  Jove's  avenging  bond/ 

V 

He  faid,  and  deffly  t' wards  the  g^dens  fiew; 

Horribly  fmiling  at  his  foul  emprize. 
When,  nearer  ftill  and  nearer  as  he  drew> 

UnfufFerable  brightnefs  wounds  his  eyes 
Ford)  beaming  from  thte  cryftal  walls ;  he  tries 

Arrear  to  move,  averted  from  the  blaze. 
But  now  no  longer  the  pure  xther  buoys 

His  grofler  body's  difproportion'd  peaze ; 
Down  drops,  plumb  from  his  tow'ring  path,  the  treachor  bafe; 

So,  o'er  Avemns^  or  the  Lucrine  lake. 

The  wiftlefs  bird  purfues  his  purpos'd  flight  t 
Whether  by  vapours  noy'd  that  thenceforth  breaks 

Or  elfe  deferted  by  an  air  too  light, 

3D  DowA 
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Down  tambles  the  fowl  headlong  ^om  hia  heighu 

So  Anteros'aftonied  fell  to  ground, 
Provok*d»  bat  not  accoid  at  bis  ftratinge  plight. 

He  rofe,  and  wending  ccafts  it  roond  and  nrand^ 
To  find  unguarded  pa^,  hoptlefs  to  leap  the  moawk 

• 

As  on  the  margin  of  a  (beam  he  flood,. 

Slow  rolling  from  that  paradife  within,  . 
A  fnake's  out-cafe  untenanted  he  viewM: 

Seizing  the  fpoii,  albeit  it  worthlefs  been. 
He  darts  himfelf'  into  the  vacant  flctn. 

In  borrowed  gear,  th'  exulting  lofel  gUdes> 
Whofe  faded  hues  with  joy  fltifh  bright  again  ; 

Triumphant  o'er  the  buoyant  flood  he  ride»; 
And  fhoots  th'  important  gulph,  home  on  tbe  gentle  tyitu 

So  fhone  the  brazen  gates  of  Babylon; 

Armies  in  vain  her  muniments  aiTaii : 
So  flrong,  n6  engines  coald  them  batter  .down  ;^ 

So  high,   no  ladders  could  the  ramparts  fcale  ; 
So  flank'd  with  tow'rs,  befiegers  n'ote  avail; 

So  wide,  fufficienthanrefls  they  endofe* 
£ut  where  might  fields,   these ^fbatagems. pre v^t. 

Faithlefs  Euphrates  thro'  the  city  flows. 
And  thro'  his  channel  poura  the  anexpe6ted  foes« 

He  fails  along  in  many  a  wanton  fpire  f 

Now  floats  at  length,  now  proudly  reara^has  cieftr 
His  fparkling  eyes  and  fbaks,  inftin^  with  fire. 

With  fplendor  as  he  moves,  the  waves  o'er  kefl  j 
And  the  waves  gleam*  beneath  his  flaming  bneafiu 

As  thro'  the  battle,  fet  in  full  array. 
When  the  fun  walks  in  radiant  brightnefs  drefs'd  ; 

His  beams  that  on  the  burnifh'd;  helmets  play». 
The  burnifh'd  helms  refle^j  and  fpread  unufuaLday- 
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So  on  he  fares,  and  Hately  wreaths  about. 

In  femblaunce  like  a  feraph  glowing  bright; 
'But  without  terror  flafh'd  his  lightning  out,  >^ 

More  to-be  wonder'd  at,  than  to  affright*   . 
The^bockward  dream  foon  led  the  mafker  right 

To  the  broad  lake,  where  hanging  o'er  the  flood 
{NarciiTus  like,  enamour 'd  with  the  fight  - 

Of  his  own  beauties)  the  fond  Pfyche  flood. 
To  mitigate  the  pains  of  lonely  widowhood. 

Unk^nn'd  of  her,  he  raaght  th'  embroider 'd  bank^ 

And  through  the  tangled  flourets  weft  afide 
To  where  a  rofiere  by  the  river  dank, 

Xiuxu^ant  grew  in  all  it's  blowing  pridey 
Not  far  froth  Pfyche;  arm'd  with  fcaly  hide 

He  clamb  the  thorns,  which  no  imprefCon  make; 
His  glitt'ring  length,  with  all  it'sfolds  untied. 

Plays  floating  o'er  the  buih :  then  filence  brake. 
And  thus  the  nympth,  adoni^'d  at  his  fpeech,  befpake. 

^  O  fairefl,  and  moft  excellent,  compleat 

'  In  all  perfeQions,  fov'reign  queen  of  nature  1 

*  The  whole  creation  bowing  at  thy  feet 

'  Submiffive  pays  thee  homage  !  wcmdVous  creature-^ 
'  If  aught  created  thou  !  for  every  feature 

*  Speaks  thee  a  goddefs  ifTued  from  the  fkie ; 
^  Oh !  let  not  me  offend,  unbidden  waiter, 

*  At  aweful  diflance  gazing  thus  !   But  why 

*  Should  gazing  thus  offend  f  or  how  unbidden  I? 

*  The  fim  that  wakes  thofe  flourets  from  their  beds, 

'  Or  opes  thefe  buds  by  his  foft  influence, 
^  Is.  not  offended  that  they  peep  their  heads, 
^  And  ihew  they  feel  his  pow'r  by^their  quick  fenfe, 

.3.D2  'Offering, 
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*  OflTring,  at  his  command,  their  fweet  inoenft ; 

*  Thus  I,  drawn  here  by  thy  enliv*ning  rays, 
'  (Call  not  intrafion  my  obedience  !) 

'  Perforce,  yet  wiUug  thrall,  am  come  to  gaae, 
^  To  pay  my  homage  meet,  and  baik  in  beauty's  blaae^* 

Amas*d  ihe  ftood,  nor  coold  recover  foon^ 

From  contemplation  fuddenly  abraid. 
Starting  at  fpeech  unufoal :  yet  the  tone 

Struck  (botly  on  her  ear,  and  concert  made 
With  her  own  thoughts.     NOr  with  left  pleafnre  ftrayM 

Her  eyes,  delighted,  o'er  his  glofly  flun ; 
Yet  frighted  at  the  them  on  which  he  play 'd : 

Pleafure  with  horror  mixt!  (he  hung  between 
Suijpended^  yields,  recoils,  uncertain  where  to  Un. 

At  length  ihe  fpoke.     '  Reptile !  no  charms  I  know 

'  Such  as  you  mention  :  yet,  whatever  they  are^ 
'  (And  nill  I  lefTen  what  the  gods  beftow) 

*  Their  is  the  gift,  and  be  the  tribute  their ! 
'  For  them  thefe  beauties  I  improve  with  care, 

'  Intent  to  them  alone,  from  eve  to  morn: 

*  But  reed  me,  reptile,  whence  this  wonder  rare, 

*  That  thou  haft  fpeech,  as  if  to  reafon  born? 

*  And  how,  unhurt,  you  fport  on  that  fek'bidden  thorn  l^ 

*  Say,  why  forbidden  thorn  ?'  the  foe  replied : 

*  To  every  reptile,  every  infeft  free, 

*  Has  malice  harfh  to  thee  alone  denied 

*  The  fragrance  of  the  rofe  enjoy'd  by  me  ?'— r 

*  *Twas  love,  not  malice,  form*d  the  kind  decree !' 

(Half-wroth,  ihe  cried.)  "  Thine  all  thefe  buikets  are^ 
•«^  Thine  fruit  and  flpw'r,**  were  Cupid's  words  to  me; 

•*  But,  oh !  I  charge  thee,  love,  the  rofe  forbear^ 
^  for  pricl^es  i^arp  do  arm  the  dang'rous  roiiere. 
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'^  Prickles  will  padn,  and  pain  will  baniih  love: 

**  I  charge  thee,  Pfyche,  then,  the  rofe  forbear* 
«<  When  faint  and  fick,  thy  languors  to  remove, 

*'  To  yon  ambrofial  (hrubs  and  plants  repair; 
-^'  Thou  weeteft  not  what  medicines  in  them  are. 

**  What  wonders  follow  their  repeated  ufe 
^'  N'ote  thy  weak  fenfe  conceive,  fhould  I  declare  i    ■ 

**  Their  labour'd  balqi,  and  well-conco6led  juice, 
^*  New  life,  new  forms^new  thews,  new  joys,  new  worlds  prodaccb 

♦' Thy  term  of  tryal  paft  with  conftancy, 

**  Thy  wimpling  Hough  fliall  fall  iike  filth  away  ; 
^'  On  pinions  broad  up-lifted  to  the  ikie, 

'^  T\kQU  ihalt,  aftert,  thy  ftranger  felf  furvcy. 
^'  Together,  Pfyche,  will  we  climb  and  play; 

•'  Together  wander  through  the  fields  of  air, 
*'  Beyond  where  funs  and  moons  mete  night  and  day. 

*'  I  charge  thee,  O  my  love,  the  rofe  forbear, 
^<  If  thou  wouldil  fcathe  ayoid,  Pfyche,  forewarned,  bewardl'^ 

Out  burft  the  frannion  into  open  laugh : 

She  blufli'd,.  and  frown'd  at  his.  uncivil  mirth* 
Then,  foften'd  to  a  fmile,  as  hiding  half 

What  mote  ofl^end  if  boldly  utter'd  forth. 
He  feem'd  t*  eiTay  to  give  his  anfwer  birth  2 

fiutftopp'd,  and  chang'd  his  fmiles  to  looks  of  ruth« 
f  Is  this,'  quoth  he,  '  fit  guerdon  for  thy  worth  ? 

'  Does  Cupid  thus  impofe  upon  thy  youthl 

^  Dw^ells,  then,  in  heav'n,  fuch  envy,  voidof  love  and  troth  {  . 

* 

^  Is  this  the  inilance  of  his  tendernefs, 

•  To  envy  Pfyche  what  to  worms  is  given? 
.^  To  cut  her  off  from  prefent  happinefs, 

f  With  feigned  reverfion  of  ^  promi^M  beav*n ; 

'^7 
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*  By  threat^Aings  Ulk  from  true  enjoymc&tiidriY«ii? 

*  How  kmoccDt  the  dioni  to  touch,  he  Juiows : 

*  Where  are  my  wounds?  or  where  th'  arenging  lem? 

'  How  foftly  blnih  thefe  colours  of  the  rofe  ! 
«  How  fweetl'  (and  dtv*d  into  the  flowV)  <  it's  fragrance  lows 

0 

'  Difadvantageous  are  thy  terms  of  tryal ; 

'  No  longer,  Pfyche,  then,  the  rofe  forbear* 
^  What  is  to  recompenfe  the  harfh  denyal, 

^  But  dreams  of  wand'ring  thro'  the  fields  of  air» 
«  And  joys,  I  know  not  what,  I  know  not  where! 

'  As  «ath>  on  leafy  pinions  borne,  the  tree 
'  Mote  rufh  into  the  ikies,  and  flatter  there, 

*  As  thou  fear  yon,  and  quit  thy  due  degree : 

'  Thou  for  this  world  wert  made*  this  world  was  made  for  tbee^ 

'  In  yarn  you'd  fly  to  yonder  fhnilM  and  plants^ 
'  Bitter  their  tafte,  and  worthlefs  their  effe&i 
'  Here  is  the  polychreft  for  all  thy  wants; 

*  No  panacea,  like  the  rofe,  expedt. 

*  Mute  as  my  fellow-brutes,  as  them  abjeft 

*  And  reafonlefs  was  I,  till  haply  woke 

*  By  tailing  of  the  rofe,  (O  weak  negleft 

*  In  thee  the  while !)  the  dawn  of  fapience  broke 

*  On  my  admiring  foul,  I  reafon'd,  and  I  ipoke^ 

*  Nor  this  the  only  change;  for  foon  I  found 

*  The  briiker  fpirits  flow  in  fuller  tyde ; 

^  And  more  than  ufual  luftre  fpread  around: 
'  Such  virtue  has  the  rofe,  in  me  well  tried. 

*  But  wife,  I  ween,  thy  lover  has  denied 

*  It's  ufe  to  thee ;  I  join  him  too :  beware 

*  The  dang'rous  rofe— ^fbr  fuch  thy  beauty's  |iride> 

*  'T  were  death  to  gaze  pn,  if  imprxw'd  Ip^Forbeiu* 

*  To  iKwp  that  wit,  too  keen !— Touch  not  the  roficre.* 

Uncbccl 
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UncheckM,  indiilg*d»  lief  growing  paflions  rife; 

Wonder  to  fee  him  fafe,  and  hear  his  telling; 
Ambition  vain*  to  be  more  fair  and  wife; 

And  rage,  at  Capid*s  mifconceiv'd,  falfe  dealing : 
Various  the  gafls;  bnt,  all  one  way  impelling. 

She  plung'd  into  thebofomof  the  tree. 
And  fnatch'd  the  rofe,  no  dreaded  pain  or  quelling* 

OiF  drops  the  fnake,  nor  farther  ftaid  to  fee ; 
But  ruih'd  into  the  flood,  and  vaniih'd  prefently* 

Fall  many  a  thorn  her  tender  body  rent; 

Fall  many  a  thorn  within  the  wounds  remain. 
And,  throbbing,  canfe  continual  dreriment: 

While  gory  drops  her  dainty  form  diflain* 
She  wishes  her  lofl:  innocence  again. 

And  her  loft  peace,  loft  charms,  loft  love,  to  find ! 
Bat  fhame  upbraids  her  with  a  wilh  fo  vain : 

Defpair  fucceeded,  and'averfion  blind ; 
Pain  fills  her  tortur'd  fenfe,  and  horror  clouds  her  min^* 

Her,  bleeding,  faint,  diibrder'd,  woe-begODy 

Stretch'd  on.  the  bank  beiide  the  fatal  thom» 
Venus,  who  came  to  ieek  her  with  he;r  fon. 

Beheld.    She  ftopp'd :  and  albe  heav'nly  born» 
RuthAiI  of  others  woe,  began  to  mourn* 

The  lofs  of  Venus'  fmiles  fick  nature  found : 
As  froft-nipp*d  drops  the  blo<mi,  the  birds  ferelom 

Sit  hufh'd,  the  faded  fon  fpreada  dimnefs  round ; 
The  clatt'ring  thundertcrafli^  and  earthquakes  rock  the  ground. 

« 

Then  arming  with  a  kilHng  frown  her  brow,  \ 
'  Die,  poor  unhappy—-'    Cupid  fupplian^  broke 

Th'unfinilh'd  fentence;  and,  with  duefol  bow,  -^     ' 

Begg'd  her  to  doff  the  keennefi  of  her  look^ 

VWch 
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Which  nature  feeling,  to  her  center  ihook ; 

Then,  how  fhould  Pfyche  bear  it !  '  Spare  the  maidi 
'  'Tis  plain  that  Anteroa  hit  fpight  has  wroke  ; 

'  Shan  rengfeance  due  to  him,  on  her  be'laid? 

*  Oh !  let  me  run,  and  reach  th'  ambrofial  t>alms.!'  he  Ui* 

*  Ah  I  what  would  Cupid  afk?*  the  queen  replies  ; 

'  Can  all  thofe  balms  reftore  her  peace  again  ? 

*  Wonldil  thou  a  wretched  life  immortalize; 

'  Wouldft  thou  protrad,  by  potent  herbs,  her  pdnf 

*  liOve  bids  her  die :  thy  cruel  wife  reftrain— * 

'  Why,  then/  quoth  he,  *  in  looms  of  fkxt  were  wove 
<  The  lives  of  thofe,  in  long  fucceflive  train, 

*  From  her  to  fpring,  thro*  yon  bright  trads  to  loref 

*  Due  to  the  fkyes,  and  meant  to  (hine  in  fields  above  I 

*  Say,  would  thy  goodnefs  envy  them  the  light 

'  Appointed  for  them,  or  the  good  prevent 
'  Forefeen  ^m  them  to  flow?  eracing  quite 

*  The  whole  creation,  thro*  avengementf 

*  One  only  fpecies  from  it's  order  rent, 

*  The  whole  creation  fhrivels  to  a  (hade/— - 
'  Better  all  vanifhM,'  faid  (he,  '  than  be  meint 

'  In  wild  confniion ;   through  free-will  mifled, 
^  And  tempted  to  go  wrong  from  punifement  delay'd** 

'  Let  me  that  exemplary  vengeance  bear,' 

(Benign  retum'd  her  amiable  fens) 
'  JufUce  on  her  wc  uld  lofe  it's  aim ;  levere 

*  In  vain,  productive  of  no  good;  for  note 

*  Could  by  dgitderolating  blow  be  won. 

'  So  falls  each  generous  purpoie  of  the  wHl 

*  Corred,  extinguifeM  by  abortion : 

'  Whence  jnftice  would  it*s  own  intendments  ipill ) 
^  And  cat  of  virt^»  by  the  ftroke  meant  vice  to  kilL 
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•  Yet,  left  impunity  fhoold  forehead  give 

*  To  vice,  in  me  let  guilt  adopted  find  1 
A  victim ;  here  awhile  vouchfafe  me  live 

*  Thy  proof  of  juftice,  mix'd  with  mercy  kind!* 
Oh!  ftrangc  requeft,'  quoth  fhe,  *  of  pity  blind ! 

*  How  fhouldft  thou  fuffer,  who  didft  ne'er  offend? 
How  canft  thou  bear  to  be  from  me  difloin'd? 

*•  To  wander  here,  where  nature  'gins  to  wend 
To  wafte  and  wildernefs^  and  pleafures  have  an  end  ?* 

You,  Venus,  fuffer,'  faid  he,  '  when  you  ftrike, 

*  Not  for  your  own,  but 'others  foul  offence : 
Why  not  permitted  I  to  do  the  like, 

*  When  greater  good,  I  fee,  will  coul  from  thence? 
That  greater  good  o'er  pays  all  punifhments, 

*  And  makes  my  fuff*rings  pleafure :   if  they  prove 
A  means  to  conquer  Antcros,  difpenfe 

*  Healing  to  Pfyche's  wounds,  regain  her  love. 
And  lead  her,  with  her  happy  fons,  to  realms  above,* 

To  thy  intreaties  Pfyche*s  life  I  give,* 
(Replied  th'  indulgent  mother  to  her  fon;) 
But  yet  deform'd  and  miulfh'd  let  her  live> 

*  Till  thou  flialt  grant  a  better  change  foredone ; 
Nor  ihall  that  change,  but  thro'  death  gates  be  won, 

*  This  meed  be  thine,  o'er  her  and  her's  to  reign  I 
Already  Nature  puts  her  horrors  on, 

*  Away ! — I  to  my  bow'r  of  blifs  again ! 
Thou  to  thy  talk  of  love,  and  voluntary  pain.* 

*t 
.  She  went ;  and,  like  a  fhifted  ftage,  the  fcene 
Vanifti'd  at  once  :  th'  ambroiial  plants  were  loft; 
The  jarring  feafons  brought  on  various  teen; 
£ach  fought,  each  feeking,  each  by  other  croft* 
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Yonng  Spring  to  Summer  flies  from  Winter*!  frofl. 
While  fweltry  Summer  thirfls  fbr  Aotomn'sbowV 

Which  Autumn  holds  to  Wbter;  Winter  tofs'd 
With  fcom  away,  young  Spring  inflames  his  ibul: 

Still  craving,  never  pleas'd,  thus  round  and  toiiiid  they  roll. 

Th'  inclement  airs  bind  up  the  fluggifh  foil. 

The  fluggifli  foil  the  toilfome  hand  require); 
Yet,  thanklefs,  pays  with  four  harih  fruits  the  toil; 

Ne  willing  yields  but  ragged  thorns  and  briers* 
Birds  birds  purfue,  as  hunger's  rage  infpires ; 

Their  fweeteft  fongs  are  now  but  fongs  of  woe: 
Here  from  th'  encroaching  fliore  the  wave  retires. 

There  hoarfe  floods  roar,  impetuous  torrents  flow. 
Invade  the  land,  and  the  fcarce  harvefts  overthrow. 

StretcKM  on  th^  bai>k  eftibons  th' inviting  form 

Of  Pfyche  faded ;  brac'd  up  lank  and  flimt 
Her  dwindled  body  flirunk  into  a  worm : 

Her  make  new-moulded,  chang'd  in  ev'ry  limb; 
Her  colours  only  left,  all  pale  and  dim ; 

Doom'd  in  her  caterpillar's  fliape  to  lout. 
Her  pafllons  ill  fuch  worthlefs  thing  befeem  ; 
«    Pride,  rage,  and  vanity,  to  banifli  j>ut. 
She  creeping  crawlsj  and  drags  a  loathfome  length  aboatt 
• 
How  Cupid  wafh'd  her  noiibme  filth  away. 

What  arts  he  tried  'to  win  her'love  again  ; 
By  what  wiles  guileful  Ant'ros  did  aflay. 

By  leafing,  ilill  her  recreant  to  maintain. 
And  render  Cupid's  kindly  labours  vain: 

Their  eombat;  Cupid^s  conquefl;  Pfyche'i  crown; 
(My  day's  fet  tafic  here  ended)  muft  remain 

Unfung;  far  nobler  verfem6te  they  renown!' 
Vnyoke  the  toiled  fteers»  thrweary  fun  goes  dpwo. 

MESSIAH. 
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MESSIAH. 

A     SACRED    ECLOQVE. 
|M    IMITATION    OP    VIRGIL*8   J»0LLIQ« 

BY    MR*    POPE, 

YE  Nymphs  of  Solyma!  begin  the fong^ 
To  heav'niy  themes  fublimer  ftrains  belong* 
The  mofly  fountains^  and  the  fylvan  (hades. 
The  dreams  of  Find  as,  and  th'  Aonian  maids, 
Pelight  no  more— O  thou  my  voice  infpire. 
Who  touched  Ifaiah's  hallow'd  lips  with  firel 
Rapt  into  future  times,  the  bard  begun-^ 
A  Virgin  fhall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son  i 
f  rom  Jeffe's  root  behold  a  Branch  arife, 
Whofe  facred  ilowV  with  fragrance  fills  the  fkies: 
Th'  athereal  Spirit  o'er  it's  leaves  fhall  move. 
And  on  it's  top  defcends  the  myftick  Dove* 
Ye  heavens !  from  high  the  dewy  nedlar  pour. 
And 'in  foft  fUence  fhed  the  kindly  fhower ! 
The  fick  and  weak  the  Healing  Plant  fhall  aid. 
From  ftorms  a  fhelter,  and  from  heat  a  fhade. 
All  crimes  fhall  ceafe,  and  ancient  fraud  &all  fail ; 
Returning  JufUce  lift  aloft  her  fcale; 
Peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend. 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  from  heav'n  defcend. 
Swift  fly  the  years,  and  rife  th'  expefted  morn  I 
Oh,  fpring  to  light !  ^ufpicions  Babe,  be  born  ( 
See  Nature  haftes  her  earliefl  wreaths  to  brings 
With  all  the  incenfe  of  the  breathing  fpring : 
See  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance. 
See  nodding  forefls  on  the  mountains  dance ; 
See  fpicy  clouds  from  lowly  Saron  rife, 
And  parmel's  flow'ry  top  pc^rfumes  the  flues ! 

3^2  Hark! 
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Hark !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  defart  chears ; 

*  Prepare  the  way !  a  God,  a  God,  appears}' 

*  A  God,  a  God  !'  the  vocal  hills  reply; 
The  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 
Lo!  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  fkies ! 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains ;  and,  ye  vallies,  rife ; 
With  heads  declin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay; 
Befmooth,  ye  rocks;  ye  rapid  flo     s,  give  way, 
The  Saviour  comes !  by  ancient  bards  foretold : 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  and  all  ye  blind,  behold ! 
He  from  thick  films  fhall  purge  the  vifual  ray. 
And  on  the  fightlefs  eye-ball  pour  the  day; 

'  ris  he  th'  obftrudted  paths  of  found  fhall  clear. 
And  bid  new  mufick  charm  th'  unfolding  ear: 
The  dumb  fhall  fing,  the  lame  his  crutch  forego^ 
And  leap,  exulting,  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  figh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  fhall  hear; 
From  ev'ry  face  he  wipes  off  ev-ry  tear. 
In  adamantine  chains  fhall  Death  be  bound. 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  Shepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care. 
Seeks  frefhefl  pafturc,  and  the  purefl  air. 
Explores  the  lofl,  the  wandering  fheep  direfts. 
By  day  o'erfees  them,  and  by  night  proteds ; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raifes  in  his  arms. 
Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bofom  warms: 
Thus  fhall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage^ 
The  promis'd  Father  of  the  future  age. 
No  more  fhall  nation  againfl  nation  rife. 
Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes; 
Nor  fields  with  gleaming  fleel  be  cover'd  o'er. 
The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more; 
But  ufelefs  lances  into  fcythes  fhall  bend. 
And  the  broad  faulchion  in  a  ploughfhare  end. 
Then  palaces  fhall  rife ;  the  joyful  fon 
ShaU  finifli  what  his  ihort-liv'd  fire  begun ; 
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Their  vines  a  (hadow  to  their  race  fhall  yield. 

And  the  fame  hand  that  fow'd  fhall  reap  the  field. 

The  fwain  in  barren  defarts,  with  furprize, 

gees  lilies  fpring,  and  fudden  verdure  rife; 

And  ftarts  amidft  the  thirfty  wilds  to  hear 

New  falls  of  water  murmuring  in  his  ear. 

On  rifted  rocks,  the  dragon's  late  abodes. 

The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrufli  nods. 

Wade,  fandy  vallies,  once  perplex'd  with  thorn. 

The  fpiry  fir  and  fhapely  box  adorn ; 

To  leaflefs  fhrubs  the  flowery  palms  fucceed. 

And  odorous  myrtle  to  the  noifome  weed. 

The  lambs  with  wolves  (hall  graze  the  verdant  mead. 

And  boys  in  flow'ry  bands  the  tyger  lead  ; 

The  fleer  and  lion  at  one  crib  ihall  meet. 

And  harmlefs  ferpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet. 

The  fmiling  infant  in  his  hand  fhall  take 

The  crefted  bafilifk,  and  fpeckled  fnake; 

pleas'd,  the  green  luftre  of  the  fcales  furvey. 

And  with  their  forky  tongues  fhall  innocently  play. 

Rife,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Salem,  rife! 

Exalt  thy  towery  head,   and  lift  thy  eyes ! 

See  a  long  race  thy  fpacious  courts  adorn ; 

See  future  fons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn. 

In  crouding  ranks  on  every  fide  arife. 

Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  fkies  ! 

jBee  barbarous  natipns  at  thy  gates  attend. 

Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend ; 

See  thy  bright  altars  throng'd  with  proftrate  kings. 

And  hcap'd  with  produ£ls  of  Sabaean  fprings ! 

for  thee  Idume's  fpicy  forefls  blow. 

And  feeds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  glow. 

See  hcav'n  it's  fparl^ling  portals  wide  difplay. 

And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day ! 

No  more  thfe  rifing  fun  fhall  gild  the  morn, 

}ipr  evening  Cynthia  fill  her  filver  horn ; 

But 
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Bat  loft,  diiTolv'd  in  thy  faperior  rays. 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  uncloaded  blaze, 
O'erflow  thy  courts :  the  Light  himfelf  fhall  tbinB 
Reveal 'd,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine! 
The  feas  (hall  wafte,  the  ikies  in  fmoke  decay. 
Rocks  fall  to  daft,  and  mountains  melt  away  ; 
But  fix'd  his  word,  his  faving  pow'r  remains  ; 
Thy  realm  for  ^ver  lafts^  thy  own  Mefi^h  reigns ! 


PARL      WALTER, 

BY    MRS.    HAMPDEN    PYE* 

EARL  Walter  ftrok'd  his  milk-white  fleed; 
His  heart  with  courage  beat ; 
When,  lo!  adamfel — ^matchlefs  fair! 
Fell  proftrate  at  his  feet» 

'  Behold,*  fhe  cried,  ^  a  rain*d  maid, 

•  The  vi6Um  of  thy  love ! 

*  And  let  thy  Ellen's  once-prais'd  form 

•  Thy  tender  pity  moye  I 

^  The  dreaded  time  draws  on  apace, 

'  That  muft  reveal  my  ihame ; 
'And  can  Earl  Walter,  then,  confent 

«  To  murder  Ellen's  fame  ? 

'  Ah,  wretched  infant  I  doom'd  to  woe 
'  Before  thy  natal  hour ! 

*  Difgrace  muft  be  thy  portion  here, 

•  Wrong'd  Ellen's  only  dower!* 
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The  gallant  youth  was  inly  moT*d, 
But  coldly  thus  replied— 
The  cure  that  love  perhaps  difclaims, 
'  My  jufticefhall  provide. 


From  north  to  fbuth  extended  wide, 
'  With  fields  and  paflures  fair, 
Thofe  plains  to  thee  I  freely  give, 

*  fieftow  them  on  thy  heir.* 

By  mea'tflie  cried,  «  more  highly  priz'd^ 

'  One Ws  of  that  dear  month. 
Than  all  thy  rich  and  fertile  plains 

'  Extending  north  and  fouth* 

One  glance  of  thofe  deluding  eyes  . 

*  More  rapture  can  beflow. 

Than  fhoald  our  monarch  quit  his  throne^ 
«  And  that  to  me  forego*' 

No  more,  fair  Ellen!*  cries  the  etrl; 

'  I  can  no  longer  ftay! 
For  northward  muft  I  bend  my  coorftt 

'  There  lies  my  deftin'd  way.* 

With  thee.  Earl  Walter,  let  me  go, 

« Thy  handmaid  will  I  be; 
All  perils  I  with  joy  can  brave, 

«  That  mnch-lov'd  face  to  fee.' 

Kalh  Ellen !  doft  thou  know  the  terms 
'  On  which  alone  thoo  goeft  ? 
To  drop  each  feft  alluring  grace, 
'  Thy  fcx's  pride  and  boafb 

'Thoic 
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*  Thofc  auburn  lock«  to  cut  away, 

•  To  call  thy  woman's  weed ; 

•  All  day  to  follow  as  my  page, 

*  All  night  to  tend  my  Heed,* 


Her  auburn  locks  fhe  cut  away. 
She  call  her  woman's  weed  ; 
All  day  (he  follow'd  as  his  page. 


Each  night  ihe  fed  his  deed. 


At  length,  a  rapid  dream  they  fine 
Which  when  Earl  Walter  vicw'di 

*  Thou  canft  not,  2£llen,  follow  here-^* 

He  fpoke,  and  pafs'd  the  flood. 

But  love,  than  danger  Wronger  far* 

Her  timid  heart  upbore ; 
Shf-rulh'd  at  once  amid  the  waves. 

And  reach'd  the  farther  fhore. 

But  flill  the  earl  his  purpofe  kept. 

No  pity  he  confefs'd ; 
The'  ftrong  fatigue,  and  anxious  care^ 

The  damfel  fore  opprefs'd. 

*  Thy  languid  eye-lids,  Ellen,  raifc, 

'  And  view  yon  princely  bower ; 

*  There  Pleafuje  holds  his  revel  reign, 

*  And  marks  each  pafling  hour. 

*  There  dwells  a  maid  more  fair  than  mom^  . 

*  Than  fummer  funs  more  bright; 

*  That  maiden  is  my  plighted  love, 

*  My  joy  and  fole  delight.* 


Sm- 
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Sad  Ellen  mildly  anfwered  thus ; 

•  May  every  blifs  betide ! 

'  An^  ftill  encreafmg  rapture  wait 

•  Earl  Walter  and  his  bride  I* 

The  princely  bower  they  enter  foon. 

And  hail  the  glittering  train ; 
Earl  Walter  courts  each  lovely  nymph. 

Nor  heeds  his  Ellen's  pain. 

His  filler  with  fuperior  grace 

Shone  far  above  the  reft ; 
Who,  when  (he  Ellen's  form  furvey'd. 

Her  wonder  thus  exprefs'd. 

*  Ah !  whence,  my  brother,  is  thy  page  ? 

•  How  heavenly  fair  his  face ! 
'  What  pity  that  his  fize  uncouth 

'  Such  beauty  ihould  difgrace! 

*  But  let  the  boy  on  me  attend; 

•  In  my  apartment  wait; 

*  My  care  fhall  foothe  his  gentle  mind^ 
^  And  mend  his  prefent  ftate.* 

*  Too  great  for  him  that  honour  were; 

•  A  youth  of  low  degree; 
'  Enough,  diftinguifh'd  as  my  page, 
<  On  foot  to  follow  me/ 

Now  midnight  clofing  ev*ry  cye» 

Left  Ellen  free  to  weep ; 
But  with  the  morn  the  earl  arofe. 

And  broke  the  bands  of  ileep, 

3F  «  Awake! 
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*  Awake !  awake !  thou  flothful  page; 

«  'Tis  dawn  of  breaking  day; 
'  Bring  Forth  in  hafte  my  milk-whito  fiee4» 
'  I  mail  from  hence  away.* 

But  ere  her  lord  could  be  obey*d> 

Uncall'd,  Lucinacame; 
And  to  fad  £Ilen*8  other  woes 

She  adds  a  mother's  name. 

Now  burft  their  way  the  heart-rfelt  groaqa^ 
Now  falls  the  trickling  tear; 

Till  thro'  the  high-reibunding  dome 
They  reach  Earl  Walter's  ear« 

With  eager  fleps  he  fought  the  place» 

Then  made  a  fearful  paufe ; 
While  broken  accents,  breath'd  in  iighs^ 

Reveal  the  fatal  caufe« 

<  Lie  flill,  thou  pledge  of  haplefs  love  I 

*  Lie  Hill,  my  infant  dear! 

*  I  would  thy  father  were  a  king^ 

*  Thy  mother  on  a  biej- 1* 

,  Enough  had  now  the  lover  heard  | 
He  clafps  her  in  his  arms : 
'  Look  up,  my  miftrefs»  friend,  and  wiftf 
'  Revive  thy  drooping  charmsin 

«  Thy  trial  now  is  fairly  paft, 
^  Thou  firft  of  woman-kind ! 

*  Thy  form,  tho'  caft  in  beauty'^  mouldj 

*  Enihrines  a  heto*9  xm»d»* 


s* 
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*  And  doft  thou  know  at  length  my  heartf 

•  Then  have  I  well  been  tried ! 

•  I  only  liv'd  to  prove  my  faith*—* 
.  She  grafpM  his  hand,  and  died! 


THE     RIVAL     BROTHERS. 

BY    MRS.    LEAPOR. 

CE  L I A  and  I,  to  (hare  the  vernal  gales^  , 

One  evening  wander*d  o'er  the  dewy  vales  f 
Still  was  the  foul,  and  ev'ry  fenfe  was  pleas'd^ 
And  the  cool  heart  from  care  and  bufinefs  eas'd: 
Arm  lock'd  in  arm,  with  heedlefs  fleps  we  rove 
Round  the  fair  borders  of  a  blooming  grove. 
Reclin'd  at  eafe,  within  the  feCret  fhades, 
A  lovely  bower  held  two  fairer  maids ; 
Soft  Flavia  one,  with  cheeks  of  rofy  dye; 
And  Sylvia,  famous  for  her  ftar-like  eye : 
Sylvia,  whofe  wit  was  vers'd  in  charming  wiles^' 
Who  often  varied  her  difcour/e  with  fmiles. 
Love- tales  fhetold;  fome  fidious,  and  fome  true| 
The  fubjed  various,  and  her  (lories  new ; 
Of  innocence  opprefs'd  by  mightier  wrong. 
And  many  proofs  (he  drew  from  facrcd  fong  ; 
When  Flavia  thus.—*  Behold  the  lingering  Day 

•  Still  paints  yon  heavens  with  a  filver  grey  I 

•  And  flothful  Night  with  gentler  pace  comes  on^ 

•  As  if  Ihe  liften'd  to  thy  charming  tongue: 

•  The  Rival  Brothers,  let  my  Sylvia  tell ; 

•  How  crofs  they  lov'd,  and  who  untimely  fell  ?• 
Her  friend  replied,  *  You  fhall  not  a(k  in  vain, 

•  Although  the  ftory  gives  thy  Sylvia  pain,* 
Then  on  her  cheek  her  iv'ry  hand  (he  laid, 
And,  with  a  iigh^  began  the  lovely  maid« 

3  F  2  •  Lqtn; 
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'  Long  Usne  before  our  fathers  lives  began, 
^  There  liv'd  an  ancient  and  a  worthy  man» 
'  Was  long  the  fav'rite  of  indulgent  Fame; 
^  For  wretches  knew  and  blefs'd  Clytiphon's  name, 
'  Jufl  without  pride,  without  reludlance  kind; 
'  For  inborn  goodnefs,  with  foft  pity,  join'd 
'  To  form  the  bafis  of  his  godlike  mind. 

*  His  temperate  foul  was  ne'er  difturb'd  with  rage, 

*  But  graceful  bore  the  rev'rend  weight  of  age; 

'  All-bounteous  Heav'n  had  to  his  fhare  confign'd 

*  A  moderate  fortune,  with  a  peaceful  mind : 
'His  dwelling,  feated  on  a  riiing  hill, 

<  Was  water'd  round  with  many  a  chryftal  rill; 

*  Gardens  and  groves  the  fmother'd  buildings  fcreen^ 

*  Which  look'd  the  feat  of  fome  retir'd  queen* 
'  Cythania,  toafl  of  the  admiring  land, 

*  The  faireft  virgin  of  the  fhining  band, 

'  Did  to  Clytiphon's  honour  truft  her  charms, 

t 

*  And  gave  her  beauties  to  his  faithful  arms ; 

*  But  cruel  Death,  whofe  bufinefs  is  to  rend 

m 

*  The  pale-ey'd  matron  from  her  weeping  friend, 
'  Had  torn  Cythania  from  his  widow'd  fide, 

'  And  left  her  fpoufe  to  w.iil  his  conftant  bride. 

*  Heav'n  fpar*d  one  child  to  crown  his  feeble  age, 

*  To  chear  his  fpirits,  and  his  grief  affuage ; 

*  Sophinia,  precious  to  her  father's  mind  ! 

*  To  her  alone  was  ev'ry  wifh  ccnfin'd: 

*  Nor  did  the  virgin  lefs  deferve  his  care  ; 

*  Pier  guiltlefs  foul  was,  like  her  perfon,  fair; 

*  For  Heav'n,  to  form  this  matchlefs  beauty,  join'd 

*  Her  mother's  features  to  her  father's  mind ; 
«  Notop'ning  rofes,  nor  the  baOifuI  day, 

*  Blufh'd  half  fo  fweetly  as  Sophinia  gay: 

*  Her  eyes  were  dazzling,  and  her  temples  fair, 

*  And  ev'ry  feature  wore  a  fmiling  air; 
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For  wit  and  learning  (he  out-llripp'd  her  kind. 
Nor  could  her  fex  debafe  her  noble  mind ; 
In  fearch  of  knowledge  fhe  would  fpend  the  day. 
And  judgment  walked  before  her  guiltlifs  way. 
'  No(  many  farlongs  from  thofe  bllfsful  plains. 
Where  good  Clyliphon  rul'd  the  happy  fwains. 
There  liv'd  a  wealthy  and  a  worthy  peer, 
Lov'd  by  his  friends,  and  to^his  country  dear; 
Laon  the  great,  in  valour  juilly  fam'd. 
His  fons,  Lycander  and  Polyphon  nam'd  ; 
Both  noble  youths,  and  by  their  friends  admir*d. 
And  thirfl  of  glory  both  their  hearts  infpirM: 
Lycander's  form  was  fairer  than  his  mind ; 
His  (hape  was  faultlefs,  and  his  brow  fublime ; 
His  jetty  locks  in  mazy  ringlets  run. 
And  his  bright  eyes  were  like  a  morning  fun. 
Rays  quick  and  fierce  their  fubtle  lightening  ffing; 
His  cheeks  were  freflier  than  the  dawning  fpring. 
But  then,  as  tempers  o'er  the  ocean  roll,  * 

Continual  paflions  tore  his  boiling  foul ; 
Difdainful,  proud,  with  an  imperious  will. 
Headlong  he  rufh'd  on  unfufpeded  ill : 
Reafon,  in  vain,  opposM  her  facred  (hield. 
And  Virtue's  felf  muft  to  the  whirlwind  yield. 
Polyphon's  foul  was  of  a  gentler  kind ; 
No  rugged  (torms  could  fhake  his  eafy  mind  : 
Still  calm,  and  pleafant,  as  the  ev'ning  fkies, 
When  not  a  breeze  through  the  ftill  region  flies; 
No  gloomy  frowns  a  fullen  heart  betray. 
His  brow  was  thoughtlefs,  and  his  air  was  gay. 
Thcfc  to  Clytiphon's  did  their  fire  attend. 
The  pleafmg  manfion  of  their  father's  friend ^ 
With  lovers  eyes  they  both  Sophinia  view. 
As  with  her  years  her  riiing  beauty  grew ; 
With  airy  hopes  theynurs'd  the  rival  flame. 
And  fought  with  gifts  to  win  the  fmiliag  dame  s 
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But  flie,  too  cautions  to  be  foon  betray 'd. 
Their  merit  balanc'd,  and  their  tcmpen  weighed! 
Lycander's  fortune  plcas'd  the  lovely  dame. 
His  power,  titles,  and  his  rifing  fame; 
And  the  gay  raaid  beheld,  with  early  pride, 
Laon's  bright  heir  attending  at  her  fide ; 
That  way  would  oft  her  vanity  incline^ 
But  then  hcrrenion  fear'd  his  bafe  deiign* 
Still  at  her  heart  the  fullen  doubt  remains. 
And  put  a  period  to  the  golden  dreams  : 
Polyphon's  image  on  her  fancy  Hole, 
With  thoufand  beauties  in  his  taintlefs  ibal^ 
Clear  as  his  face,  and  fprightly  as  his  mien  ; 
Soft  as  his  voice,  and,  like  his  brow,  ferene* 
Polyphon  now  the  wav'ring  nymph  admires. 
Nor  thinks  of  caftles,  towns,  and  fhining  fpires; 
Her  changing  thoughts  prefer  an  cafy  home. 
And  dwell  with  patience  on  a  younger  (on. 
Lycander  once  her  fav'rite  was,  but  now 
He  meets  rcfentment  and  a  frozen  br6w; 
In  vain  to  move  the  fcornful  nymph  he  tries. 
With  fprightly  oaths  and  well-difTcmblcd  lies: 
His  form  no  more  can  pleafe  Sophinia's  eyes. 
Without  concern  he  met  the  fair*s  difdain. 
Nor  could  her  frown  difturb  the  haughty  fwain  t 
Confcious  of  merit,  he  purfu'd  her  flill. 
And  only  thought  her  tongue  bely'd  her  will. 
For  Impudence,  to  Vice  a  trufly  fquire. 
Who  bears  her  arms,  and  fans  her  purple  fire. 
Had  taught  Lycander,  that  affairs  of  love 
Are  difregarded  in  the  realms  above ; 
That  oaths  are  licensed  to  addrefs  the  fair. 
And  vows  to  virgins  but  the  fportof  air; 
That  maids  are  merchandize,  and  may  be  (bid 
For  charxning  eloquence  and  mighty  gold. 
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♦  A  grove  there  was,  a  venerable  (hade,    ,. 
No  hoftile  iron  durft  her  boughs  invade  ; 
Whofe  lofty  pines  for  fev'ral  ages  grew. 
And  rev'rend  oaks  a  hundred  winters  knew; 
A  cryllal  river  wander'd  half«-way  round* 
The  reft  defended  with  a  hazel  mound; 
'Twas  here,  to  fhun  Lycander's  jealous  eye. 
When  Sol  departed  to  the  weftern  iky. 

The  fly  Sophinia  us'd  to  leave  her  maids. 

And  meet  Polyphon  in  the  balmy  fhades; 

While  the  proud  youth,  who  found  himfelf  defpis'd^ 

Hi?  pcrfon  flighted,  and  Polyphon  priz'd. 

Grew  wild  with  love,  and  dcfp'rate  with  dcfpaiTu 

And  vow'd  deflru£iion  to  the  gentle  pair« 

No  quiet  hour  his  furly  fpirit  knows. 

Nor  reft  by  day-light,  or  at  night  repofe; 

Cold  to  his  friends ;  and  if  they  alk  his  care. 

He  only  anfwers  with  a  fullen  glare. 

•  One  ev'ning,  when  the  fparkling  fun  withdrewr^ 
And  thirfty  flowers ^fipp'd  the  grateful  dew ; 
When  this  fair  grove  had  put  on  all  her  charms. 
And  zephyrs  play'd  amidft  her  curling  arms; 
Sophinia,  weary  of  theTultry  day. 

To  the  cool  foreft  took  her  lonely  way; 

Attentive  only  to  the  linnet's  fong. 

No  ill  flie  thought  of,  and  flie  fear'd  no  wrong: 

Pleas'd  with  the  glories  of  the  fmiling  year, 

(For  guilty  minds  are  only  taught  to  fear) 

The  well-known  path  her  willing  feet  purfuc 

Through  the  brown  fliade,  where  in  the  centre  grew 

A  row  of  laurels  crown'd  with  lafting  green » 

And  fofter  beech  and  flow'ring  rofe  between; 

Here,  in  a  fatal  hour,  Sophinia  came. 

For  proud  Lycander  watch'd  the  lovely  dame ; 

«  Rcveftg© 
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*  Revenge  and  love  at  once  his  bofom  fire; 

'  His  broad  eyes  fla(h  with  more  than  mortal  fire* 
'  Then  to  his  friends  the  raging  hero  flew; 

*  His  friends  a  thoughtlefs  and  a  wanton  crew, 

'  Whofe  flothful  hands  were  backward,  as  their  will, 

'  In  virtue's  caufe,  bat  refolate  in  ill : 

'  To  thefe  the  youth  difclos'd  his  rafh  defign  ; 

'  His  glad  companions  in  th'  adventure  join, 

'  That  fome,  well  praAis'd  in  the  rufiian's  trade, 

*  Should  bear  Sophinia  from  the  filent  ihade. 

«  The  mifchief  plcas*d;  yet  none  proposed  the  way, 
'  Tho'  ihort  the  time,  and  dang'rous  the  delay : 

*  In  dill  fafpcnfc  the  lift'ning  heroes  ftand, 

*  Till,  with  rude  voice,  Miranthus  thus  began. 
*'  A  caftle  has  for  many  cent'rics  flood 

**  Within  the  confines  of  the  neighb'ring  wood, 

**  Whofe  gloomy  arches  feem  difpos'd  to  hide 

•'  Oflended  fubjc6ls  from  a  tyrant's  pride: 

'*  And  often  ihc  has  lent  her  hoftile  tow'rs, 

•*  The  guilty  refuge  of  rebellious  pow'rs  ; 

**  Here  let  your  friends  this  peevifti  girl  convey, 

**"  And  keep-her  fecret  from  the  face  of  day. 

•'  Thofe  doors  with  iron  eloquence  fhall  plead 

V  Your  mighty  paffion  to  the  fcornful  maid : 

•*  You  have,  what  my  unready  thoughts  defign'd, 

«*  The  hafty  dictates  of  a  ru flick  mind  ; 

**  A  mind  inur'd  to  wars  and  rude  alarms, 

"  Un&iird  in  love,  and  beauty's  fofter  charms.*' 

*  He  ceas*d — Applaufe  was  feen  in  ev'ry  eye, 

<  And  peals  of  laughter  rent  the  troubled  Iky ; 

*  Two  fav'rite  heroes,  iingled  from  the  crew, 
^  With  hoftile  feet  that  facred  path  purfue ; 

*  Whofe  winding  maze  betray'd  the  fmiling  bow'r 

<  That  held  Sophinia  in  a  baneful  hour : 
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The  heedlefs  virgin  on  a  bank  they  fouiid^ 
Where  the  faint  primrofe  fpreads  herodottrs  roand; 
And  hoddiiig  poppies  feem^d  to  kifs  the  ground* 
With  frighted  eyes  the  trembling  fair-one  fees 
Their  fiirly  figures  through  the  parting  trees; 
Biit  yet  fhe  rofe  colledled  in  her  fear; 
'Twas  vain  to  call,  and  no  affiflance  near: 
Then  from  the  ground  fhe  rais'd  her  beauteous  eyet^ 
Ahd^  weepings  turn'd  them  on  the  pitying  ikies. 

Aflift  me.  Heaven,  and  heavenly  pow'rs !"  fhe  cries* 

You  faints,  that  hover  round  celeftial  fprings, 

0  take  and  wrap  me  in  your  facred  wings! 

1  fee  black  violence  come  frowning  on ; 
Qat  may  Lycander  mourn  the  dear-bought  wrong! 
AH !  hear  Sophinia,  in  this  fearful  hour. 
And  fave,  O  fave  me,  from  a  villain's  power  !** 
*  But  now  a  (lave,  whom  beauty  ne'er  could  charM^ 
Drew  nigh;  and  feiz'd  her  by  the  ivory  arm : 
Through  uiitrod  paths  they  bore  the  ftrugglingmaid^ 
To  thofe  rude  towers,  where  Lycander  ftay'd  ; 
A  difmal  dwelling,  hid  by  waving  trees; 
So  thick,  they  fcarce  admit  the  healthy  breeze  ; 
On  whofe  black  walls  condenfing  vapours  hang» 
Whofe  lofty  fpires  hardly  knew  the  fun ; 
His  beams  ne'er  enter'd  here,  but  in  the  room 
Perpetual  coldnefs  and  eternal  gloom. 
Here  the  pleas'd  youth  his  charming  prey  {ecures» 
And  round  his  pris'ner  fliut  the  plated  doors  ; 
Then  left  the  virgin  to  herfelf,  nor  ftay'd 
To  bear  reproaches  from  the  injur'd  maid( 
Fierce  as  he  was,  he,  like  a  coward,  flies 
The  rag^  that  fparkled  in  her  glowing  ey^  ; 
Bat  when  he  thought  the  dang'rous  ftorm  waso'er^ 
Again  he  fought  thofe  eyes  he  fled  before. 
Like  fome  pale  wretch  impatient  for  his  doom, 

f  His  fearful  fleps  approach'd  the  haUow'd  room  ; 
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<  For  riring  Conrdence  now  her  taik  began^   ■' 

*  And  gnilty  b]a(hes  through  hh  features  rant 

*  Unufual  horrors  o'er  his  paHage  Rung ; 
'  At  ev'ry  (lep  the  founding  portats  rung. 
'  Before  the  door  he  took  a  filent  Hand, 

*  And  the  pale  taper  trembred  in  his  hand:' 

*  A  hollow  voice  Lycander  fcem'd  to  call, 

<  And  (hadows  dancM  along  the  gloomy  walX 
'  His  haughty  fpirit  was  at  this  difmay'd  ; 

"  *  Lycander  trembled,  and  was  once  aA'aidr 
««  Why  beat!  miy  heart,  my  coward  heart  ?**  he  crict;. 
"  An^  why  this  mift  before  my  dazzled  eyes? 
•'  Sophinia's  mine,  and  I  will  feizc  my  ftore 
•'If  thovfand  fpe£tres  guard  the  awful  doorr*" 

*  Then  rufhing  in,  the  lovely  dame  he  found 

*  In  fullen  pofture,  and  in  thought  profound: 

*  The  wonted  rofes  from  her  cheeks  were  fled'; 

*  OA  her  fair  hand  recHn'd  her  beauteous  head» 

*  With  flattery  firft  he  tipp'd  his  artful  tongue,     , 
'  And  flrove  to  palliate  and  excufe  the  wrong* 

♦*  Let  not  Sophinia,"  with  a  fmile,  he  cries, 
•*  Think  We  have  feisf  d  her  as  a  hoftile  prize: 
^  The  fault  we  owe  to  this  unconquer'd  flame  ; 
^*  Love'was  th'  iiggreiTor,  and  be  his  the  blame. 
»«  Truft  not  thy  reafi»n  to  a  haughty  guide, 
**  Nor  call  that  honour,  which  is  only  pride : 
'*  Honour,  a  pageant  miftrefs  of  the  vain» 
'*  The  virgin's  tyrant,  and  the  hero's  chain ; 
.  •*  If  fparkling  wealth  csm  pleafe  thy  brighter  eyes, 
*'  The  mines  oFPerfia  at  thy  feet  fliall  rife; 
**  And  when  thy  chariot  marks  the  dufty  fields, 
«'  Full  thirty  flaves  (hall  grace  the  fliining  wheels  y 
**  For  thee  the  eaft  ihall  yield  her  fpicy  bowers, 
•'  And  fweeter  baths  diitil  from  weeping  flowers^ 
**  Then  fmile,  my  fair-one,  and  be  timely  wife/' 
5  The  maid  r«plyM»  «nd  roU'd  Uer  icornfal  eyet> 
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**  Hence^  fawning  traitor !  why  wotildft  thou  b<$  told 

•*  How  much  I  hate  thy  perfon  ^nd  thy  gold? 

*'  Miftaken  Natarcy  wkh  too  mce  a  care» 

-''In  vain  has  fhap'd  thee  in  a  inottld  fo  filirt 

*•  Vice  will  be  vice  ho wc'er  ^tispolifli'd o'er; 

•*  Thou,  villain !   dare  to  meet  my  eyes  no  more. 

'*  Thofe  gloomy  birds  that  love  the  midnight  air> 
^'  And  hovet  round  the  manftoms  of  defpair, 
*^  When  to  their  fhrieks  the  hollow  roofs  rebound^ 
**  And  the  hoarfe  raven  aids  the  dreadful  found; 
**  Though  howling  wolves  ihoiild  Jwith  their  vmces  join^ 
^^  Are  lefs  ofFen five  to  my  ears  ithan  'thine: 
••  Beyond  my  hate,  if  yet  a  through t  remaitt, 
**  To  make  thy  fpirit  curfe  the  galling  chains 
^'*  If  with  thoie  thorns  that  Lonre's  foft  empire  bottikds^ 
''  Succefsful  jivals  give  the  deepefl  wounds; 
*  *'  I  love  thy  brother;  and,  if  that  can  be, 
^  With  paflJoB  equal  to  my  hate  for  thee.*^ 

*  Shefaid;  and  rage  poflefs^d  Lycander's  foul  ^      . 

*  His  paid  lips  tremble,  and  his  eye-balls  roll :: 

'^  Three  times  he  raisM  a  dagger  to  her  breaft^    . 
-'But  mighty  Love  his  daring  hand  fuppreis'd  ; 
^  And  now  fhrill  cries  invade  his  wond'rbg  ears>     . 
'  The  noife  of  battle  and  the  clafh  of  fpears  i      ^ 
'  Starting,  he  turn'd,  nor  ftaid  to  make  reply^   . 

*  Tho*  fury  fparkledin  his  threatening  eye. 

"  Toarmsi"  his  friends  in  mingled  vxHces  <^1},  • 

*  And  danger  hovcr'd  o'er  the  frowning  wall.  -    . 
^  In  that  fad  hour,  when  the  affrighted  niaid 

«  Was  drawn  by  villains  froiQ  the  mourning  (hade, 

*  Polyphon  to  th'  appointed  foreft  came ; 

«  He  reach'd  the  bower,  but  he  mifs'jd  the  dame:  . 

*  Through  balmy  paths,  with  infant  rofes  bound  jr 

^  Where  blufbing  daifies  fhrew  the  paiated  grpund^ 
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*  He  rovM,  impadent  of  the  nymph's  delay^ 
f  And  often  doubted  to  return  or  ftay : 

*  By  chance  he  tom'd  hit  mournful  eyt,  and  fee^ 
'  His  friend  Acanthus  through  the  patting  ^ee»f 
'  The  yonth  drew  nearer  with  an  eager  pace  ; 

f  Amazement  hover'd  on  his  boding  face; 

f  And  thus  impatient  to  Polyphon  faid, 

*'  Where  is  Sophinis^  where  thy  darling  maid  i** 

This  ev'ning  reftlefs,  tho'  I  know  not  why. 

When  fetting  Phoebus  ftain'd  the  weftem  fkyp 
^*  To  thcfe  fweet  ihades  I  took  my  heedlefs  way^ 

To  ihare  the  fragrance  of  declining  day ; 

Alone,  and  penfive  as  I  wander'd  here, 
*'  A  woman's  ?oice  furpriz'd  my  lift'ning  ear  ; 
"  To  yon  rude  tow'rs  I  trac'd  the  ftinking  fonnd, 
**  Till  the  fliird  outcries  were  in  diftance  drown'd^ 
f*  What  think  you  now?  I  fearibnie  threatening  ill| 
**  From  headibong  pafllons,  and  imperious  will : 
•*  I  fear  Sophinia  and  yourfelf  betray*d ; 
V  I  know  your  brother  loves  the  beauteous  maifl**^ 

•*  Then  hear  my  vows!"  the  fran  tick  lover  cries^^ 
'  And  turn'd  his  eye-balls  on  the  glimm'ring  ikies;. 
*'  Hear  me,  ye  pow'rs !  whofe  facred  hands  fuftaii| 
**  Thefe  worlds  of  nature  in  a  mighty  chain ; 
•'  If  my  fierce  brother  has  prefom'd  to  bear, 
•'  And  from  her  bowers  forc'd  my  injur'd  fair, 
•*  Thefe  wakeful  eye-lids  fhall  no  more  be  closM^    . 
•'  This  fpirit  refted,  nor  thefe  limbs  repos'd; 
*'  This  vengeful  rapier  ihall  be  (heath- d  no  more 
*'  Till  the  rude  traitor  fhall  his  prize  reftorc.'* 
f  He  faid  ;  and,  raging,  left  the  gloomy  fliade. 
f  Full  of  refentment  for  his  injur'd  maid, 
f  Acanthus  fummon-d  to  a  neighb*ring  plain 
f  Their  friends,  a  little,  but  a  martial  train? 
«  Twice  twenty  youths  their  gcn'ral's  voice  attend, 
;  And  ihare  the  quarrel  of  their  injur'd  friend* 

5  PolyphoJI^ 
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^  Pdyphoq,  pleas'd  to  fee  the  a/Tembled  powers^  . 
^  Led  his  fina}l fquadron  to  the  hoftile  towers: 
f  The  frowning  portals  well  fecur'd  they  found; 
f  The  gloomy  court  with  fentries  guarded  round  i 
f  Who,  fpite  of  reafon  and  their  country's  laws, 
f  Wc^e  drawn  to  combat  in  a  guilty  caufe. 
^  The  firft  of  thefe,  Cyrenus,  fair  and  young, 
i  Whofe  curling  locks  below  his  fhoulders  hung,  ' 
«  Too  ra(hly  bold,  encounter'd  hand  tohand^ 
f  Fierce  Polyarchus  of  Polyphon's  band :  "  , 

f  The  pointed  jav'lin  fped  beneath  his  chin, 
f  And  (beaming  purple  ftain'd  his  beauteous  ikin| 

*  His  very  cheeks  are  waih'd  with  deeper  dyes, 
f  And  lafting  flumber  fealshisfwimming  tycs. 

^  This  piteous  iight  enrag'd  the  vicious  train,  •  :^ 

*  But  moftly  Iphis,  brother  of  the  flain. 

f*  Revenge!"  he  cry'd,  and hurl'd  his  deathful  dart| 
^  It  hifs'd along,  but  mifs'd  the  heroes  heart; 

*  Defpairing,  raging,  on  the  youth  he  flew, 

f  While  down  his  forehead  rolPd  the  fultry  dew: 

f  Blows  anfwer  blows,  and  round  their  temples  fing 

f  The  glancing  weapons,  and  the  bucklers  ring* 

'  Aloof  they  fight,  or  new  in  circles  wheel'd, 

f  Each  thought  to  conquer,  both  difdain  to  yield;  -    * 

*  Till  Polyarchus,  with  a  fide-way  blow, 

f  Tranfpierc'd  the  liver  of  his  heedlefs  foe : 

*  He  drew  the  weapon  from  his  tortur'd  fide ; 
'  The  gaping  wound  difgorg'd  a  purple  tide  ; 
f  His  eyes  turn'd  upward  with  a  ghaftly  roll ; 

f  Headlong  he  fell,  and  groan 'd'  away  his  foul!       •  r       - 

*  Now  joy  tranfported  the  vidorious  throng; 
f  With  **  Polyarchus!*'  all  the  welkin  rung:     , 
'  Applaufe  and  clamour  (hook  the  trembling  ground; 
f  Lycander  heard,  and  curs'd  the  hated  found. 
5  Oriev'd  for  his  friend,  he  with  the  foremoft  prefsM^ 

f  And  all  their  lances  glitter  round  his  breail : 

.J.J.I  ^  t  ■    •  .  ^ 
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'  Bat  the  ftrong  (hield  their  points  at  diftance  bold* 

'  Where  two  fair  eaglet  fpread  their  wings  io  gold; 

'  A  weighty  fpear  his  better  hand  fappliet, 

^  And  livid  Jightoings  fparkle  in  his  eyes. 

*  Vinario  jEril  fuilain^d  the  warrior^s  rage» 

^  The  beauteous  darling  of  his  father's  ageg 
•'  His  tender  arm  the  deadly  fpear  arreib, 
'And  tore  bis  fhoulder  from  his  iv'ry  breaft ; 
'  Too  late  his  friends  to  bis  ailiflance  ran, 
•'  For  his  black  eyes  no  more  behold  the  fun. 
'  Miranthus  next  did  his  bright  lance  extend, 

*  A  blafl'ring  foldier,  and  Lycander's  friend^ 
'  Him  Merias  met,  old  Meriander*s  heir^ 

'  The  youthful  huiband  of  Lycofia  ftir: 

*  Now  borne  antimely  from  his  father's  fide» 

*  His  fmiling  fortunes  and  his  lovely  bride; 
^  Juft  at  his  hip  the  fteel  an  entrance  founds 
•'  And  tore  his  bowels  with  a  ghaftly  wound : 

:*  Back  fell  the  youth,  his  tinkling  arms  reply ; 

^  Loud  ihrieks  and  clamours  rend  the  frighted  fky^ 

'  Polyphon  now,  with  deadly  anguifli  Hang, 

<  His  ready  jav'lin  at  the  vidor  flung : 

9  The  erring  weapon,  with  a  whirling  ibond, 

*  Flew  o'er  his  head,  and  ploughed  the  diftant  groond/ 
'  Enrag'd  to  fee  the  bioodiefs  point  defcend, 

^  And  mifs  the  vengeance  for  his  bleeding  fnemd, 
f  His  fhining  eyes,  that  did  with  fury  glow, 

*  He  turn'd,  and  thus  defy*d  the  ilronger  foe* 

"  Hope  noj^-for  conqueft,  mighty  clown!"  he  cries; 

*'  From  thy  ftern  vifage  and  gigantick  fize  : 

*'  A  little  arm,  if  Heav'n  dired  the  blow, 

"  May  fend  thee,  howling,  to  the  (hades  below.'* 

^'  Slave!"  cries  Miranthus,  with  a  ftormy  glare, 

'^  Go,  wafli  thy  face,  aod  curl  thy  waving  hair ; 
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TKy  coward  heart  belies  thy  daring  tongue  T* 
He  fpokey  and  drove  his  weighty  fpear  along  > 
The  failing  mifchief  on  the  buckler  foDg* 
Notfo  Pdlyplkm  feat  his  faithful  dart» 
The  fpeedy  vengeance  reach'd  the  hero's  heart; 
Down  fell  the  knight,  his  clanging  arms^  rebound 
And  his  proud  foul  came  rufliing  thro'  the  wound. 
Lycander  faw,  bat  tora'd  his  eyes,  away^ 
Where  iif  the  daft  the  mighty  foldier  lay ; 
Then,  like  a  whirlwind,  rufli'd  the  youth  along* 
And  fought  hjb  brother  in  the  hoftile  throng : 
Polyphon's  fpear  his  frantick  hand  arref!s» 
And  harPd  the  weapon  at  it's  owner's  breail; 
The  miffive  Death  deceiv'd  his  bloody  hand ;  \ 

It's  thirfty  point  lay  ihiver'd  in  the  fand ; 
Sufpenfe  and  horror  held  the  martial  crew. 
And  the  fick  moon  receiv'd  a  paler  hue ; 
The  ftars  retir'd  from  the  hated  fight. 
And  wrapp'd  their  glories  in  the  clouds  of  nights 
Polyphon  cried,  **  O  ftay  thy  hoftilearmt 

Tine  name  of  brother  wears  a  potent  charm : 

Our  mother  did  in  youth's  fair  bloom  expire^ 

And  left  us  infants  to  our  tender  fire ; 

And  till  Sophinia  blew  this  deadly  flame. 

Our  fears  were  equal,  and  our  hopes  the  &mc; 

The  fame  our  pleafures,  and  the  like  our  woes  $ 

We  flept  together,  and  as  fondly  ro(e, " 

Then  let,  O  let  not  murd'roas  rage  divide 

Our  hearts,  but  lay  thoie  threatening  arms  afide  I 

Let  ranc'rotis  hate  poflefs^our  ibuk  no  more  I 

Thou  to  her  friends  the  beauteous  maid  rejftone! 

Then  let  her  voice  our  rival  cauie  decide. 

And  him  (he  favours  wed  the  fmiling  bride  !'* 
He  faid;  but  rage  had  ftopp'd  Lycander'iears: 

Bafe  (ivfeV  he  cry'd,  '*  thou  child  of  puny  fitara^  . 

^  Not 
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Not  Laoa'i  fi)n»  thy  foal  diiclaims  her  ncet 
My  mother  ne'er  produc'd  a  thing  fo  bafe! 
Some  fairy  elfi  or  treach'rous  narfe»  beguiled 
My  fleeping  parents  of  their  lawfill  child  ; 
Then  in  his  place  her  dnnghill  offspring  laid^ 
And  my  young  brother  to  her  Hut  cbnveyM: 
This  was  thy  mother  coarier  than  her  fate. 
And  thou  the  fon  of  her  plebeian  mate." 

Here  ceas'd  the  youth— >^for  adion  fpoke  the  rtSg 

And  hurl'd  a  jav'Un  at  Polyphon's  breaft; 

His  (hield  received  it  with  a  fmart  rebonnd^ 

Themiillve  weapon  trembled  on  the  ground; 

Now  hand  to  hand  the  rival  youths  engage ; 

Lycander  bum'd  with  more  than  mortal  rage: 

Black  fury  roU'd  in  each  relentlefs  eye; 

Both  fought  to  conquer>  or  refolv'd  to  die. 

But  now  Lycander^  tho'  with  hate  infpir'd. 

By  fits  was  fainting,  and  by  fits  refpir'd* 

Polyphon's  fword  a  fatal  pafifage  found 

Beneath  his  arm,  a  deep  and  ghaflly  wound ; 

Stagg'ring,  he  dropp'd,  and  grafp'd  the  bloody  ground* 

Yet,  as  he  liv'd,  without  a  groan  he  fell; 

Nor  drew  a  figh,  but  only  cried,  "  'Tis  well! 

*  *T^is  well !  my  fury  with  my  life  ihall  end: 

*  Farewel,  my  brother  \  and,  at  lafl,  my  friend ! 
'  By  our  dear  parent  fee  me  quickly  laid; 

<  Be  thine  the  conqued,  thine  the  beauteous  maid!'* 
He  paus'd;  and  then,  with  feebler  accent,  cries> 
My  fiiends,  farewel !"  and  clos'd  his  fwimming  eyeu 
The  mourning  victor,  bending  o'er  the  {lain» 
Eilay'd  to  raife  him,  but  eflay'd  in  vain ; 
His  failing  arms  refign'd  their  feeble  hold^  . 
And  drops  of  horror  from  his  temples  roll'd: 
From  each  cold  cheek  the  blufliing  beauty  fliess 
And  the  ground  danc'd  before  hi3  dazzled 
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*  The  weeping  yoqths^  with  friendly  -force,  divide 

*  The  gentle  mourner  from  his  brother's  fide; 
,   *  Then  friends  and  foes,  united*,  gather  round, 

'And  lift  the  bleedipg  body  from  the  ground. 

'  Some  rais'd  the  drooping  head>  and  others  prefs*d 

*  Their' careful  arms  around  his  manly  breaft; 

'  *  Tho'  with  black  dull  and  hoftile  crimfon  ftain'd> 

*  It's  native  fiercenefs  ftill  the  face  retainM ; 

*  Back  on  his  ihoulders  fell  his  graceful  hair, 
'  And  the  bold  features  wore  a  fcornful  air* 

*  Now  all  too  late  the  rafti  .adventure  blame; 

*  Pale  Conqueft  figh'd,  and  loath'd  her  hated  name  t 
«  From  the  black  towers  their  folemn  fteps  return, 

'^  And  both  the  victors  and  the  vanquiihM  mourn/ 


ODE    TO    NATURfi, 

♦    WRITTEN   IN  WHtCHWOOD  FOREST,    OXFORDSHIRB* 
BY    TH:E    REV.    MR,    MAVGR. 

AMID  the^Varifegated  fcene 
Of  bloffoms,  flowers,  and  herbage  green  | 
Where  twining  fhrubs  enamour'd  grow^ 
And  oaks  adorn  the  mouhtain's  brow ; 
Knraptur'd  let*me"  tune  the  lay> 
And  fing  of  Nature,  ever  gay. 

Celeftial  goddefs !  firft  of  thiAgs, 
When  Time  ontfpread  his  ardent  wings  ! 
Who  erft  poffefs'd  the  fpacious  ball, 
Rever'd,  adoi^'d,  and  lov'd  by  all ; 
Ere  Art,  proUd  Art,  with  mimick  grdcCj 
Obfcur'd  thy  plan,  or  marr'd  thy  face; 
Or  dar'd  deform  thy  holy  reign. 
And  mix  it's  monfters  with  thy  train ! 
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Wilt  thou  voochfafe  to  aid  the  lay^ 

That  ftrW es  thy  beauties  to  difplay ; 

And  o'er  the  warblings  of  the  Mufe^ 

The  fpirit  of  thy  charms  diffufe  ? 

Whether  the  craggy  cliff,  or  dale. 

The  purling  ftrcam,"  or  flow*ry  vale, 

'I'he  mofly  bank,  or  fhelly  ihore. 

Or  Whichwood's  glooms,  delight  thee  more; 

O  hear  a  fond  enthufiall*s  figh. 

And  fee  his  tear-in: pearled  eye, 

Becaufe  rude  Art  ufurps  thy  throne. 

And  wears  tbofe  honours  dnce  thine  own  ! 

Come,  lead  me  thro'  thy  blefs'd  abodes. 
The  feats  of  innocence  and  gods ;  , 

Where  green -rob'd  Dryads  gambol  round ; 
Where  dove-ey'd  Peace  and  Health  are  found ; 
Where  neat  Simplicity  retires. 
And  Friendfhip  lights  her  puteil  fires ; 
Where  hoary  Faith,  and  mutual  Love, 
Ih  unifon  delight  tO  move: 
For  all  that's  noble,  facred,  fair, 
Muft  fhine  in  brighteft  luftre  there ! 

When  Phoebus  £rfl,  with,  golden  be^. 
Teaches  the  forcft's  top^  to  gleam  j 
Or  when,  amid  his  fervid  courfe. 
On  panting  herds  he  pours  his  force ; 
Or  when,  at  dew-befprinkl^d  ^ve. 
He  courts  the  fmooth  Allan  tick  wave : 
With  thee,  O  Nature  !  let  me  rove. 
And  find  thy  form  in  evVy  grove ^ 
Still  on  thy  lovely  features  gaze. 
And  eye  thy  walks  and  devious  ways  I  >  ■-    . 

Smiles  aught  below  devoid  of  thee? 
Ah!  no;   thy  charms  are  all  to  me. 
If  rapt  by  Fancy's  magick  power,' 
Where  forms  engage  each  joykfs  hour,         -     •. 
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To  marble  domes,  and  fplendid  courts. 
Where  Art,  deep  maflcM,  performs  her  fports  $ 
How  would  I  mourn  thy  rites  prophan'd  t 
Thy  name  abus'd,  thy  vifage  ftain'd! 
And  Art  exerting  each  grimace. 
To  mime  the  beauties  of  thy  face; 
AfFfe6ling  graces  thine  alone: 
For  grace  and  beauty  are  thy  own ! 

Unhappy  great !  to  Nature  foes ; 
How  fweet  the  pleafures  that  you  lofe  J 
Can  tinfel  pomp,   and  equipage. 
Your  giddy  minds  fo  ftrong  engage? 
Can  gilded  mifery,  ftate,  and  noife. 
Be  deem'd  the  fummit  of  your  joys? 
Jll-fated  race !  borne  down  the  ftream. 
By  polilh'd  Manners*  fpecious  name. 
You  facrifice  the  tranquil  hour 
To  pageantry  and  empty  power ; 
Forfeit  the  dulcet  fmiles  of  blifs. 
Forbad  Ambition's  harlot  kifs; 
And  banifh  Nature's  fimple  charms, 
To  fold  Art's  fopperies  in  your  arms. 

Can  fplendid  domes,  and  gay  alcoves, 
Compare  with  verdant  waving  groves  f 
Can  Perfian  carpets  richeft  dye 
With  Nature's  velvet  vefture  vie? 
Mantles  fo  bright  the  vinoMs  bowl. 
Round  which  difeafe  and  furies  howl ;  , 

As  chryftal  fprings,  and  limpid  rills. 
Purling  adown  the?  laughing  hills  ? 
Or  breathes  fo  fweet  the  lulling  lute. 
And  foft  meanders  of  the  flute ; 
As  love-fick  Philomela's  lay, 
Join'd  with  the  concert  of  each  fpray. 
When  youngrcy'd  Spring  awakes  the  year. 
And  choriHers  the  woodland  che^? 
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To  the  eye  of  native  tafte« 
To  the  uncorrupted  bread. 
Shines  fo  bright  the  diamond's  blazer 
The  mafquerade,  or  mingled  rays 
Which  a  thoufand  flambeaux  pour 
O'er  the  health-defboying  hour; 
As  the  ruflicks  chearfu]  dance. 
When  Hefper  bids  the  ftars  advance  ;. 
The  blithfome  frolicks  of  the  green. 
Where  I^ove  and  Innocence  are  feen ; 
Where  Beauty  (hines  without  difguife. 
And  heart^felt  pafTions  light  the  eyes! 

To  me  the  fhepherd's  artlefs  tale ; 
His  iigjis,  that  mingle  with  the  gale ; 
His  anxious  cares,  his  joys,  his  fears ; 
His  jealoqs  doubts,  and  tender  tears ; 
The  natural  terms  that  paint  his  love; 
The  verdant  fcenery  of  the  grove: 
Are  far  more  pleaiing  than  the  ftage, 
Tho'  Shakefpeare  wrote  th'  impaffion'd  pagej 
And  Garrick  flill,  with  tragick  art. 
Could  point  each  word  to  touch  the  heart ! 
«       O  tafte  corrupt!  eftrang'd  to  blifs. 
To  fmiling  Peace,  and  Happinefs; 
Perifh  your  hated,  baneful  fway ! 
Andhafte^  O  hafte!  propitious  day, 
'  When,  Nature,  thou  who  charm'ft  the  wifcj, 
Shalt  with  exalted  honour  rife ! 
Smit  with  thy  love,  O  let  me  trace 
Thofe  feats  where  thou  in  awful  grace,  " 
Or  mildeft  beauty,  reign'ft  alone. 
And  guilty  Art  is  yet  unknown: 
Direft  me.  Nature,  to  thy  fhore. 
For  never  mortal  lov'd  thee  more! 
Dweirft  thou  on  Andes  rocky  brow; 
Or  midft  th'  untrodden  flow'rs  that  grow 
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Where  the  fea-like  Plata  flrays. 

And  works  it's  wild  meandVous  ways? 

Sitt'ft  thoa  amid  eternal  froft. 

On  Iceland's  folitarycoaft? 

Or  on  the  Alpine  mountains  hoar, 

Hear'ft  thou  of  driving  ftorms  the  roar? 

Midft  flaming  -Etna's  heaving  mine, 

Do'fl  thou  delight  in  awe  to  (hine ; 

Or  lov'ft  fome  fea-befprinkled  ifle. 

Where  human  feet  ne'er  (lamp'd  the  foil  ? 

Yes!   there  thou  dweiril;  nor  there  alone 

I  fee  thy  venerable  throne : 

Where'er  I  turn  my  eyes  around. 

Thy  fair  profufion  cloathes  tlie  ground ; 

In  ev'ry  lawn,  and  opening  glade. 

Thy  fiiiiling  honours  are  difplay'd  ; 

And  Whichwood's  deep,  embowering  glooms. 

With  all  thy  fapphire  colours  blooms* 

Whichwood !  how  dear  thy  blefs'd  retreats! 
Thy  mofly  banks,  and  rural  feats ! 
Thy  waving  groves,  thy  hamlets  mean. 
Where  Poverty  with  brow  ferenc. 
Where  Innocence  and  Peace  refide. 
And  down  life's  current  gently  glide! 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  here  retir'd. 
With  envy  nor  ambition  fir'd  ; 
Content  thofe  cravings  to  fupply. 
That  Nature  views  with  wifhing  eye ; 
Enjoy  thy  pure  falubrious  air. 
And  fee  thy  profpc6ls  wide  and  fair; 
The  fragrance  of  thy  flowers  inhalp. 
And  feel  Hygeia  in  each  gale. 
With  rapture  beating  at  my  breafl. 
Each  vexing  paflion  lulPd  to  reft,     / 
Oft  let  me  thrid  thy  tangled  brakes, 
$oon  a^  the  dawning  day  awakes ; 
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Think  on  thy  fird  forefather^  when  he  lay 
•  Inanimate  upon  his  native  clay: 
The  beauteous  fymmetry,  though  not  infpir'd 
With  vital  breath,  was  then  to  be  admir'd*' 
"When  art  but  imitates,  in  Parian  flone. 
The  fwelling  mufcles,  and  the  jointed  bone;    " 
The  (leady  thighs,  the  ribs  with  eafy  fweep^ 
Which  all  eredt  the  flately  poilure  keep; 
The  fupplc  knee,  the  ancles  firm  to  fland> 
The  bending  fingers^  and  the  grafping  hand; 
The  neck,  with  gentle  negligence  inclin'd^ 
The  lively  features  that  exprefs  the  mind : 
When  thus,  though  from  the  marble  hard  and  rude^ 
With  yielding  flefh  the  figure  fcems  cndu'd, 
tlow  can  it's  air  to  veneration  move. 
Or  the  cold  ivory  warm  the  carver's  loVe?     .     :    ! 
What  this  external  mold  contains  within, 
Unfeen,  unknown',  to  actuate  the  machine | 
Or  why  the  whole,  or  why  the  parts  were  made, 
Each  for  itfelf^  and  each  for  mutual  aid. 
Remains  to  a(k.     See !  from  the  ground  he  fprings ! 
What  power  has  given  the  groveling  creature  wings  ? 
See !  how  to  Heaven  he  cads  his  opening  eyes ; 
New  to  the  fcene  of  wonders  he  defcries.: 
Then  runs,  and  leaps,  perceives,  and  underiiandd. 
And  lifts  with  fudden  extafy  his  hands  ; 
*  Say,  whence  am  I  ?  and  whence  thefe  objeds  all, 
«  That  llrike  my  fenfe?'  He  calls,  or  feems  to  call. 
What  is  that  fenfe  ?  how  downward  from  the  brain. 
The  fubtle  nerves  deduce  their  artful  chain. 
And  what  xthereal  juice  their  tubes  contain : 
What  to  the  ear  impuliive  air  conveys. 
What  in  the  eye  coUefts  the  vifual  rays. 
Let  Reafon  trace ;  in  all  their  mazes  lod. 
The  fmalleft  work  commends  the  Artift  moil* 
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Vet  afefulnefs  of  parts,  and  fe'nfe  aciite> 
^an  bat  enjoys  in  common  with  the  brute ; 
They  move,  and  f^ed,  and  leave  theit  like  behind  i 
To  him  a  nobler  province  is  aifignM, 
To  worfliip  God,  and  benefit  his  kind. 
When  from  the  fun  his  &re  Prometheus  ftole^ 
Could  that  give  reafbn  to  the  human  foul  ? 
That  vital  fire,  each>  as  he  likes,  explain ; 
Lodg*d  in  the  heart,  or  labouring  in  the  brain^ 
From  whence  the  circulating  fpirits  flow ; 
Pleafure  or  pain  their  adion  may  beftow. 
But  'tis  the  mind  determines  blifs  or  woe. 
Who  was  it  firfl  the  infant  tongue  unbound^ 
And  ttih'd  it  to  the  elements  of  found  ; 
The  world  of  beings  by  their  names  to  call> 
Or,  by  foft  intervals,  to  Hfe  and  fall  ? 
The  mimic  parrot  echoes  what  is  taught. 
The  fpeech  of  man  is  the  refult  of  thought ; 
The  lark  and  linnet  drain  their  warbling  throatSj 
But  not  a  word  accompanies  their  notes. 
O !  then  to  God  thy  double  tribute  bring  I 
Reafon,  to  fpeak  his  works,  and  Verfe,  to  fing. 
Since  fuch  pre-eminence  is  thine  alone. 
In  thefe  great  gifts  their  gteater  Author  own : 
Nor  doubt  thai  all  was  given  to  thy  command^ 
Arm'd  with  that  ufeful  inftrument,  the  hand> 
To  tame  thy  vaflals  of  thb  air  and  land. 
By  this,  and  Reafon's  aid,  be  taught  to  fhear 
The  bleating  fheep,  and  break  the  flurdy  fleer; 
Thine  is  the  robe  the  curling  fleeces  yield; 
And  thine  the  plenty  of  the  furrow'd  field. 
Go,  lure  the  falcon  from  his  airy  way ; 
Not  for  himfelf  the  fpoiler  flrikes  the  prey: 
LaunchM  from  his  matter's  hand,  he  foars  above. 
And  chafes  through  the  clouds  the  trembling  dove ; 
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Or  grapples  with  the  heroa^  wheix«  qd 
He  rends  her  finny  captives  in  the  fty. 
Go,  teach  the  gjuvufiUB  ^courier,  not  to  (eiv 
When  the  fhrill  trumpet  terrifies  .thenar. 
In  equal  rank  to  keep,  or  changeiiis  groim4# 
Though  thoufaads  fall,  and  ihonder  roars  around* 
Libyans  and  Indians,  marching  to  the  .war,  , 
May  fcorn  the  fiery  fteed,  and  rolling  car: 
Amid  the  iwarthy  hoft,  aloft  appears 
A  living  bulk,  that  ciefted  turrets  bears; 
Forward  he  preiTes  on  the  advevfe  foe. 
While  the  bold  archer  deals  Kis  darts  b^osv. 
Who  taught  to  manage  that  unwieldy  ftrength  | 
Or  with  the  finewy  trunk's  enormous  lengthy 
His  mounting  rider  to  his  feat  ^to  aid  ? 
Or  pierce  the  thickeft  legions,  undifmayMy 
Though  in  impenetrable  fcales  array'd  ? 
When  Behemoth  the  rulhrg  voictf  obeys ; 
Or  from  the  field  his  wounded  lord  conveysw 
Go,  from  the  mountain  fisli  the  lofty  .pine, 
Smce  all  the  forefts  on  his  brows  are  thine  t 
And  Reafon  gives,  thy  labours  to  prepare. 
The  wedge  and  axe,  the  compafies  and  iqoaar* 
Kaife  the  tall  maft,  and  ribthe  foHd  fides  ; 
Build  the  flout  vefifel,  that  widi  winds  and  tidet 
May  feek  the  regions  whidi  the  fea  divides  ; 
Or  fleer  thy  courfe,  where,  .by  the  frosten  polet^ 
Leviathan  upon  the  ocean  rolls; 
And  the  fierce  fea-horfe  deeps  pn  icy  iho^ 
Though  he  the  rattling  of  thy  fliafts  deride. 
Though  he  be  fovcreign  o'er  theibnsof  Fruie^ 
When  from  thy  hand  the  piercing  barb  is  throwtf» 
The  monfler  trembles,  thoagh  his  he^t  be  ftooio* 
Wounded,  he  roars,  and  drags  the  lengthening  Unc^ 
And,  mingled  with  his  blood,  he  fpouts  the  bfine^ 
Lafh'd  by  his  ample  tail,  the  frothy  furgcs  fhine  i 
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Then  to  the  flialk)w  fhores  for  iafetf  flies. 
While  on  his  back  whole  graves  of  Isnces  riie.. 

Who,  to  thefe  arts,  O  mortsdr  led!  thy  way? 
To  rule  the  brutes,  made  thee-  tacfte  wife  than  tbe^ 
The  wild  to  conquer,  whiie  the  tame  obey  ? 
Or,  canft  thou  doubt,  that  N^ffre's  gphkiv  kw 
Once  kept  fpontaneous  Innocence  in  awe  > 
Though  tlien  the  rebel  beaft  reAis'd  thy  yoke. 
When  rebel  man  to  God  hts  fy^ty  broke? 

What  various  life  in  lefler  fiM'nis  we  &e !' 
Who  iird  intruded  the  labdipidus  hee. 
Not  in  our  rules  of  archited^QM  fkHtDl^d,  . 
SexsHTgiahar  her  waxen  dome  to  hmld^. 
To  lodge  her  brood,  and*  hoard  htfr  lafeiOlM^  Aoitl 
Mark  ! — and  the  great  Geoinecer  adorb.  - 

Unweary'd  flie  colledsthe  flowery  hloem,    " 
For  man  to  rifle  the  ncftareovs  comb ; 
With  fragrant  herbs  to  temper  in  the  bowt,^ 
To  cool  his  veins,  and  cheal*  his  fainting  fool ; 
Or  dire  inteiline  tortures  io  adbvy. 
The  labouring  lungs,  and  flooe'd  unsptffiumn  way^    ^ 

Nor  think  thy  Maker  was'  ki  pare  irbkind. 
And  to  minuter  obje£h  left  tkcc  blinds 
When  in  the  microfcope  tho»  catiil  dttffery 
The  gnat's  (harp  ^ar,  the  muibfes  of  a  fy : 
Thefe  might,  at  random,  thy  inquiry  *f€Bift ; 
But  there  thou  may 'ft  examine  all  their  ihape« 
There,  the  gay  down  of  infeAs  too  behoti^. 
Or  millions  crouding  in  the  pltrtn's  blue  mold; 
Or  in  the  acorn  view  the  branching  tree : 
Wifer  or  bettet  doft  thou  feek  to  be? 
Acknowkf^  Him,  who  tairght  mankinrd  to  try 
The  curious  ufe  of  that  fi^Stions  eye. 
JLook  to  yon  heaven  above :  was  that  defign*d 
To  fove  thy  wants,  or  exercife  thy  mind  f 
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Thoagh  that  fair  moon,  to  chesr  the  gloomy  nighty 
Around  thy  globe  conveys  her  borrowed  light ; 
Thoagh  other  ftars,  each  in  his  proper  fphere. 
Divide  thy  days  and  nights,  thy  month  and  year. 
Beyond  thy  ken,  remoter,  orbits  ran. 
In  each  a  fyflem,  which  attends  a  fun. 
While  we  look  up,  and  gaze,  and  guefs,  below. 
At  what  we  are  not  privileg'd  to  know ; 
How  can  thy  pride  imagine  it  (hould  be, 
*  That  He  who  rules  above,  fhoald  look  on  thee  ? 
Be  that  confefsM ;  we  own  his  care  the  more,  1 

Who  taught  to  find  thofe  worlds,  unknown  before. 
Who  fummons  each  by  name,  and  numbers  all  their  ftore* 
Nor  is  it  long,  fince  Reafon  could  invent 
An  eye  to  pierce  the  diftant  firmament; 
A  thoufand  ftars  difclofing  to  our  view. 
Or  in  appearance  or  difcovery  new ; 
But  what  from  them  to  mortals  can  accrue  ? 
Their  influence,  in  a  fpace  fo  vaft  and  void^ 
Muft  all  be  diflipated  and  deftroyM. 
What  are  the  beings  that  inhabit  there? 
Or  how  their  nature  fuited  to  their  fphere? 
Where  would  that  Icarus  of  fancy  rove. 
And  then  drop  headlong  from  his  flight  above  f 
Ambition  !  never  weep  for  worlds  unknown  ; 
But  learn  to  be  contented  with  thy  own. 
Yet  thefe  are  thine ;  as  defHn'd  to  conduce, 
Conneded,  to  thy  neceiTary  ufe; 
As  in  their  turns  they  rife  and  difappear. 
To  point  the  rural  labours  of  the  year. 
Led  by  thefe  lights,  for  knowledge  or  for  gain. 
Launch  the  flrong  fhip,  and  plough  the  fpacious  main; 
And,  on  whatever  fpot  by  tempefl  toll. 
Explore  thy  diftance  from  thy  native  coaft. 
This  little  world,  where  we  pretend  to  fwa^j 
One  halfi  for  ages^  undifcover'd  hy; 

Th« 
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The  failor  then  (the  magnet's  aid  unknown. 
And  fcarM  by  mongers  of  the  torrid  zone) 
Believ*d  the  verdant  Cape  the  fartheft  ground  ; 
And  all  beyond  was  loft  in  Tea  profound. 
Or  old  Atlantis  in  oblivion  drown'd. 
That  other  pole,  that  finks  beneath  our  fight. 
They  doom'd  tp  waters,  or  eternal  night: 
Not  fo  Columbus,  [and  he  judg'd  aright.] 
Sedate  though  bold,  and  refolute  though  wife, 
Diftrefs,  and  ftorms,  and  envy  to  defpife  ; 
0*er  the  wide  waves  he  led  his  dauntlefs  crew, 
Pame,  wealth,  and  empire,  all  at  once  in  view, ' 
Where  other  fhores  arife,  and  ftars  appear. 
And  the  fair  crofiers  light  the  fouthern  fphere. 
Yet  man  was  there ;  though  rude  in  arts  like  oars. 
The  fame  in  all  his  faculties  and  powers ; 
And  with  the  fame  inventive  wit  infpir'd. 
To  find  what  his  neceflity  required, 

Irregular  to  Heaven's  more  ufual  laws. 
Say,  whence  his  train  the  fiery  comet  draws  ? 
Through  what  unfathom'd  void  his  courfe  is  bound) 
*Or  how  to  vanifh  in  the  vaft  profound? 
Let  Halley  this,  or  Newton  this  explain. 
And  fix  his  period  to  return  again : 
While  the  pale  vulgar  fees,  with  wild  amaze. 
The  fword  of  God,  unfheath'd  for  vengeance,  blaze. 
Avert  that  omen.  Heaven  I  avert  our  guilt : 
Enough,  alas !  of  native  blood  is  fpilt. 
yet  neither  they  determine,  nor  prefage : 
The  Lord  of  Hofts  commands,  when  war  ihall  rage. 
To  tame  the  licence  of  an  impious  age, 

A  mind  that  grafps  the  habitable  ball, 
Afpires  to  heaven,  and  flrives  to  meafure  all. 
Whether,  at  objeds  fo  remote  from  hence, 
S^  ^o^fs  ^ight;  or  err  with  fpecious  fenfe^ 

Superior 
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Superior  excellence  of  man  procfaims. 
Though  oft  miftakitog  in  his  glorious  aims. 
liis  boafled  fcience  by  degrees  he  gains. 
As  opening  truth  rewards  his  tireibme  painr: 
For  that  acquired >  without  the  labour  try'd. 
Would  fmk  it's  worth,  and  elevate  his  pride. 
Labour  to  man  was  as  his  portion  given  ; 
How  juft,  and  how  benevolent,  is  Heaven! 
The  foul  from  (lupid  indolence  to  rat(e ; 
To  trace  the  great  Creator's  myftic  ways ! 
And  much,  O  mortal !  to  thy  curious  mind> 

Has  time  reveal*d>  and  much  remains  behind  ; 

Leave  that  to  Heaven,  and  know  thy  feard^  cohfin'd. 

Howe'er  important  thy  difcoveries  are. 

Another  age  demands  an  equal  /hare-; 

Number  and  weight,  and  meafure  to  explain  ; 

Can  thy  fmall  heart  this  ample  world  caoxAi^ 

Yet  there  has  God  infix'd  thokeen  defite;  . 

Excites,  and  not  forbids  thee  to  enquire: 

A  pleafmg  talk  1  thongh  none  can  comprditfnd 

It's  firil  beginning,  or  if  s  Itteft  end. 

How  well  was  that  advice,  '  Thyfelf  to  htucm/ 

Afcrib'd  to  Heaven  by  fages  long  ago! 

Thy  very  doubt  of  all  thefe  wondfroos  Hkift^t 

From  that  high  monitor  within  thee  fprin^. 

Daughter  of  Heaven,  my  ibul !  for  fnch^  thott  aK, 
(Not  of  material  elements  a  part) 
On  this  fair  fcene  thy  prefent  fenie  employ, 
Butraife  thy  nobler  hope  to  future  joy. 
l*hough  Heaven  iball  vaniA,  and  the  fbursr  AaU  fid}> 
And  rolling  flames  diilblve  this  earthly  ball; 
The  juft  in  happy  manfions  fhall  remain>. 
While  worlds  (hell  periih,  and  revive  again* 
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ODE    TO    MORNINdQ. 

BY    MISS   PENNINGTDW. 

HAIL,  rofeateMoni!  returniiigiig^i 
To  thee  tke  £ible  -030001  cf  Nigbt 
Reludtanjt  3iie]ds  her  fway  4 
And,  as  fhe  quits  the' dappled  flues^ 
On  glories  greater  glories  rife. 
To  greet  the  dawning  day. 

O'er  tufted  meads  gay  Flora  trips; 
Arabia's  fpices  fcenther  Up&; 

Her  head  with  rofe-buds  crownM : 
Mild  Zephyr  haftes  to  fnatch  a  kifs ; 
And,  fluttering  with  the  tranitent  blifs. 

Wafts  fragrance  all  arQund. 

^The  deW'.drop9>  daughters  of  the  Moro^ 
AVith  fpai\gle8  jevery  bfUh  miorn^ 

And  all  the  broider'd  vales ; 
Their  voice  to  thee  the  linnets  raife. 
The  lark,<oft-tr]lliag  itlJfehy  praiff , 
Aurora,  riiiog,  Jmib  i 

While  Nature,  nowia  lively  vf^ 
Of  gloflfy  green,  has  gaily  drefs'd 

Each  tributary  pUdn*; 
While  blooming  flowers,  and-bloflbmMtreety 
Soft- waving  with  the  yernfil  breez^^ 

Exult  beneath  thy  reigui 

I 

Shall  I,  with  drowfy  poppies^crown'4^ 
By  Sleep  in  fllken  fetters  bounds 
The  downy godobcy^f 
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Ah,  no !— Through  yon  embowering  groytfj 
Or  winding  valley,  let  me  rove. 
And  own  thy  chearful  fway ! 

For  (hort-liv'd  are  thy  pleafing  powen: 
Pais  but  a  few  uncertain  hours. 

And  we  no  more  (ball  trace 
Thy  dimpled  cheek  and  brow  (erene ; 
Or  clouds  may  gloom  the  fmiling  kene. 

And  frowns  deform  thy  face. 

So  in  life's  youthful  bloomy  prime. 
We  fport  away  the  fleeting  time, 

1 

Regardlefs  of  our  fate ; 
But,  by  fome  unexpedled  blow. 
Our  giddy  follies  we  fhall  know. 

And  mourn  them  when  too  late ! 


ON     AN     URN, 

BVG    UP    AT    NORTH    ELMHAM     IN     NORFOLK,     IK    All    Oti 

ROMAN     BURIAL    GROUND* 

BY    DR,    RIDLEY. 

TRIFLING  mortal,  tell  me  why 
Thou  haft  difturb'd  my  urn  ? 
Want'ft  thou  to  find  out  what  am  I? 
Vain  man,  attend  and  learn ! 

What  glittering  honours  or  high  truft 

Once  dignified  me  here. 
Were  charafters  imprefs'd  on  duft^ 

Which  quickly  difappear. 

Nor  will  the  fparkling  atoms  (how 

A  Clodius  or  a  Guelph^ 

Vain  fearch!  if  here  the  fource  thott*dft  know 

'  Of  nobles  or  thyfelf. 

Tki 
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The  mould  will  yield  no  evidence. 

By  which  thou  may'fl  divine. 
If  lords  or  beggars  ifTued  thence. 

And  fiird  the  ancient  line. 

Learn  then  the  vanity  of  birth. 

Condition,  honours,  name; 
All  are  but  made  of.  common  earthy 

The  fubflance  jufl  the  fame. 

Bid  Avarice  and  Ambition  view 

Th*  extent  of  all  their  gains ; 
Themfelves  and  their  pofTeflions  too 

A  gallon-pot  contains* 

Hafte !  lift  thy  thoughts  from  earthly  things 

To  more  fubHantial  blifs. 
And  leave  that  groveling  pride  to  kings. 

Which  ends  in  dirt  like  this. 

Let  Virtue  be  thy  radiant  guide, 

'Twill  dignify  thy  clay; 
And  raife  thy  aihes  glorified. 

When  funs  (hall  fade  away. 

To  know  what  letters  fpelt  my  name. 

Is  ufelefs  quite  to  thee : 
'  An  heap  of  duft  is  all  I  am, 

'  And  all  that  thou  (halt  be.* 

Go  now,  that  heap  of  duft  explore, 

Meafure  it's  grains,  or  weigh ; 
Canft  thou  the  titles  which  I  bore 

Diftinguiih  in  the  clay  ? 

3^  THE 
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THE    SUN-FLOWER    AND    THE    IV1 

BY    DR.    LANGHORNE. 

AS  diteous  to  the  place  of  prayer. 
Within  the  convent's  lonely  walls^ 
The  holy  fitters  ftill  repair. 
What  time  the  rofy  morning  calls : 

So  fair  each  mom,  fo  full  of  grace. 

Within  their  little  garden  rear'd. 
The  flower  of  Phoebus  turned  her  face 

To  meet  the  Power  ihe  lov*d  and  fear'd; 

• 

And  where,  along  the  rifing  fky. 

Her  God  in  brighter  glory  burn'd. 
Still  there  her  fond  obfenrant  eye. 

And  there  her  golden  breaft  ihe  turn'd* 

When  calling  from  their  weary  height 

On  weHern  waves  his  beams  to  reft. 
Still  there  (he  fought  the  parting  fight. 

And  there  fhe  tum'd  her  golden  bread. 

But  foon  as  Night's  invidious  fhade 

Afar  his  lovely  looks  had  borne. 
With  folded  leaves  and  drooping  head. 

Full  fore  fhe  griev'd,  as  one  forlorn* 

« 

Such  duty  in  a  flower  difplay 'd 

The  holy  iiflers  fmil'd  to  fee  ; 
Forgave  the  pagan  rites  it  paid. 

And  lov'd  it's  fond  idolatry. 
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But  painful  ftilU  though  meant  for  kind, 

-The  praife  that  falls  on  Envy'^^arj 
O'er  the  dim  windpw's  arch  entwin'd* 
The  canker'd  ivy  chanc'd  to  hear. 

And  '  Sec,*  flie  cried,  *  that  fpecious  flower, ' 
»  Whofe  flattering  bofom  courts  the  fun  f 

*  The  pageant  of  a  gilded  hour, 

*  The  convent's  fimple  hearts  hath  won  1 

'  Obfequious  meannefs !  ever  prone 

*  To  watch  the  patron's  turning  eye  ; 
'  No  will,  no  motion  of  it's  own  ! 

*  *Tis  this  they  love,  for  this  they  figh: 

'  Go,  fplendid  fycophant !  no  more 

*  Difplay  thy  foft  fedudUve  arts ! 

*  The  flattering  clime  of  courts  explore, 
'Nor  fpoil  the  convent's  fimple  hearts. 

'  To  me  their  praife  more  juftly  due, 

*  Of  longer  bloom,  and  happier  grace! 

*  Whom  changing  months  unalter'd  view, 
'  And  find  them  in  my  fond  unbrace.' 

*  How  well,'  the  modeft  flower  replied, 

*  Can  Envy's  tutor'd  eye  elude 

'  The  obvious  bounds  that  ftill  divide 
«  Foul  Flattery  from  fair  Gratitude. 

'  My  duteous  praife  each  hour  I  pay,  • 

*  For  few  the  hours  that  I  muft  live ; 

*  And  give  to  him  my  little  day, 

<  Whofe  graco  another  day  may  givf  •  , 

3  K  *  «  When 
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*  When  low  this  golden  form  (hall  fall, 

'  And  fpread  with  duft  it's  parent  plain  ; 
'  That  dud  (hall  hear  hit  genial  call» 

<  And  rife,  to  glory  rife  again. 

*  To  thee,  my  gracious  Power,  to  thee 

*  My  love,  my  heart,  my  life  are  due ! 
'  Thy  goodnefs  gave  that  life  to  be, 

'  Thy  goodnefs  (hall  that  life  renew. 

'  Ah,  me!  one  moment  from  thy  (ight 

*  That  thus  my  truant-eye  (hould  ftray ! 

*  The  God  of  glory  fets  in  night ; 

<  His  faithlefs  flower  has  lo(l  a  day!' 

Sore  (igh'd  the  flower,  and  droop'd  he'r  head ; 

And  fudden  tears  her  breaft  bedew 'd : 
Confenting  tears  the  iiilers  ihed. 

And,  wrapp'd  in  holy  wonder,  view'd. 

With  joy,  with  pious  pride  elate, 
'  Behold,'  the  aged  abbefs  cries, 

'  An  emblem  of  that  happier  fate 
«  Which  Heaven  to  all  but  us  denies. 

'  Our  hearts  no  fears  but  duteous  fears, 
'  No  charm  but  duty's  charm  can  move ; 

f  We  (hed  no  tears  but  holy  tears 
'  Of  tender  penitence  and  love* 

*  See  there  the  flattering  world  pourtray*d 
'  In  that  dark  look,  that  creeping  pace ! 

*  No  flower  can  bear  the  Ivy's  (hade  ; 

*  No  tree  fupport  it's  cold  embrace* 
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"  Tlie  oak  that  rears  it  from  the  ground* 

'  And  bears  it's  tendrils  to  the  ikies, 
*  Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  wound, 

^  And  in  it's  poifonous  arms  he  dies*' 

Her  moral  thus  the  matron  read. 

Studious  to  teach  her  children  dear, 
^nd  they  by  love,  or  duty  led. 

With  pleafure  heard,  or  feem'd  to  hear* 

Yet  one  lefs  duteous,  not  lefs  fair, 

(In  convents  (till  the  tale  is  known) 
The  fable  heard  with  iilent  care. 

But  found  a  moral  of  her  own. 

The  flower  that  fmil*d  along  the  day. 

And  droop'din  tears  at  evening's  fall; 
Too  well  fhe  found  her  life  difplay. 

Too  well  her  fatal  lot  recaU 

The  envious  Ivy*8  gloomy  (hade. 

That  murder'd  what  it  mod  embracM; 
Too  well  that  cruel  fcene  convcy'd. 

Which  all  her  fairer  hopes  effac'd. 

Her  heart  with  filent  horror  fliook. 

With  (ighs  fhe  fought  her  lonely  cell ; 
To  the  dim  light  (he  call  one  look, 

And  bade^  once  more,  the  world  farewel. 


ops 
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ODE     TO     INDIFFERENCE. 

BY    THOMAS    PENNANT,    ESQ. 

FLY,  In  difference,  hated  mud. 
Seek  Spitfbergen's  horrid  fhade; 
Where  oW  Winter  keeps  his  court. 
There,  fit  gueft,  do  thou  refort. 
And  thy  frofty  breaft  repofe 
A midft  congenial  ice  and  fnows: 
There  refide,  infipid  maid. 
But  ne'er  infefl  my  Emma's  hea<L 

Or  elfe  feek  the  cloifter's  pale. 

Where  relaftant  virgins  veil. 

In  the  corner  of  whofe  heart 

Earth  with  heaven  ftill  keeps  a  part ; 

There  thy  fulleft  influence  fhowcr. 

Free  poor  Grace  from  Paffion's  power; 

Give  fond  Eloifa  reft. 

But  fhun,  O  ihon  my  Emma's  breaft. 

Or  on  Lyce,  wanton  maid. 
Be  thy  chilling  finger  laid ; 
Quench  the  froJick  beam  that  fiies 
From  her  bright,  fantailick  eyes ; 
Teach  the  fweet  coquette  to  know 
Heart  of  ice  in  breaft  of  fnow ; 
Oive  peace  to  her,  give  peace  to  me, 
put  leave,  O  leave  my  Emma  free ! 

But  if  thou,  in  grave  di{guife, 
Scek'ft  to  make  that  nymph  thy  prize; 


If 
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If  that  nymph,  deceiv'd  by  thee, 

Lifleiis  to  thy  fophiflry ; 

If  (he  courts  thy  cold  embraces. 

And  to  thee  refigns  her  graces ; 

What,  alas  I  is  left  for  me. 

But  to  By,  myfelf>  to  thee?  ~     ^ 


THE    COPPER    FARTHING- 

BY    MISS    PENNINGTON, 

HAPPY  ch«  boy  who  dwells  remote  from  fchooI« 
Whofe  pocket  or  whofe  rattling-box  contains 
A  copper  farthing !  he  nor  grieving  hears 
Hot  cheefe-cakes cried,  nor  favoory  mutton-pies; 
But  with  his  play-mates,  in  the  dufk  of  eve. 
To  well-kifiown  black fmith'^  ihop,  or  church-yard  kks; 
Where,  mindful  of  the  fpo^t  that  joys  his  heart. 
Marbles  or  chuck,  he  inAantly  begins. 
With  undiiTembled  pleafure  in  his  face. 
To  draw  the  circle^  or  to  pitch  the  dump : 
While  I,  confin'd  within  the  hated  walls 
Of  fchool,  refoafiding  with  a  clamorous  dia. 
By  flill  more  hated  books  environM,  I, 
With  tedious  lemons  and  long  talk  to  get. 
My  difmal  thoughts  employ;  or  wield  my  pea 
To  mark  dire  chata6kers  on  paper  white: 
Not  blunter  pen  or  ftronger  charai£br 
Ufes  the  fage,  a  chiromancer  bight. 
Sprung  from  Egyptian  king,  and  fwarthy  race, 
Amenophis  or  Ptolemy,  when  he. 
In  fearch  of  ftolen  calf,  or  money  loft. 
For  wondering  plowman  does  his  art  employ  ; 
Or  for  the  wiih'd  return  of  fweetheart  ddiaiv 

Or 
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Or  apron  fine  purlomM  from  hawthorn  hedge^ 
For  country-maid  confults  dirediing  flars» 
Gemini^  Taurus,  or  chill  Capricorn. 

Thus  while  my  lingering  hours  I  joylefs  fpend^ 
With  magiderial  look,  and  folemn  flep, 
Appears  my  fchoolmafter,  tremendous  wight! 
Dreaded  by  truant  boys;  how  can  I  Tcape 
I'h'expcdled  punilhment  for  tafk  ungotf 
Aghaft-I  dandy  nor  tiy  to  covert  bench. 
Or  corner  dark,  to  hide  my  haplefs  head  ; 
So  great  my  terror,  that  it  quite  bereaves 
My  limbs  the  power  to  fly :  flow  he  afcends 
Th'  appointed  feat,  and  on  his  right-hand  lies 
The  bufhy  rod  compos'd  of  numerous  twigs. 
Torn  from  the  birchen  tree,  or  bending  willow^ 
Which  to  the  flefh  of  idle  boys  portends. 
For  the  negle£led  tafk,  a  poignant  fmart ; 
And  with  him  comes  another  mighty  elf, 
Yclep'd  an  ufher;  ah  !  terrifick  name 
To  lefTer  wights ;  who,  if  they  haplefs  place 
In  ftation  wrong,  pronoun  or  participle. 
Straight  by  the  magick  of  his  voice,  are  rais'd 
In  attitude  above  their  lov'd  compeers. 
Where  they,  reluctant,  various  torments  bear, 
.  Till,  by  their  dolorous  plaints,  that  pierce  the  fkies. 
They  draw  kind  Pity,  moifl-eyM  goddefs !  down. 
To  heal,  with  balm  of  fympathy,  their  woe» 
Ye  urchins,  take,  ah!  take  peculiar  care. 
For  when  ye  wot  not,  much  he  marks  your  ways^ 
And  in  his  mind  revolves  difafl'rous  deeds 
Againf!  th*  unwary  wretch.     So  flory  tells^ 
That  chanticleer,  on  dunghill's  top  elate. 
With  haughty  flep,  and  watchful  eye  afkaunce. 
Each  tiny  prominence  he  views,  where  haply  he     * 
May  find  conceal'd  delicious  grub  or  worm^ 
To  which  his  maw  infatiate  forebodes 

Certain 
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Certain  deftrdftron,  wliile>  behiad  or  bufli. 
Or  pale  encompafling  the  faf ilier's  yard. 
Skulks  Ritynard,  fraught  with  matiy  a  crafty  wile 
T'  enfnare  the  feather*d  race,  who,  if  they  ftray 
Beyond  the  precinfts  of  their  mother's  ken. 
He  ftraight  purloins  them  from  her  careful  wing. 
With  his  fharp  teeth  torments  their  tender  frame. 
And  with  the  cf imfon  gore  diftains  their  fides, 
Rclentlefs ;  not  can  all  the  piercing  cries 
Of  duckling,  chick,  or  turkey,  yet  unfledg*J> 
His  heart  obdurate  mo^e ;  iftltatit  he  tears 
Each  trembling  limb,  devours  the  quivering  fldlh. 
Nor  leaves  a  remnant  of  the  bloody  feaft. 
Save  a  few  fluttering  fcith^rs  fcatter'd  round 
(That,  with  their  varied  plumage,  whilom  deck'! 
The  flaughter'd  prey)  to  tell  the  haplefs  tale. 
Thus  joylefs  do  I  fpend  thofe  hours  the  fun 
Illuminates ;  and,  when  the  filver  moon 
Her  gentle  ray  difpehfes,  itld  invites 
The  fwains  and  maids  to  mix  in  jovial  dance, 

Around  the  towering  may-pcdes  of  the  green. 

Where  each  gay  plowman  does  his  partner  chufd  * 

As  love  or  fate  direds  ;  or  o*er  the  lawn 

The  needle  thread,  or  tofs  the  bounding  ball; 

All  chearlefs  I,  nOr  dance  iidr  pleafmg  fport. 

Nor  focial  mirth,  nor  bowl  of  nappy  ale 

Partake  ;  but,  on  her  drooping  raven  wing. 

Sad  Melancholy  hovdrs  o'er  my  head. 

Pale  Envy  rankles  deep  within  my  breafl. 

And  baneful  venom  iheds.     Grim  Horror,  too, 

Attends  my  thoughts,  and  fills  rtiy  gloomy  mind 

With  tales  of  gliding  fprites,  in  milk-white  flirouds 

Array'd,  and  rattling  chains,  arid  yelling  ghofls 

Irafcible !  or  Fancy,  mimick  queen. 

To  fwift  Imagination's  eye  prefents  - 

A  group  of  tiny  elves,  in  circling  dance 

3L  Or 
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Or  lufcious  feaft  employ'd  ;  fuch  elves  as  danc'd 
When  Obcron  did  fair  Titania  wed ; 
While  r,  in  wifhes  impotent  and  vain. 
For  Liberty,  dear  objefl  of  my  hopes. 
The  tedious  moments  Tpend ;  or  if,  perchance. 
Morpheas  invok'd,  my  heavy  eye-lids  clofe. 
Dear  Liberty  Hill  haunts  my  fleeping  thought!. 
And  in  a  fhort-liv'd  dream  thofe  joys  I  tafte. 
Which  waking  are  denied ;  and  beat  the  hoop 
With  dext'rous  hand,  or  ran  with  feet  as  fwifc 
As  feathered  arrow  flies  from  archers  bow;  - 
Till,  from  my  H umber  wak*d,  too  fooaliind 
It  was  illufion  all,  and  mockery  vain. 

Thus,  comfortlefs,  appall'd,  forlorn,  I  pafs 
The  tardy  hours,  nor  of  thofe  viands  tafte. 
Which  are  on  other  boys  full  oft  beilow'd 
In  plenteous  manner,  by  the  liberal  hand 
Of  friend  indulgent ;  apple-pye,  or  tart. 
Or  trembling  cuftard  of  delicious  gout. 
Or  frothy  fyllabub  in  copious  bowl. 
Hard  fate  for  me !  yet  harder  flill  betides 
Me,  haplefs  youth !  My  faithful  top,  that  oft 
Has  chear*d  my  drooping  fpirits,  and  reviv'd 
My  faddening  thoughts,  when  o'er  the  pavement  fmootk 
It  fpins  and  fleeps,  and  to  it's  mailer's  hand 
Does  ample  juftice;  now,  alas!  become 
To  all  the  rude  inclemencies  of  weather. 
To  time,  and  dediny's  relentlefs  doom, 
A  miferable  vidim,  quite  decay'd 
With  many  fervices,  and  cleft  throughout. 
All  ufelefs  lies :  ah !  fight  of  faddeft  woe 
To  wretched  me,  of  every  hope  bereft. 
Of  every  gleam  of  comfort.     So  the  wretch. 
Who  near  or  JEtna,  or  Vefuvius  dwells. 
Beholds  the  fulphurous  flames,  the  moltqn  rocks. 
And  feels  the  ground  trembling  beneath  his  feet; 
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Till,  with  a  horrid  yawn,  it  opens  wide 
Before  his  eyes,  all  glaring  with  affright; 
Swallows  his  coltur'd  vines,  his  gardens,  houfe,  ■ 
With,  all  his  foul  held  dear,  his  lovely  wife. 
And  prattling  babes,  the  hopes  of  years  to  come  ; 
All,  all  are  loft,  in  ruin  terrible ! 


THE    FIELD    OF    BATTLE. 

BY    THE   REV.   MR.   THOMAS    PENROSE. 

■ 

FAINTLY  bray'd  the  battle's  roar, 
Diflant,  down  the  hollow  wind; 
Panting  tevpr  fled  before. 

Wounds  and  death  were  left  behind. 

The  War-fiend  curs'd  the  funken  day. 

That  checked  his  fierce  pnrfuit  too  foon; 
While,  fcarcely  lighting  to  the  prey. 

Low  hung,  and  lourM,  the  bloody  moon. 

The  field,  fo  late  the  hero's  pride. 

Was  now  with  various  carnage  fpread; 
And  floated  with  a  crimfon  tide. 

That  drench'd  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

O'er  the  fad  fcene  of  drearleft  view* 

Abandon'd  all  to  horrors  wild. 
With  frantick  ftep  Maria  flew  ; 

Maria,  Sorrow's  early  child ! 

By  duty  led — for  every  vein 

Was  warm'd  by  Hymen's  pureft  flame; 
With  Edgar,  o'er  the  wintry  main. 

She,  lovely^  faithful  wanderer,  came. 

3L  2  For 
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For  well  (he  thoirght  a  friend  fo  dear 
In  darkeft  hours  might  joy  impart; 

Her  warrior,  faint  with  toil,  might  chear» 
Or  foothe  her  bleeding  warrior's  fmait. 

Tho'  look'd  for  long — in  chill  affright^ 
(The  torrent  burfting  from  her  eye) 

She  heard  the  fignal  for  tlie  fight. 
While  her  foul  trembled  in  a  figh ! 

She  heard,  and  clafp'd  him  to  her  breafl. 
Yet  fcarce  could  urge  th'  inglorious  ftay  ; 

His  manly  heart  the  charm  confefa'd. 

Then  broke  the  charm,  and  ru(h*d  away. 

Too  foon,  in  few — but  deadly  words. 
Some  flying  ftraggler  breath'd  to  tell> 

That,  in  the  fore  molt  llrife  of  fwords. 
The  young,  the  gallant  Edgar,  fell! 

She  prefs'd  to  hear — (lie  caught  the  tale; 

At  every  found  her  blood  congeaPd: 
With  terror  bold,  with  terror  pale. 

She  iprung  to  fearch  the  fatal  field* 

O'er  the  fad  fcene,  in  dire  amazt. 
She  went,  with  courage  not  her  own; 

On  many  a  corfe  fhe  call  her  gaze. 
And  turned  her  ear  to  many  a  groan. 

Drear  anguifli  urged  her  to  prefs 
Full  many  a  hand,  as  wild  fhe  mourn'd: 

Of  comfort  glad,  the  drear  carefs 
The  damp,  chill,  dying  hand,  returned  I 
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Her  ghaftly  hope  was  well-nigh  fled ; 

When  late  pale  Edgar's  form  ihe  founds 
Half-buried  with  the  hoilile  de^d. 

And  bor'd  with  many  a  griily  wound  I         , 

She  knew — (he  funk — The  night-bird  fcream'd. 

The  moon  withdrew  her  troubled  light. 
And  left  the  fair,  tho*  fall'n  flie  fcem'd. 

To  worfe  than  death — and  deepeil  night* 


ELEGY, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    FREDERICK    FRINCK   OF    WALES* 

« 

WRITTIN    AT    PARIS. 

BY   BAVID   LORD  VISCOUNT  STORMONT. 

LITTLE  I  whilom  deem'd,  my  artlefe  zeal 
Should  woo  the  Britifh  Mufe  in  foreign  land 
To  ftrains  of  bitter  argument,  and  teach  ' 

The  mimic  nymph,  that  haunts  the  winding  verge 
And  oozy  current  of  Pariiian  Seine, 
To  celebrate  new  founds  in  accent  llrange. 

But  fad  occafion  calls:  who  now  forbears 
The  laft  kind  office?  who  but  confecrates 
His  offering  at  the  fhrine  of  fair  renown 
To  gracious  Frederick  rais'd ;  though  but  compos'd 
Of  the  wafte  flow 'rets,  whofe  neglefted  hues 
Chequer  the  lonely  hedge  or  mountain  flope? 

Where  are  thofe  hopes,  where  fled  th'  illuflve  fcenes 
That  forgeful  fancy  plann'd,  what  time  the  bark 
Stemm'd  the  fait  wave  from  Albion's  cfhalky  bourn  ? 

Then  filial  Piety  and  parting  Love 
Pour'd  the  fond  prayer — *  Farewel,  ye  le/Tenuig  cliSs^ 
<  Fairer  to  me  than  aught  in  fabled  fongj 
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Or  myllic  record  told  of  ihores  Atlantic! 

Favour'd  of  Heaven,  farewel !  imperial  iflc. 

Native  to  noblell  wits^  and  bed  approv*d 

In  manly  fcience,  and  adventurous  deed ! 

Celeflial  Freedom,  by  rude  hand  eflrang'd 

From  regions  once  frequented,  with  thee  takes 

Her  fledfaft  flation,  fail  befide  the  throne 

Of  fcepter^d  rule,  and  there  her  flate  maintains 

In  focial  concord  and  harmonious  love. 

The(c  blcflings  ftill  be  thine,  nor  meddling  fiend 

Stir  inyvurbufy  ftreets  foul  Fadlion's  roar! 

Siill  thrive  your  growing  works,  and  gales  propitious 

Vifit  your  Ions  who  ride  the  watery  wafte ! 

And  iltll  be  heard  from  forth  your  gladfome  bowers 

Shrill  tabor-pipes,  and  every  peaceful  found ! 

•  Nor  vain  tlvc  wifli,  while  George  the  golden  fcale 

With  fleady  prudence  holds,  and  temperate  fway. 

And  when  his  courfe  of  earthly  honour's  run," 

With  lenient  hand  fhall  Frederick  foothe  your  care. 

Rich  in  each  princely  quality,  mature 

In  years,  and  happieil  in  nuptial  choice. 

Thence,  too,  arife  new  hopes;  a  playful  troop 

Circlcf)  his  hearth,  fwee^  pledges  of  that  bed. 

Which  faith,  and  joy,  and  thoufand  virtues  guard. 

His  be  the  care  t'  inform  their  duftile  minds    ^ 

With  v.'orthicft  thoughts,  and  point  the  ways  of  honour. 

How  ofcen  fhall  he  hear  with  frefh  delight 

Their  vnrneft  tales,  or  watch  their  rifmg  paflldns 

Witii  tim  )vous  attention  :  then  (hall  teii 

Ofjufticc,  fortitude,  and  public  weal; 

And  ^ft  the  while  each  rigid  precept  fmooth 

With  ^^'inning  tokens  of  parental  love?' 

Thus  my  overweening  heart  the^fecret  flores 
Of  Britain's  hope  explored,  while  my  ftraiu'd  fight 
PurfuM  her  failing  hills,  till  wrapt  in  mid 
They  gently  funk  behind  the  fvvelling  tide. 

Mor 
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Nor  flcpt  thofc  thoughts,  whenever,  in  other  climes, 

I  markM  the  cruel  wade  of  foul  oppreflion. 

Saw  noblcil  fpirits,  and  goodlieD;  faculties. 

To  vaflalage  and  loathfome  fervice  bound. 

Then  confcious  preference  rofe;  then  northward  turned 

My  eye,  to  gratulate  my  natal  foil.    . 

How  have  I  chid  with  froward  eagernefs 

Each  veqring  blaft,  that  from  my  hand  witheld 

The  well-known  charafters  of  fome  lovM  friend, 

Tho.ugh  diftant,  not  unmindful!  Still  I  leara'(^ 

Delighted^  what  each  patriot  plan  devis'd. 

Of  arts,  or  glory,  jot  diffufive  commerce. 

Nor  wanted  it's  endearment  every  tale 

Of  lighteft import.     But,  oh!  heavy  change. 

What  notices  come  now !  Diilradted  fcenes 

Of  helplefs  forrow,  folenin,  fad  accounts; 

How  fair  Augufta  watch'd  the  weary  night. 

Tending  the  bed  of  anguiih ;  how  great  George 

Wept  with  his  infant  progeny  aroimd  j 

How  heav'd  the  orphan's  and  the  widow's  iigh. 

That  follow'd  Frederick  to  his  filent  tomb. 

For  well  was  Frederick  lov'd ;  and  well  deferv'd: 
His  voice  was  ever  fweet,  and  on  his  fleps 
Attended  ever  the  alluring  grace 
Of  gentle  lowlinefs  and  focial  zeaU 
Him  (hall  remember  oft  the  labour'd  hind. 
Relating  to  his  mates  each  cafual  adl 
Of  courteous  bounty.     Him  ih*  artificer. 
Plying  the  varied  woof  in  fallen  fadnefs. 
Though  wont  to  carol  many  a  ditty  fwect. 
Soon,  too,  the  mariner,  who  many  moons 
Has  counted,  beating  ftill  the  foamy  furgCr 
And  treads  at  laft  the  wlfh'd-for  beach,  ihall  (land 
Appall'd  at  the  fad  tale,  and  foon  (hall  ideal 
Pown  his  rough  cheek  th'  involuntary  tear; 
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Be  this  cur  folacc  yet;  all  is  not  dead  \ 
The  brigiit  memorial  lives:  from  his  example 
Shall  Hymen  trim  his  torch,  domeflic  praife 
Be  countenancM,  and  virtue  friirer  (hew. 
Id  age  fucceeding,  when  anotror  George, 
To  ratify  fome  \vciq;hty  ordinance 
Of  Britain's  peers  conven'dy  ihall  pafs  befide 
Thofe  hallow'd  fpiies,  whofe  gloomy  vaults  inclofe^ 
Shrouded  in  deep,  pale  rows  of  fcepter'd  kings. 
Oft  to  his  fcnfe  the  fiveet  paternal  voiced 
And  long-remember'd  features  (hall  return; 
Then  (hall  his  generous  hrezSL  be  new  inflam'd 
To  a£ts  of  highed  worth,  and  honefb  fame. 

Thefe  plaintive  ftrains,  from  Albion  far  away, 
I  lonely  meditate  at  even-tide; 
Nor  fkiird,  nor  (bidious  of  the  raptur'dlay; 
But  dill  remembering  oft  the  magic  founds. 
Well  meafurM  to  the  chime  of  Dorian  lute. 
Or  padoral  flop^  which  eril  I  lov'd  to  hear 
On  J(is'  broider'd  mead,  where  dips  by  £ts 
The  ftoopi/ig  ofier  in  her  hafty  flream. 

Hail;  Wolfey's  fpacious  dome !  hail,  ever  fam'd 
For  faithful  nurture^  and  truth's  facred  lore, 
Much  honoured  parent !  You  my  duteous  zeal 
Accept,  if  haply  in  thy  laureat  wreath 
You  deign  to  interweavfc  this  humble  fong. 

VERSES, 

ON    A    DAY    OF    PRAYER    FOR    SUCCESS    IK    WAR. 
BY    MRS.    ANNE    STEEL. 

LORD,  how  (hall  wretched  finners  dare 
Look  up  to  thy  divine  abode  ? 
Or  olFer  their  iraperfe£l  prayer 

Before  a  juft,  a  holy  God? 

Bright 
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Bright  terrors  guard  thy  awful  feat. 

And  dazzling  glories  veil  thy  face! 
Yet  mercy  calls  us  to  thy  feet ;  :      . 

Thy  throne  is  ftill  a  throne  of  grace. 

O  may  our  fouk  thy  gnlce  adore,  . 

May  Jefus  plead  our  humble  claim ; 
While  thy  protection  we  implore,  < 

In  his  prevailing,  glorious  name ! 

With  all  the  boafted  pomp  of  war 

In  vain  we  dare  the  hoftile  field  t 
In  vain,  unlefs  the  Lord  be  there  ;         ^ 

Thy  arm  alone  is  Britain's  fliield. 

Let  paft  experience  of  thy  care  ^ 

Support  our  hope,  our  truft  invite! 
Again  attend  our  humble  prayer^ 

Again  be  mercy  thy  delight! 

Our  arms  fucceed,  oar  councils  gnide. 

Let  thy  right-hand  our  caufe  maintain  i     ' 
Till  war's  dellrudive  rage  fubfide> 

And  peace  refume  her  gentle  reign. 

O  when  (hall  time  the  period  bring 

When  raging  war  ihall  wafte  no  more  I 
When  peace  (hall  ftretch  her  balmy  wing  ^ 

From  Europe's  coaft  to  India's  ihore? 

When  (hall  the  gofpel's  healing  ray 

(Kind  fource  of  amity  divine !) 
Spread  o'er  the  world  celeftial  day? 

When  fhall  the  nations.  Lord,  be  thirie? 


jM  .      TWO 
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TWO      PASTORALS. 

BY      MRS.     BROOKZ; 

PASTORAL      L 

DELIA      AND      AMINTA. 
N  that  foft  month  when  Spring's  reviving  power 


I 


Reftores  to  bloomy  life  each  odorous  fiower^ 
Gives  the  enameird  meads  their  various  hue. 
And  calls  the  lively  verdure  forth  to  view; 
Two  beauteous  nymphs,  the  iaireil  of  the  grove» 
While  morning  rofe,  alternate  fung  of  love. 

AMINTA. 

See»  gentle  Delia,  fee  the  rifing  dawn 
Gild  the  green  valley,  and  the  dewy  lawn ! 
The  lark  afcends,  the  waters  murmoring  ffow. 
And  breathing  winds  o*er  vernal  rofes  blow ; 
Our  lambs,  exulting,  wanton  o*er  the  plain. 
And  Nature's  charms  invite  the  tuneful  drain; 
Say,  then,  what  fwain,  amid  the  rural  throngs  ' 
Demands  the  tribute  of  thy  roatchlefs  (oagi 

DELIA. 

O  may  bled  Concord,  to  our  land  reftor'd. 
For  peaceful  crooks  expel  the  hoftile  fword  ? 
Return,  foft-fmiling  peace,  iince  \y(ar's  alarms 
Have  raviih'd  Daphsis  frota  his  Delia's  arms* 

AMINTA. 

No  rude  alarms  diilurb  Aminta's  eaie^ 
Alike  to  her  are  war  And  (miling  peace; 
In  fmiling  peace  Ihe  fpen^s  the  blifsful  hours 
With  dear  Alexis  in  fequefler'd  bowers, 

DELIA. 

In  vain,  when  Zephyr  walces  the  genial  fpriitg, 
The  fcather'd  train  their  notes  melodious  fing; 
Their  notes  melodious  no  delight  infpire. 
Since  Daphnis'  voice  is  wanting  it)  the  choir. 

AMINTM 
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AMIfTTA. 

To  me  or  ipring  or  atttomn  grateful  proved  . 
The  feafons  change^  but  not  Alexis'  love : 
Alexis'  conftant  love,  in  melting  drains^ 
Repeating  Echo  murmurs  to  the  plains: 
His  breithing  lighs,  convey'd  by  fanning  gales,  - 
improve  the  fragrance  of  the  floweiy  vales, 

DILIA. 

Tell  me,  ye  fmiltng  meads !  ye  velvet  plains! 
Why,  Daphni^  gone,  your  verdure  ftill  remains?  ^ 

With  heedlefs  glance  I  pafs  your  beauties  o'er; 
Still,  ftillyoo  fmile^  but  ah!  you  pleafe  no  more. 

AMINTA. 

Sweet  is  the  month  when  bounteous  Nature  fpreads 
Her  vernal  mantle  o*er  the  daify'd  meads; 
Sweet  are  the  pearly  dew-drops  o'er  the  field. 
And  fwee|<he  fcent  the  rifing  viole.ts  yield; 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  Zeph'rus  in  the  breeze ; 
Sure  of  Alexis  all  have  learn'd  to  pleafe ! 
More  fweet  the  words  his  opening  lips  difdofe 
I'han  balm  ambroftal  breathing  from  the  rofe. 

PBLIA, 

At  didatice  fee  the  grove  in  order  rife. 
Where  yon  tall  pine-tree  feems  to  touch  the  fkies!  .     , 

As  that  fair  tree  amid  the  humbler  grove^ 
So  in  the  battle  ihines  the  youth  I  love  ;  > 

His  graceful  form*  and  martial  ,poft,  by  far  .  . 

Excel  the  i\obleft  of  the  fons  of  warr 

AI4INTA. 

With  eacji  perfection  blefe'd,  my  charmer  view. 
Fair  as  the  lights  and  freih  as  mori^ing  dew; 
Soft  as  the  feafon,  as  the  Icafon  gay,  ^      . 

And  tuneful  as  the  lark  on  yonder  fpray.  ^ 

DELIA,  ,.  ,       . 

The  iningled  flow'rets  of  the  fmiling  yea? 

Compos'd  agarland'.Mrhen  myffwain  was  here;  .  , 

'     ' 2^  2  He 
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He  placM  the  wreath  aromid  my  flowing  hair. 
And  vow'd  my^UailMs'fldade  ih«  rofii  k(s  fair. 

AMIJCTA. 

For  dear  Alexis  opening  roies  bkK>in» 
For  him  the  balmy  lilies  ihed  perfume. 
But  hark! — ;MbC]iiiik8  al<mgjtkie  n^hbouring  g|t)v« 
I  hear  the  well-ki\own  fpimd  of  him  I  love  I 
Ye  Gods!  'tis  he !  the  woods  reipund  his  lays: 
And  fee !  in7oader  verdant  bower  he  flays! 
Come,  beau^teptts  nymph !  and  own,  my  lovely  fwaia 
Excels  the  faiipeil  (hepherds  on  the  plaoi-: 
Come,  be^Mleous  nymph !  and  hear  (|ie  melting  lay 
That  ftole  my  young  unpradi&'d  foul  away. 

PASTORAL      II. 

PALEMON. 

AS  late,  to  fhun  the  noon-day*s  fcorching  heat, 
I  fought  in  yonder  grove  a  cool  retreat ; 
Beneath  an  elm,  around  whofe  branches  twine 
The  fragrant  woodbine,  and  the  curling  vine,' 
Fair  Doris  fat;  and  in  a^dying  drain  '    - 

The  lovely  maid  accus'd  her  faithlefs  fwain* 

'Ye  wavy  trees!  ye  gently  murmuring  fpringtf!      ■' 
•     «  Attend!  to  you  the  wretched  Doris  fings: 

•  Oft  have  ye  heard,  but  now  Ihall  hear  no  more,    •       - 

•  The  melting  vows  my  perjur*d  Damon  iWore:    - 

•  Here,  while  he  fung,  the  winds  forgot  to  blow, 
«  The  leaves  to  tremble}  and  the  ftreams  to  flow^ 

•  All  nature  fix'd  in  iilent  wonder  flood, 

•  And  not  a  breathing  breeze  difturb'd  the  wood* 

'  This  elm  is  witnefs  of  my  conftant  flame, 
«  Whofe  yielding  rind  is  pierc'd  witli  Damon's  name, 

•  Beneath  the  Iheltel*  of  it's  fpreading- boughs 

•  My  lovely  fhephcrd  breach'd  his  artful  vows ; 

•  Here,  while  his  tirmbling  li^s  his  flamd  eonfefsM','-  "f'  ' 

•  The  foft  infeftion  feiz'd  my  pitying^ Breift.     '     •    -'i-'- 

•  Ho«r 
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•  How  fweet  with  him  to  trace,  at  eairly'dawn,>  *  ' .      r 

*  The  flowery  meadi  or  4evv-b«fpang]ed  lawti,  .  '•' 

*  With  him  at  noon  to  bait  the'(hining  hook  :  ::-- 

*  Where  the  WtU  jWiplar  tremblfd-o'*er  the  brook!     <•   -;    '-■  •' 

*  Then  fmii'd  the  grove^  and  fraird  the  verdant.plain^p., 

*  But  Damon  falfe,  their  beauties  rife  in  vain. 

*.Ah!  cruel  ftiephcrd!  tho*  mjf. tongue  deny^il,        ._, 

*  My  downcafl  eyes  were  ft  ill  on  Damon's  fide. 
•Return,  fair  charmer,^  to 't;hy  native  plains; 

*  Return,  and  blefs  me  with  thy  tiender  ftrainst 

*  For  thee  the  meads  fliatl  brighter  liveries  wear, 

*  And  lludious  Nature  deck  ihtftniVing  year;       "  '     ^  / 

*  For  the6^ the  rfbwert'^ fairer' blobtndifclofe,     *'   '    '       '"'^ 

*  And  odours  breathe  morefragra^jt  ifom  (he  rofe*    ;       ^ ' 

'  Tho*  wealthy  Daphne  larger 'flocks  may  feed, 

*  And  her's  the  herds  that  grj^^e  yon  flow'ry  m^ad,      .' 

*  Yet  I  can  boaft  unrivaU*d  rur^l  drains, 

*  And  charms  that  ire  to  lov^  the  iighing  fw^s:       .! ;  \ 
'  Can  fordid  gain  iqy  Damofi^t  boibm  move? 

*  And  what  is  wealth,  alas !  tofaithftil  love?  '  v    S 

*  AJf!  ttati  ybtt^!  no  Mioi:<fiity^  tOBgue  denicfl^  ;•?:  -  i 

*  And  tears  are  all  the  language  of  my  eyes.* 
While  fadly  thus  her  plaintive  numbers  flowM,* | 

And  love  unfeiJgnM  each  tunefdT  gFace  bel!ow'd, 
Opprefs'd  with  jjrief  ftie  furtk  upon  th)e  plain,  •  ^'^"^ 

Like  a  fair  lily  WerchargM  Whh  rain^  •  '  '-/  " 

I  rais'd  the  maid,  and  bofc  H^ffrbm  th*^  grove,      *  *' 
And  curs'd  the  fhepherd  who  was  deadf  w  lov^.  '  "   *' 


H  Y  Kf  N     TO.    AD'  V  E- R  S  I  Y'tJ  '"^ 

B  Y    M  R.    69.  AY.  .   ■  '  » 

DAUGHTER  of  Jqvc,  /el^ntlefs  powV,  ^     \  - 
Thou  tam«r  of  tht  hnman  brealt»  ^ 

»     •  ■  ■  ' 

l^hofc  iron  fcourge,  and  torturing  honr#  -  > 

The  bad  afifigh<;»  aftid  tftc  btttl 


•  t  '1 
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Bpimd  in  thy  adamantine  dumi. 
The  proad  are  tanght  to  tafte  of  pais;  - 
And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 
With  pangs  unfelt  before,  onpitied,  and  alone* 

When  firil  thy  (ire,  to  fend  on  earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  defign'd» 
To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth. 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 
Stern,  rugged  nurfel  thy  rigid  lore 
With  patience  many  a  year  (he  bore: 
What  forrow  was,  thou  bad'ft  her  know» 
And  from  her  own  (he  learn'd  to  melt  at  others*  woe* 

ScarM  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 

Self.pleafing  Fo11y*8  idle  brood. 
Wild  Langhter,  Noife,  and  thoaghtlefs  Joy, 

And  leave  us  leifare  to  be  good. 
Light  they  djfperfe,  and  with  them  go 
The  fummer  friend,  the  flatt*ring  foe| 
By  vain  Profperity  received. 
To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believed* 

Wifdom,  in  fable  garb  array 'd, 
Immers'd  in  rapturous  thought  profound. 

And  Melancholy,  filent  maid. 

With  leaden  eye,  that  loves  the  ground^     . 

Still  on  thy  folemn  fteps  attend: 

Warm  Charity,  the  general  friend* 

With  Juftice  to  herfelf  fevere. 
And  Pity,  dropping  foft  the  iadly-»pleaiing  tear. 

Oh !  gently  on  thy  fuppliant*s  head. 
Dread  goddcfs,  lay  thy  chaflening  hand ! 

Not  in  thy  Gorgon  terrors  clad. 
Nor  circled  tvith  the  vengeful  band, 

(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  feen) 

With  thundering  voice,  and  direatening  mlen# 


«. 
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With  fcreasibg  Horror's  funeral  cry, 
<Z>efpair,  and  fell  Difeafe,  and  ghaftly  Poverty^ 

Thy  form  benign,  O  goddefsl  \vear« 

Thy  milder  influence  impart. 
Thy  philofophick  train  be  there. 

To  foftcn,  not  to  wpiind  my  heart; 
The  generous  fpark  cxtinft  revive. 
Teach  me  to  love  and  to  forgive^ 
£xa£t  my  own  defeds  to  fcaa. 
What  others  ar«  to  feel,  and  know  myfelf  a  man. 

THE  FEMINEAD5  OR,  FEMALE  GENIUS* 

WRITTEN    IN    MDCCLI* 
BY    JOHN    DUNCOMRE,    M.  A.    . 

SHALL  lordly  man,  the  theme  of  every  lay, 
Ufurp  the  Mufe*s  tributary  bay? 
In  kingly  ft^te  on  Pindus*  fummit  fit. 
Tyrant  of  werk,  and  arbiter  of  wit? 
By  SaGck  law  the  female  right  deny. 
And  view  their  genius  with  regardlefs  eye? 
Juflice  forbid  i  and  every  Mufc  in/pire 
To  fing  the  glories  of  a  fifter-choir ! 
Rife,  rife,  bold,  fwain !  and  to  the  liilening  grove 
Refound  the  praifes  of  the  fex  you  love ; 
Tell  how,  adornM  with  every  charm,  they  Ihine, 
In  mind  and  perfon  equally  divine. 
Till  man,  no  more  to  female  merit  blind. 
Admire  the  perfon,  but  adore  the  mind. 

To  thefe  weakltrains,  O  thou!  the  fex's  friend 
And  coqflant  patron,  Richardfon* !  attend: 
Thou,  who  fo  oft,  with  pleas'd  but  anxious  care. 
Haft  watch'd  the*dawning  genius  of  the  fair, 

•    '  »t- r»    I*  >'    -4 

«  The  author  of  thpfe  three  celebrated  works,  PaiafU;  Claiiilai  iia4  $ir 

Charks  Grand) foft.        * 

Will 


■       ,  I     *     « 


;•>•  ■  •■    'n  # 
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With  wonted  fmiles  wilt  Rear  ihy  friend  diSpUj 
The  various  graces  of  the  female  lay( 
.Studious  from  Folly's  yoke  their  minds  to  free. 
And  aid  the  generous'cs^ufe  efpous'd  by  thee. 
•  Long  o*er  the  world  did'  Prejudice  maintain. 
By  founds  like  thefe,  her  undifpnted  reign : 

*  Woman  !*  (he  cried,  *  to  thee, 'indulgent  Heaveii 
'  Has  all  the  charms  of  outward  beauty  given ; 

'  Be  thine  the  boaft,  unrfvalrd,  to  enflave 

*  The  great,  the  wife,  the  witty,  and  the  brave ; 

*  Deck'd  with  the  Paphian  rofe's  damafk  glow, 

*  And  the  vale-lily's  vegetable  fnow, 

'  Be  thme  to  move  majeitick  in  the  dance, 

*  To  roll  the  eye,  and  aim  the  tender  glance, 

'  Or  touch  the  firings,  and  breathe  the  melting  fong  ; 

*  Content  to  etdalate  that  airy  throng, 

'  Who  to  the  fun  their  painted  plumes  difpl^y, 

*  And  gaily  glitter  on  the  hawthorn  ipray, 

*  Or  wildly  warble  in  the  beechen  grove, 

*  Carelefs  of  aught,  but  mufick,  joy,  and  love.* 
Heavens  I  could  fuch  artful,  (lavifh  founds,  begaile 

Thejfrce-born  fonsof  Britain's  polifh'd  ifte! 
Could  they,  like  fam'd  Ulyifcs*  daftard  crew^, 

■  I 

Attentive  liflen,  and  enamourM  view. 

Nor  drive  the  fyren  to  that  dreary  plain, 

In  loathfome  pomp,  where  eadem  tyrants  rei^n  ; 

Where  each  fair  neck  the  yoke'of  flavery  galls, 

Clos'd  in  a  proud  feraglio's  gloomy  \yalls. 

And  taught,  that  levell'd  with  the  brutal  kind,' 

Mor  fenfe  nor  fouls  to  women  are  aiHgn'd ! 

Our  Britifh  nympKs  with  happier  omens  rove; 
At  Freedom's  call,  thro'  Wifdom's  facreii  grpvc ; » 
And,  as  with  l^vi?h  hand  each  fifter-^race 
Shapes  the  fair  form,  af\d  regulates  the  face. 
Each  fifter-mufe,  in  blifsful  union  join'd, 
Adi^n^,"'imprOves^  aitd' beautifies  the  mli^d. 


E'en 
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£^et  now  fend  Ftmcj,  in  our  polifb'd  land« 
^flembled  ibews  a  blooming,  fludioas  band : 
With  Various  arts  oar  reverence  they  engage, 
^ome  Com  the  tuneful,  fome  the  moral  page; 
Thefe,  led  by  Contemplation,  ibar  on  high, 
And  range  the  heavens  with  philofophick  eye^ 
While  thofe,  furrounded  by  a  vocal  -choir. 
The  canvas  tinge,  or  touch  the  warbling  lyre* 
Here,  like  the  flars  mix'd  radiance,  they  unite 
To  dazzle  and  perplex  our  wandering  iight : 
The  Mufe  each  charmer  fingly  {haH  fucvey. 
And  tune  to  each  her  tributary  laj. 
So  when,  in  blended  tints,  with  fweet  furprtze 
Aflembled  beauties  fbrike  our  ravi(h*d  eyes, 
Such  as  in  Lely's  melting  colours  ihine. 
Or  fpring,  great  Kneller !  from  a  hand  like  thine. 
On  all  with  pleafing  awe  at  once  we  gaze. 
And,  loft  in  wonder,  know  not  which  to  praife ; 
But,  iingly  view'd,  each  nymph  de!igl|ts  usmone, 
Difclofing  graces  unperceiv'd  before, 

Firll  let  the  Mufe  with  gen'rous  ardonr  try 
To  chafe  the  mill  from  dark  Opinion's  eye; 
Nor  mean  we  here  to  blame  that  father^s  care« 
Who  gnards  from  learned  wives  hk  booby  heir. 
Since  oft  that  heir  with  prudence  has  been  known 
To  dread  a  genius  that  tranfcends  his  own : 
'  The  wife  themfelves  (hould  with  difcretioa  chufe. 
Since  letter'd  nymphs  their  knowledge  may  abnfe. 
And  hufbands  oft  experience  to  their  coft 
The  prudent  houfewife  in  the  fcholar  loft. 
But  thofe  incur  deferv'd  contempt,  who  prize 
Their  own  high  talents,  and  theu-  fexdefpife; 
With  haughty  mien  each  fecial  blifs  defeat. 
And  fully  all  their  learning  with  conceit: 
Of  fuch  the  parent  juftly  warns  his  fon, 
Aad  fuch  the  Mufe  herfelf  will  bid  him  (bnn* 
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But  lives  there  one,  whofe  onafTuming  mind^ 
Tho*  gracM  by  nature,  and  by  art  refin'd, 
Pleas'd  with  domcftick  excellence,  canfpare 
Some  hours  from  iludious  eafe  to  focial  care. 
And  with  her  pen  that  Time  alone  employs. 
Which  others  wade  in  viiits,  cards,  and  noife; 
From  afflclation  free,  tho*  deeply  read, 
*  With  wit  well  natur'd,  and  with  books  well  bred?* 
With  fuch  (and  fuch  there  are)  each  happy  day 
Mud  fly  improving  and  improv'd  away; 
Inconllancy  might  fix  and  fettle  there, 
And  Wifdom's  voice  approve  the  chofen  fair. 

Nor  need  we  now  from  our  own  Britain  rove. 
In  feafch  of  genius,  to  the  Lefbian  grove, 
Tho'  Sappho  there  her  tuneful  lyre  has  ftrung. 
And  amorous  griefs  in  fweeteft  accents  fung. 
Since  here,  in  Charles's  days,  amidd  a  train 
Of  fhamelefs'^bards,  licentious  and  profane. 
The  challe  Orinda*  rofe ;  with  purer  light. 
Like  moded  Cynthia,  beaming  thro'  the  night : 
Fair  Friend ihip's  ludre,  undifguis'd  by  art. 
Glows  in  her  lines,  and  animates  her  heart ; 
Friendfliip,  that  jewel,  which,  tho'  all  confefs 
It's  peerlefs  value,  yet  how  few  poflcfs ! 
For  hvr  the  never-dying  myrtle  weaves 
A  verdant  chaplet  of  her  odorous  leaves; 
If  Cowley's  or  Rofcommon's  fong  can  give 
Immortal  fame,  her  praffe  fhall  ever  live. 

Who  can,  unmov'd,  hear  Winchelfeaf  reveal  ♦ 

Thy  horrors.   Spleen  !  which  all,  who  paint,  mud  feel? 
My  praifes  would  but  wrong  her  derling  wit. 
Since  Pope  himfetf  applauds  what  (he  has  writ. 

*  Mrs.  Catherine  Philips  :  fhewasdiftingaiihedbymodof  thevntsof  king 
Charles's  reign>  and  died  young.     Her  pieces  on  Friendihip  are  particularly 

admired. 

-f<  Anne,  Counters  of  Winchelfea,  a  lady  of  great  wit  and  genius,  wrote    . 
^  (among  others)  a  poem,  much  admired,  on  the  Spleen,  and  Is  praifed  by  Mr. 
Pope,  4c.  wnder  the  poetical  name  of  Ardclia. 

m 
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But  fay,,  what  matron  now  walks  muiing  forth 
From  the  bleak  mountains  of  her  native  north? 
While  round  her  brows  two  fillers  of  the  Nine 
Poetick  wreaths  with  philofophick  twine  1 
Hail,  Cockburne*,  hail  I  e'en  now  from  Reafon's  bowers 
Thy  Locke  delighted  culls  the  choiceft  flowers. 
To  deck  his  great,  fuccefsful  champion's  head. 
And  Clarke  expefts  thee  in  the  laurel  (hade. 
The'  long  to  dark,  oblivious  want  a  prey. 
Thy  aged  worth  pafs'd  unperceiv'd  away; 
Yet  Scotland  now  fliall  ever  boaft  thy  fame. 
While  England  mourns  thy  undillinguifh'd  name^ 
And  views  with  wonder,  in  a  female  mind, 
Philofopher,  divine,  and  poet  join 'd  ! 

The  modeft.mufe  a  veil  with  pity  throws 
O'er  vice's  friends,  and  virtue's  female  foes  ; 
Abafh'd  (he  views  the  bold  unblufhing  mien 
Of  modern  Manley,  Centlivre,  and  Behnf  ; 
And  grieves  to  fee  one  nobly  born  difgrace 
Her  modeft  fex,  and  her  illuftrious  race. 
Tho'  harmony  thro'  all  their  numbers  flow'd. 
And  genuine  wit  it's  every  grace  beflow'd. 
Nor  genuine  wit,  nor  harmony,  excufe 
The  dangerous  fallies  of  a  wanton  mufe: 
Nor  can  fuch  tuneful,  but  immoral,  lays 
Expe£l  the  tribute  of  impartial  praife  : 
As  foon  might  Philips,  Pilkington,  and  Vane  J, 
Deferv'd  applaufe  for  fpotlcfs  virtue  gain. 

But  hark!  wha,t  nymph§,  in  Frome's  embroidered  vale. 
With  drains  feraphick  fwells  the  vernal  gale  ? 

,  *  Mrs.  Cathanne  Cockburne  was  the  wife  of  a  clergyman,  lived  obfcurely^ 
and  died  a  few  years  ago  in  an  advanced  age  In  Northumberland}  her  works  on 
dramatic,  philofophical,  and  facred  fubjefts,  have  been  lately  co11e£ted  by  the 
learned  Dr.  Birch,  and  are  generally  admired. 

f  The  firft  of  thefc  wrote  the  fcandalous  memoirs  called  Atalantis,  and  th* 
other  tyyro.axe  ootorious  for  the  indecency  of  their  plays. 

J  Thefe  three  ladies  have'  endeavoured  to  immortalize  their  ihamc  by 
writing;  their  own  memoirs. 

§  The  chandcr  of  M-s.  Ro^e,  and  her  writings,  is  too.w«U  known  to  be  dwelt 
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Widr  wftat  Cwttt  (bonds  tbc  bordering  foreft  nt^  I 
War  ^portire  Echo  catches,  as  (he  iings. 
Each  falling  accent,  ftudioas  to  prolong 
The  waf  bled  notes  o£  Rowe's  extatick  long. 
Old  Avon  plea»*d»  bb  reedy  forehead  rears^ 
And  poliih*d  Orrery  delighted  hears. 
See  with  what  traniport  fhe  refigns  her  bteath, 
Snatch'd  by  a  fudden,  bat  a  wi(h'd-for  death  ! 
ReleasM  from  earth,  with  fmiles  (he  ibses  on  higb 
Amidft  her  kindred  fpirits  of  the  (ky. 
Where  faith  and  love  thofe  endlefs  joys  beflow^ 
That  warm'd  her  lays,  and  fill'd  her  hopes  below;. 

Nor  can  her  noble  friend^  efcape  anfeen. 
Or  from  the  muie  her  modeft  virtue  fcreen  : 
l^re,  fweetly  blended,  to  our  wondering  eye8> 
Tfk  peereft^  postefs,  and  Chriftian  rife ; 
And  tho'  the  Nine  her  tuneful  fb-suns  infpire^ 
We  lefs  her  genias  than  her  heart  admire ; 
Fleas'd,  'mtdft  the  great.  One  trnly  good  feo  (er> 
And  proud  to  tell  that  Somerfet  is  fhe. 

By  generous  views  one  peerefsf  more  demands' 
A  grateful  tribute  from  all  female  hands*; 
One,  who  to  ihield  them  &om  the  worft  of  Ibes^ 
In  their  jnft  caufe  dar'd  Pope  himfelf  oppofe. 
Their  own  dark  forms  deceit  and  envy  wear» 
By  Irwin  tonch'd  with  troth's  celeftial  ^art« 
By  her  difarm^l,  ye- witlings!  now  give  o'er 
Tour  empty  ineers,  and  fhock  the  fex  no  more* 

Thus  bold  Camilla-,  when  the  Trojan  cUeT 
Attacked  her  country,  flew  to  it*s  relief; 

Oft  here.  It  may  be  fuftcient  to  £ay,  that  without  zny^  prerSims  lOtaefe  fhe  inee 
at  laft  vrith  that  Ajdden  death  which  Ihe  had  always  vifted. 

•  Frances^  Coontefs  cf  Hertford,i  and  afterwards- Duteheiil^vMiger  of  Somcr- 
ftr,  Mrs.  Rowers  iUuftrlouafriend,  lamented  her  death  m  fimte  irtfrfei  pHAted  Vt 
Ker  poefnsy  and  was  author  of  the  ktrers  fn  her  colle^lioii  %)ed  Ckora. 

f  AnncyVifcoujitcfs  Irwin,  and  aunt  to  the  prefent  Barl  of  Carfifibs  ihlt 

fcdy,  in  a  poetical  epiftic  to  Mr.  Pope,  has  refcued  her  fet*8  caufe  fitom  thr 

jUperfions  caft  on  them  by  that  fatyrift  in  hj&  I,ffjLy,  on  the  CharaOers  of  WonoU' 

^  SeerMiUony  booK.!?..  fer«  Si<t«. 

HfUfpffci 
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Beneath  her  lance  the  braveil  warriors  bled. 

And  fear  difmayM  the  hoft  which  great  i£neas  led* 

But,  ah !  why  heaves  my  breafi-this  penfive  &gh? 
Why  ftarts  this  tear  unbidden  from  my  eye  ? 
What  breaft  from  fighs,  what  eye  from  tears  refrains. 
When,  fweetiy-moumful,  haplefs  Wright  complaiat^  ) 
And  who  but  grieves  to  fee  her  generous  mind« 
For  nobler  views  and  worthier  gnefU  deiign'd. 
Admit  the  hateftil  form  of  black  defpair. 
Wan  with  the  gloom  of  fuperftitious  care; 
In  pity-moving  lays,  with  earned  cries. 
She  call'd  on  Heaven  to  cloie  her  weary  eyes» 
And,  long  on  earth  by  heart-felt  woes  opprefs'd. 
Was  borne  by  friendly  death  to  welcome  reft. 

In  nervous  ilrains,  lo !  Madan's  f  polifh'd  talfe 
Has  Poetry's  fi>ccefiive  Progrefs  tracM, 
From  ancient  Greece,  where  firft  (he  iix'd  her  reigft. 
To  Italy,  and  Britain'is  haj^ier  plain* 
Praife  well-beftow*d  adorns  her  glowing  lines. 
And  manly  flrength  with  female  foftnefs  joins« 
So  female  charrns  and  manly  virtues  grace. 
By  her  example  form'd,  her  blooming  race. 
And  fram'd  alike  to  pleafe  our  ears  and  eye?. 
There  new  Cornelias  and  new  Gracchi  rife. 
O  that  you  now,  with  genitis  at  command. 
Would  fnatch  the  pencil  from  my  artleis  hand, 
And  give  your  (ex's  portraits,  bold  and  true. 
In  colours  worthy  of  themielves  and  you ! 

Now  in  extatick  vifions  let  me  rove. 
By  Cynthia's  beams,  thro'  Brackley*s  glimmering  grorr. 
Where  dill  each  night,  by  ftartled  ihepherds  ieen. 
Young  Leapor's;(  form  flies  fliadowy  o'er  the  green. 

•  Mrs.  Wright,  fiAer  to  the  famovs  Wefleyc^  hM  puUiAM  ibaw  phets^ 
^kh,  though.ofa  dltlancholy  ca(^,  are  written  in  the  genuine  ifidt  eifoeotf, 

f  Mrs.  Madan  is  author  of  a  poem  called  the  Progreis  of  Pwtry,  v^ket^ 
th«  duiraderft  of  die  teft  Gfecian,  Romany  ^and'  EiigKih  poAs,  ut  juftly  tni 
elegantly  drawn. 

t  Mn.  JLeap«r,  dvug^ter  to  a  Kortfaam;t9fai6t  ««rdeB«sv  hiK  lately  t(n^ 
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Thofc  envied  honours  nature  lov'd  to  pay 

The  briar-bound  turf,  where  erft  her  Shakefpeare  lay. 

Now  on  her  darling  Mira  (he  bellows ; 

There  o'er  the  hallow'd  ground  (he  fondly  ftrows 

'J'hc  chgictffl  fragrance  of  the  breathing  fpring. 

And  bids  each  year  her  favourite  linnet  fing. 

Let  cloliler'd  pedants,  in  an  endlefs  rounds 
Tread  the  dull, mazes  of  fcholadick  ground  : 
Bracklcy  unenvying  views  the  glittering  train 
Of  learning's  ufelefs  trappings  idly  vain ; 
For,  fpitc  of  all  that  vaunted  learning's  aid. 
Their  fame  is  rivalPd  by  her  rural  maid. 

So,  while^in  our  Britannia's  beechen  fprays 
Sweet  Philomela  trills  her  mellow  lays. 
We  to  the  niltives  of  the  fultry  line 
Their  boafted  race  of  parrots  pleas *d  rcfign : 
For  tho'  on  citron  boughs  they  proudly  glow 
With  all  the  colours  of  the  watery  bow. 
Yet  thro*  the  grove  har(h  difcord  they  prolong; 
Tho'  rich  in  gaudy  plumage^  poor  in  fong. 

Now  bear  me,  Clio,  to  that  Keqtifli  llrand, 
Whofc  rude  overhanging  cliiFs  and  barren  fand 
May  challenge  all  the  myrtle-blooming  bowers 
Of  fam'd  Italia,  when,  at  evening  hours. 
Thy  own  Eliza*  mufes  on  the  fhore. 
Serene,  tho'  billows  beat  and  tempeifb  roar. 
Hail,  Carter,  hail !  your  favourite  name  infpires 
My  rap tur'd bread  with  fympathe tick  fires; 
E'en  now  I  fee  your  lov'd  Ilyflus  lead 
His  mazy  current  thro'  th'  Athenian  mead ; 
With  you  I  pierce  thro'  academick  fliades, 
Ahd  join  in  Attick  bowers  th'  Aonian  maids ;  / 

vinced  the  world  of  the  force  of "uoaffided  nature,  by  imitating  and  equalling 
fome  of  oar  xnoft  approved  poets,  by  the  ih-ength  of  hef  parts,  and  the  viva- 
city o^.-hfir  genius. 

*  Mr8«  Eliza  Carter,  of  Dealj^  well  known  to  the  leahied  world  for  her  Ulf 
tranflation  of  £pi£letus,  has  tranflated,  from  the  Italian,  Algajx>tti'a  DiidoguM 
on  Light  and  Colours^  and  latdy  pubiilhed  a  fraaU  cc^eitloa  of  elegant  poems» 

'   '-■  Beneath 
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Beneath  the  fp reading  plane  with  Plato  rove. 
And  hear  his  morals  echo  thro'  the  grove. 
Joy  fparkles  in  the  fage's  looks^  to  find 
His  genius  glowing  in  a  female  mind  ; 
Newton  admiring  fees  your  fearching  eye 
Dart  thro'  his  my  flick  page,  and  range  the  flcy; 
By  you  his  colours  to  your  fex  are  fliown. 
And  Algarotti's  name  to  Britain  known. 
While,  undifturb'd  by  pride,  you  calmly  tread 
Thro'  life's  perplexing  paths,  by  wifdom  led ; 
And,  taught  by  her,  your  grateful  mufe  repays  •• 
Her  heavenly  teacher  in  nofturnal  lays. 
So  when  Prometheus,  from  th*  Almighty  Sire, 
As  fings  the  fable,  flole  celeftial  fire. 
Swift  thro'  the  clay  the  vital  current  ran. 
In  look,  in  form,  in  fpeech  refembling  man  ; 
But  in  each  eye  a  living  luftre  glow'd, 
That  fpoke  the  heav'nly  fource  from  whence  it  flow*^. 
*  What  magick  pow'rs  in  Celia's*  numbers  dw€U, 

*  Which  thus  th'  unpradlis'd  breaft  with  ardour  fwcU 

*  To  emulate  her  praife,  and  tune  that  lyre 

*  Which  yet  no  bard  was  able  to  infpirc  I 

*  With  tears  her  fufFering  Virgin  we  attend, 

*  And  fympathize  with  father,  lover,  friend! 

*  What  facred  rapture  in  our  bofbm  glows, 

'  When  at  the  fhrine  fhe  offers  up  her  vows  1 

*  Mild  majefty  and  virtue's  awful  power 

'  Adorn  her  fall,  and  grace  her  lateft  hour.* 

Tranfport  me.  now  to  thofe  embroider'd  meads^ 
Where  the  flow  Ouze  his  lazy  current  leads; 
There,  while  the  flream  foft-dirapling  ileaU  along. 
And  from  the  groves  the  green-hair'd  Dryads  throngs . 
Clio  herfelf,  or  Ferrarf  tunes  a  lay. 
Sweet  as  the  darkling  Philomel  of  May. 

*  We  could  not  here,  with  juftice,  withold  our  tribute  of  praife  firom  Mrs. 
Brooke,  author  of  the  tragedy  of  Virginia,  nor  could  we  better  pay  it  than 
by  the  hand  of  a  fifter  name. 

+  This  lady  has  written  two  beautiful  odes  to  Cynthia  and  thftS^tVeiv 
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Hafte,  haftcy  ye  Nine,  tnd  hear  a  fifter  fiag 
The  charms  of  Cyjnthia,  and  the  joys  of  fpring  t 
See !  night^s  pale  goddefs,  with  a  gratefal  beam 
Paints  her  lovM  image  in  the  ihadowy  ftream» 
While,  roand  his  Tot'ry,  ^ing  profofely  ihowert 
'  A  fnow  of  bloflbms,  and  a  wild  of  flowers*' 
O  happy  nymph,  tho'  winter  o'er  thy  head. 
Blind  to  that  form,  the  fnow  of  age  ihall  ihed ; 
Tho'  life's  ihort  fpring  and  beauty's  bloilbms  fade. 
Still  (hall  thy  reafon  fiourifh  undecay'd ; 
Time,  tho'  he  fteals  the  rofeate  bloom  of  youth. 
Shall  ipare  the  charms  of  virtae  and  of  truth. 
And  on  thy  mind  new  charnu,  new  bloom  beltow, 
Wifdom's  beft  friend,  and  only  beaaty'^  foe* 

Nor  (hall  thy  much-lov'd  Pennington*  jemaia 
Uttfnng,  unhonour'd,  in  my  votive  flrain. 
See  where  the  foft  enchantrefs,  wandering  o'er 
The  fairy  ground  that  Philips  trod  before. 
Exalts  her  chymick  wand,  and  fwift  behold 
The  bafeft  metals  ripen  into  gold : 
Beneath  her  magick  touch,  with  wondering  eye^ 
We  view  "nle  Copper  with  pive  fterling  vie  . 
Nor  (hall  the  Farthing,  fung  by  her,  forbear 
To  claim  the  praifes  of  the  fmiling  fair ;  • 

Till  chuck  and  marble  (hall  no  more  employ 
The  thoughtlefs  leifure  of  the  truant  boy. 

Returning  now  to  Thames's  Howery  fide. 
See  how  his  waves  in  (Hll  attention  glide  ! 
And,  hark !  what  fongftrefs  fliakes  her  warbling  throat  ? 
Is  it  the  nightingale,  or  Dclia'sf  note  ? 
The  balmy  zephyrs,  hov'ring  o'er  the  fair. 
On  their  foft  wings  the  vocal  accents  bear ; 

*  Mifs  Pennington  has  happily  Imitated  Mr.  Philips*s  Splendid  ShiOiii^  ia< 
a  burlefque  poem  called  The  Copper  Farthing.     She  died  in  1759,  aged  25. 

f  This  lady  has  written  Odes  to  Peace,  Health,  and  the  Robin  Rcd-breai^, 
vrbidi  are  here  alluded  to ;  and  ihe  has  been  celebrated  in  a  fonnet  by  Mr.  Ed* 
wards,  author  of  the  Canons  of  Criticifm. 

Thro* 
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Thro*  Synbury's  low  vale  the  drains  rebound, 

E*en  neighbouring  Chertfey  hears  the  chearful  founds 

And  wondering  fees  her  Cowley's  laurel'd  fhade 

Tranfported  liflen  to  the  tuneful  maid, 

O  may  thofe  nymphs,  whofe  pleafmg  power  fhe  fi ngs. 

Still  o'er  their  fuppliant  wave  their  foilering  wings  I 

O  long  may  Health,  and  foft-ey'd  Peace,  impart 

Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  raptute  to  her  heart ! 

Beneath  her  roof  the  red-brcaft  fhall  prolong, 

Unchiird  by  frofts,  his  tributary  fong  ; 

For  her  the  lark  (hall  wake  the  dappled  morn. 

And  linnet  twitter  from  the  bloflbm'd  thorn. 

Sing  on,  fweet  maid!  thy  Spenfcr  fmiles  to  fee 

Kind  Fancy  fhed  her  choicefl  gifts  on  thee. 

And  bids  his  Edwards,  on  the  laurel  fpray 

That  fhades  his  tomb,  infcribe  thy  rural  Iay« 

With  lovely  mien  Eugenia*  now  appears, 
The  mufe's  pupil  from  her  tendered  years ; 
Improving  talks  her  peaceful  hours  beguile. 
The  filler  arts  on  all  her  labours  fmile, 
Atid  while  the  Nine  their  votary  iiifpire, 
*  One  dips  the  pencil,  and  one  brings  the  lyre,*, 
O  may  her  life's  clear  current  fmoothjy  glide. 
Unruffled  by  misfortune's  boift'rous  tide  ! 
So  while  the  charmer  leads  her  blamelefs  days 
With  that  content  which  ihe  fo  well  difplays. 
Her  own  Honoria  we  in  her  (hall  view. 
And  think  her  allegorick  vi(ion  true. 

Thus  wandering  wild  gmong  the  golden  grain 
That  fruitful  fioats  on  Bandead's  airy  plain, 
Carelefs  I  fung,  while  fummer's  weftern  gale 
Breath'd  health  and  fragrance  thro'  the  dufky  vale; 
When  from  a  neighbouring  hawthorn,  in  whofe  (hade 
ConceaPd  (he  lay,  uprofe  th*  Aonian  maid : 

*  This  lady  has  fuctcfsfully  applied  herfelf  to  the  fifler  arts  of  drawing  and 
poetry,  and  has  written  an  ingenious  allegor)',  wherein  two  pilgrlrns,  Fidclio 
and  Honoria,  after  a  fru'tlefs  fearch  for  the  paUce  of  Happincfs,  are  af  laft 
conduced  to  the  houfe  of  Content. 

3  O  PleasM 
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PIeas*d  had  (he  liftenM ;  and,  with  fmiles,  (he  cry'd» 
Ceafe,  friendly  Twain !  be  this  thy  praife  and  pridcj 
That  thoa,  of  all  the  nameroas  tuneful  throng, 
Firft  in  oar  caufe  haft  framed  thy  gen*roos  fong. 
'  And  ye,  oar  fifter  choir!  proceed  to  tread 
The  flowery  paths  of  Fame,  by  Science  led  ! 
Employ  by  turns  the  needle  and  the  pen. 
And  in  their  favourite  flu  dies  rival  men ! 
May  all  our  fex  your  glorious  trafl  purfue. 
And  keep  your  bright  example  flill  in  view! 
Thefe  lading  beauties  will  in  youth  engage. 
And  fmooth  the  wrinkles  of  declining  age. 
Secure  to  bloom,  unconfcious  of  decay. 
When  all  Corinna's  rofcs  fade  away« 
For  e'en  when  love*8  fhort  triumph  (hall  be  o*cr. 
When  youth  ihall  pleafe,  and  beauty  charm  no  more^ 
When  man  (hall  ceafe  to  flatter ;  when  the  eve 
Shall  ceafe  to  fparkle,  and  the  heart  to  figb. 
In  that  dread  hour,  when  parent  dull  (hall  claim 
The  lifelefs  tribute  of  each  kindred  frame. 
E'en  then  (hall  Wifdom,  for  her  chofen  fair, 
I'he  fragrant  wreaths  of  virtuous  fame  prepare  ; 
Thofe  wreaths  which  floari(h  in  a  happier  clime, 
^eyond  the  reach  of  envy  and  of  time  ; 
While  here,  th'  immortalizing  mufe  (hall  fave 
Your  darling  names  from  dark  Oblivion's  grave  ; 
I'hofe  names  the  praife  and  wonder  (hall  engage 
Of  every  polifh'd,  wife,  and  virtuous  age; 
To  latell  times  our  annals  (ball  adorn. 
And  fave  from  folly  thoufands  yet  unborn.* 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

FROM  a  convi(Slion  that  the  Publick  are  in  gene- 
ral deArous  to  be  acquainted  with  thofe  who  en- 
deavour to  contribute  to  their  entertainment,  the  Editor 
of  this  Colleflion  has  as  much  as  poflible  gratified  a 
curiofity  which  he  is  difpofed  to  believe  ufually  origi- 
nates from  the  worthieft  and  moft  liberal  of  motives,  bv 
affixing  to  each  produflion  the  name  of  it's  refpeftive 
Author :  it  remains  only,  after  thanking  his  numerous 
kind  Friends  for  their  original  contributions,  and 
the  Publick  for  a  generous  reception  of  the  whole,  that  he 
inform  thofe,  to  whom  he  acknowledges  himfdf  fo  highly 
indebted,  that  they  have,  at  leaft,  in  return  for  their 
extraordinary  indulgence  of  his  beft  efforts,  an  eternal 
^laim  on  the  gratitude  of  their  obliged  Servant, 

James  Harrison^ 


